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The Authors of this book have made their experiment in 
what they believe to be a genuine way. "The Bight 
Honourable " is in the strictest sense the work of a man and 
a woman. Every character, incident, scene, and page is 
joint work, and was thought out and written out in com- 
bination. Whatever the book is, it is not patchwork. 

The Authors only wish to add that the politics and the 
pei-sonages of the story are purely fancifuL Their aim was 
to surround figures that do not exist and political parties 
hitherto unformed with conditions of reality which might 
make them seem as if they too were real. 
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CHAPTER L 

THE LtTTLE QUEEN. 

A OBEY morning off the coast of Australia; a wide grey upheaving 
sea; a grey sky which melted into the waves; clouds, and foamy 
splashes blending together on the horizon line, except where the dawn 
was breaking;. There, in the east, a faint pink glow, which seemed to 
widen the vast lonely Pacific and to make it even wider, vaster, and 
more desolate. 

Westward lay the gte^ shoie, lonely and desolate too, and hazy 
with mist; only a^promontory that, jutted out into the sea almost in 
a line with the riidng^sun, sho^itig.'ctearly — a bold bleak headland, 
below it long stretch^ of sand dotted o^iitii bristling black rocks, and 
on the higj^a^, point, a lighthouse^ k>-t^agstatf, two or three rough 
cottages, and ci\^ter8 of wind-beaten breeui-frutt; trees. 

A steamer bound southward had slackened sp^ed. The Captain was 
standing on deck with his telescope pointed toAvards the Cape ; and 
three or four men near him were watching itkrcugh their glasses the 
launching <£fi*&^ pilot-boat which had been drawn oip on the sand below 
the cliffSo Oij© of these cried out with eagoi: interest — 

"There's. a \5r0man being put off. They aara carrying her on board 
the boat." / '. \ • ' ^'v v 

** No, it's a xiBid," s^d,another of ibo {^escfngers ; " a little girl." 

** Sure, it's ]^0iir4U;**«>exclaimed a ^\!tCL 

The speaker wfts«fcb^ Attomey^ensral of the colony — South Britain 
— and was usually hnpwn as Judge O'Beime. He was old; he was 
coarse ; his face was reddened ljy overmuch whiskey, perhaps ; but there 
was a note of tenderness in his voice as he added, half to himself, 
" Isn't it me own little Queen Koorilli coming out to see the world 1 " 

Just as the boat put off from shore and became a speck upon the 
sea, a man stepped up from below and advanced towards the group on 
deck. He asked two questions rapidly, yet with a sort of deliberation 
and a pause between the two. 

" What are we stopping for ? Who is Koor^li ? " 

His keen glance shot i'rom the men before \iim t/o ^iJcift C«b^ — ^» "^^ 
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"I can't answer you there, Jadje," said the Captain, "for I have 
never sighted the young lady till this morning, and she is not close 
enough yet for me to make out what her eyes are like." 

Judge O'Beime laughed again, but this time rather in a perfunctory 
way, like one who is reflecting. " Yes, she has got a way with her — 
that's it. And I'd bet my silver-topped waddy that not a soul has 
ever spoken a cross word to her in her life. Middlemist has always 
Kept her at Muttabarra, and he has had the best governesses for her 
that could be got in Sydney — South Britain articles wouldn't do for 
her ; and gave her aunt, Mrs. Campbell — it's Jack Campbell, Middle- 
mist's brother-in-law, that is superintendent at Muttabarra — ^he gave 
Mrs. Campbell strict orders that she wasn't to mix up with the station 
hands or the township people. There's something queer about the 
notion," continued the Judge after a short pause, "for Middlemist 
never branded more than two hundred calves in the year, and we all 
know that doesn't run to champagne and swell governesses ; and his 
son in the Lands' Office is about as hulking a fellow as you could see 
out of the Never-Never country." 

" What is the secret of it, then ? " asked Morse, stepping back fix>m 
the bulwarks, and leaning with arms folded against the hatchway. 

"Well, you know Middlemist began as a ^heep-shearer, and he 
married Poll Watkins, who was barmaid at the Koyal when I first came 
to the colony," said the Judge. " But Poll went ofif the hooks, and 
Middlemist went in for tin-mining and made a fortune, and then got 
smashed up. Before his smiesh Catne, • though, he married a little 
English governess, whq was ji real Ijwiy^if ^fever there was one. She 
died too, and Middlc^niist s^ioited on p^li^es and .gave Jack Campbell, 
^cr brother, a billet tO'«iaj3Cribtend'Muj5tabari;j6.\ "^ Campbell's wife 
looked after Kogtiii;* «?tnd the Little Queeajhas had her Sydney 
governesses, and ^as^ learned French and the pisino, and has had a horse 
kept stabled for*her siu&mer and winter, and n^ver a bad word spoken 
in her presence.*' And now she is seventeen, and Middlemist has come 
into his kingdojn and is at the head of the colony^ can(£ likely to stop 
there till you coQMi*&u5k again, Morse. So our liptie queen is coming 
out of her enchfrntei^/ojest into the world, to danc6"at the Governor's 
balls, and attend: tj^ opening of Parliament, and^^^^hqWn to her ]Dlace, 
just below the da(S)*l;J»the«, Usher of the BUck Bp4^ind learn to flirti 
and be made love to, An^^t married, and all the rest of it." 

There was somethitfg,«qjriult aijd pathedfc-jn^the picture. 

"Poor Little Queen K^'wfise liiurmured^ involuntarily. 

"I don't know why you^'^should say ^hat," exclaimed the Judge. 
" Every one will make a fuss aboftt-hfer.' She will be a pet among us ; 
a sort of child of the Executive — a daughter of the regiment. There 
isn't another grown-up daughter in the Ministry ; and I've already got 
my eye on a husband for her." 

" Who is he ? " asked Morse carelessly. 

" I'll give a guess," cried an outsider, who had been listening atten- 
iJToly to the conversation. "Crichton Ken way, of course. The 
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Admirable Cricliton I Postmaster-General; chief of red-tapists I Good- 
looking chap I An immaculate young man! Don't you think so, 
Morse ? " 

*' No," returned Morse shortly. " I shouldn't call him an immacu- 
late young man." 

As if imwilling to carry on the discussion, he moved to the other 
side of the deck, where he stood silently watching the rising sun, till 
the regular dip of oars and sound of voices on the water told him that 
the pUot-hoat was approaching. Even then he held back from the 
excited group which gathered at the bulwarks, looking down as the 
companion-ladder was lowered ; and he heard with no show of curiosity 
the interchange of greetings, the Judge's rough kindly voice, and the 
clear girlish tones that floated up in reply from below. 

** Well, my Little Queen, and it is you that are dropping down upon 
ns in the middle of the sea I A bareheaded waif, indeed ! A queen 
without a crown, faith 1 " 

" Yes ; Fve lost my hat, Judge. Barril knocked it off with his oar. 
Slid we couldn't stop to pick it up. But that's no matter, is it? I'll 
ask the stewardess to lend me one. And — oh, do tell me — Parliament 
hasn't met yet ? Shall I be in time ? We have been waiting at the 
pilot station four days for a steamer to go by." 

" Ob, you're in time. Queen ; in time to mount your throne, in time 
to break hearts, in lime lor everything." 

" Passengers first, then luggage," called out the Captain, as the pilots 
began to pitch the saddlebags on deck. " Are you coming down with us, 
Mr. Campbell ? " he asked the unkempt-looking squatter in a cabbage- 
tree hat, who appeared at the gangway and saluted the Judge. 

"No, Captain. I don't take my spree in town till the session is 
over. I shall put Miss Middlemist in your charge, and in yours. 
Judge. You don't go up the river to the company's wharf, do you. 
Captain?" 

" I'm bound straight for Sydney, Mr. Campbell, to catch the English 
mail." 

" Then Fll telegraph to the chief to arrange about picking up Miss 
Middlemist in the Bay," said the squatter. 

*• No need for that, Mr. Campbell. Here's our ex-premier aboard — 
on his way home, more's the pity, — ^and all the Ministers will be 
coming down in the Government steam tug as far as the river bar to 
see him off and wish him good luck." 

^f orse came forward at this reference to himself, and a kind of greet- 
ing passed between him and the new-comer. 

**The new king attending the funeral of his predecessor. That's 
about it, I suppose," he said, with a smile which, while it lasted, made 
his fac/C so winning. But his remark was hardly noticed, and that in 
itself was a curious experience to Sandham Morse. Everybody was 
occupied with the boat, where Koorili, with one foot on the com- 
panion-ladder, was saying her farewells to the pilots. Aud m. ko.t 
nijuiuer there was a certain gracious ease and iu^w^^ ^\^\\.^ -^WOsv. 
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amused Morse as he listened. He could almost fancy that she held 
out her little hand to be kissed respectfully by her vassals. 

Her uncle, swinging himself down, called out, " Come, Koorkli, the 
Captain wants to get up steam again." And the Captain said apolo- 
getically, ** I have got to think of the tide, and of crossing the Mary 
River bar, miss, or 1 wouldn't hurry you." 

" Gk)od-bye, Barril," said the girl's sweet clear voice. " GK)od-bye, 
Dick and Nealy. Gbod-bye, all of you. And 1*11 send you a telegram 
every now and then, Barril, just to tell you how I like everything. 
And when I have got the pearl you gave me set, I'll wear it always. 
And good-bye, good-bye." 

A moment more, and she stood upon the little platform by the 
steamer's side, supporting herself with one hand upon the rope lulling, 
as the vessel made a movement — a childlike figure in a soft, clinging 
woollen frock of grey, which the wind blew close to her form, bare- 
headed, clearly outlined against the grey sky and the grey sea, and 
with the tender light of the dawning sun shining full upon her face. 

It was thus that Morse first saw her ; and it was this picture of her 
which for long afterwards came to him unconsciously whenever his 
mind dwelt on things lovely and sweet and unstained. He thought 
of her as of something belonging to the day-dawn, as symbolic of the 
hope, the poetry, the ideal joy which overhangs but never quite 
touches actual life ; and perhaps it was because of this vague sugges- 
tiou of unfulfilled promise and of yearning not to be realiz^, that the 
picture always brought with it a feeling of exquisite sadness. 

Koorili was a slender, wild-falcon creature, at once shy and queenly, 
with a sweet, small, pale face, and red, quiver-shaped, sensitive lips; 
with a small, erectly-set head, and a broad brow shadowed by dark 
brown hair that did not lie heavy, but grew thick and soft and close, 
and with dark deep eyes, dreamy yet fearless, which gazed straight 
afar, as it were, beyond sea and sky, and had a light in them like the 
light of dawn. 

'J he girl stepped on deck, taking the Captain's outstretched hand 
for a moment, then greeting Judge O'Beime, and sending swift, shy, 
searching glances towards the men whom she did not know. Her 
eyes met those of Morse. Instinctively, he raised his hat and made 
htr a salutation. Koorjili returned it with a gesture full of unstudied 
grace, and turning impulsively to the Judge, seemed about to ask a 
question. But the last saddlebag had been flung on deck, and there 
was a little commotion in the boat as the pilots dipped their oars. She 
hung over the bulwarks to say some partings words to her imcle ; the 
companion-ladder was raised ; the screw revolved ; very soon the boat 
had again become a black speck upon the water, and the steamer was 
speeding southward. 

The sun was now well above the horizon, and the shore's misty out- 
lines were growing into distinctness. A keen breeze swept over the 
waves and tossed up foam. The air was fresh and exhilarating* 
T^ever had fuller j^romise been given of a glorious day. And, indeed, 
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nothing more beautiful in its way could be imagiaed than the wild, 
strange scene — ^the lonely coast, with its weird-lookinp: clumps ol 
bread-fruit trees, its sandy bays, its rocky points, and tiers of blue- 
green gum foliage stretching back to a distant range of mountains, 
the wide expanse of ocean, rose-flushed, with that white line afar to the 
east, showing where the Great Barrier Reef keeps guard against the 
Pacific. 

Koor^li seated herself upon a bench, the Judge beside her ; and now 
she asked the question which had been on her lips a little while 
before. 

** Who is that on the other side of the deck ? He looks like the 

Sictures of Napoleon as he stands with his arms folded. Is it Mr, 
lorse?" 

What made you guess riaht, Koorkli ? Yes, it's Morse." 
I have heard you describe him," answered the girl. " You never 
Baid, though, that he was like Napoleon. He puts me in mind of a 
picture in my French history at home, where Napoleon is standing 
thinking — ^^just so. He is thinking of his future, |)erhaps; of his 
battles, of his victories, of France, and of the people he loved so well ; 
and I think he has a foreboding, too, of defeat and exile and loneliness, 
for his eyes are sad. Mr. Morse is like that, somehow." 

Koorkli's tone had in it a touch of enthusiasm. The Judge laughed 
more softly than was usual with him. 

" Faith, then, there is something of the Napoleon about Sandham 
Morse. He makes people believe in him. The sort of man, with his 
queer democratic notions, that would suit our navvies and free selectors 
for a republican president, if we were come to that in Australia." 

"Oh, I wish we could," said Koorali. "I should like Australia to 
be a republic. I should like my country to be free — really free 1 " 

" There's a traitor for you ! " exclaimed the Judge. *' Listen to her, 
just ! And her father a constitutional minister I Gome over here, 
Morse. You should be introduced all in proper form to Middlemist's 
daughter — a red republican, like yourself." 

Morse, who had indeed heard part of the conversation, came forward, 
and the introduction was made. Koorali gave him her hand. tShe 
did not think hfm so like a tragic hero now when he smiled. But to 
him, in spite of her youth, her brightness and almost childish air of 
inconsequence, she still brought a suggestion of pathos as she lifted 
her eyes to his without s|)eaking. The joke about red republicanism 
dropped, and none of the usual commonplaces occurred to him, so he 
was silent. The Judge went on — 

** And how about the Motherland — the Old Country, and the Queen 
you rebel ? And the divine right of kinirs, and all the rest of it?" 

Koorali gave her bare head a serious little shake. 

" We are new. They are old," she said. 

"And you don't care about what is old?" asked Morse, with a tone 
of resjret. 

** Care 1 " Koor^li's eyes gave out a soft ^eaxix. ** OV i^'s^. ^-^^ 
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everything. It's history, poetry, tnnlition. But wt are going to 
make all that. The people always make it. We will choose our own 
Napoleon." 

She coloured a little, remembering the comparison she had drawn. 
The Judge laughed. 

"You can't choose this one. He's a deserter. He won't fight 
under the flag of his adopted country. The New World doesn't suit 
him. He has tried America. He has had a go at Australia, and now 
he is turning back after all to his own old crumbling traditions." 

A clatter in the saloon caught the Judge's attention. He peered 
down the skylight. The steward was serving out coffee. 

" You thief of the world 1 " cried the Judge, addressing one of the 
jimiors who had looked up from the table with something brandished 
in his hand. " Let go my eggs, will you ? and don't interfere with my 
own brew. I take my cuflfee with a stick in it," added he, turning to 
KooriLli, " that's the yolk of an egg and the least drop of whisky. And 
if they can put me off with a stale egg they just will, the young devils. 
My Little Queen, now — and ye don't deserve to be called it — come and 
try my coflee and my sticks 

But Koor^li declined, and so also did Morse. Almost everybody 
else went down below. The cabin was filled with talk and laughter. 
Only those two remained on deck. 

They talked of the scenery, of the chances of smooth weather — 
commonplaces. 

" I am going to find you a more comfortable seat," said Morse, after 
a while. ** And then I shall order some coffee up here." 

He led the way towards the stem of the vessel where, near the 
helm, there was a little space covered over with a rough awning and 
built in on one side with huge coils of rope. He drew forward a chair 
for her, and then left her for a few minutes. When he came back he 
was followed by a steward carrying coffee and rolls. 

She was gazing dreamily at the vanishing lighthouse, and started 
when he spoke to her. 

" Oh, thank you." She drank some coffee, but presently put down 
the cup and did not touch the roll. 

" Aren't you hungry ? " asked Morse. " You must have got up very 
early. Or did the pilots give you breakfast before they brought you 
on board ? " 

**I was awake at four," she answered. "Barril, the head pilot, 
kiK)cked at my door to tell me that there was a steamer off the Cape. 
He got breakfast ready, and we all had it together. It was quite a sad 
meal." 

" The pilots were sorry to lose you, I suppose ? " 

" Yes, very sorry," she replied gravely ; " and I was sorry, too." 

** You have known them a long time ? " 

" I have grown up among them, and they have always done every- 
thing they could to please me," she said, with her little unconscious 
air ol dignity. " They used to bring me jam and apples and orangeb. 
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ivhenever a ship passed from New South Wales or Tasmania ; and T 
have a necklace made from the mother-of-pearl in the nautilus shells 
they got for me, and such a heautiiul real pearl which Barril found 
himself, and which I shall wear always. It was Barril who carried me 
on shore when the steamer first dropped us at Muttabarra — I was only 
three years old then. And 1 have never gone away since, till to-day." 

** And to-day they have had to bid good-bye to their Little Queen. 
I don't wonder that they were sad. liut you must feel that you art 
going to take possessiyn of a kingdom instead of leaving one. Isn't 
this the case ? " 

" It was your king«lom a little while ago," said Koor^, looking at 
iiim with a sort of innocent wonder in her eyes. 

He could not help smiling. To the child this was quite a serious 
matter. That was evident. Her father was, she knew, chief minister 
of the country. He had taken Morse's place. She believed him to be 
more powerful than the Governor. She wondered that any one could 
have resigned so splendid a position. As for herself, she was going 
down to reign by this monarch's side. Perhaps she fancied that she 
might help to sway the destinies of Australia. . It was very childlike 
and yet very natural, and only a more brilliant continuation of what 
had gone before. Probably she had always had a voice in everything 
— in afiairs at the lighthouse as well as on her father's station. The 
pilots had worshipped her, of course, and every i*ne had bowed down 
before her ; and perhaps she fancied that the heads of departments, 
vand the Government olticials, and the members of Barlianient, and ail 
the resby would aiso acknowledge her supremacy. Poor Little Queeu 1 
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OUTLINED AGAINST THE GREY SKY. 

Falling in with the fancy, Morse said, " I shall think of you when 
1 am lar away, and be gla<l that you are in my plac6." 

A curious thought came into his mind: "After all, why am I 
leaving the place?" Aloud he only said, "I hope you will like your 
crown. But crowns in our day are not crowns of roses." Then he 
thought he was talking sentimentality, not to say nonsense. 

"If 1 were really a queen," KoorMi said quite seriously and earnestly, 
** 1 shouldn't care about a crown. I should only care for my people. 
My kingdom should be in their hearts. But that can't be, I suppose, 
in this prosaic world, or the time for it is past." 

Mor»e did not answer at once. He was gazing thoughtfully out to 
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I am afraid the spirit is dead; but the form remains," he said 
dreamily, "like one of your 'ringed' gum-trees. Perhaps monarchy 
is one of the ringed gum-trees already," he added, tvirwm^ \ft Vi«t V>S\v 
his blight smile, Ijj y/\kich there was Bomethmg em^TtiaAiv^^ 

2 
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•' So I don't think I would have any more crowns," con tinned 
Koor^li. " That was what 1 was tliinking of when 1 said that I should 
like to see Australia a republic. There are not any real heart-kinga 
and queens now, are there? An! strong >oung countries ought uot 
to care about names and forms." 

Her childlike earnestness and eagerness amused and also tou 'hed 
him. Heart-kmgl Heart-queen 1 He echoed the fanciful phrase. 
It cluDg to him. 

" You are longing to get to your kingdom— or republic ? " he asked 

" Oh yes," she replied gravely. " I am longing to see the world, 
and the ^reat struggles of ambition and public life.'' 

The world — the great struggles of ambition and public life — in a 
second-class Australian colony which he was leaving because he found 
it insufferably narrow, because it was stifling him with its narrowness ! 
He was curiously touched. 

"Why are you going away?" she suddenly asked in a tone of 
wonder and pity, as if in leaving that place he must be leaving all. 

" I am going to see my world, and to begin my great struggle of 
ambition and my public life — in London." 

" Is London your only world ? " 

« I think so." 

She did not speak. She appeared to be reflecting. Evidently his 
words had oj)ened out dim vistas. Just then a bell clanged. It was 
disturbing, and Morse knew that another — the signal for breakfast — 
would soon ring also. People had begun to come upon deck. Among 
them were several ladies. These eyed Kourjlli with frank curiosity. 
She suddenly became conscious of their interest, and seemed to 
remember the loss of her hat, for she involuntarily raised her hand to 
her bare head, then got up, and, with her air of easy self-possession, 
brought the little tete-a-tete to a close. 

" 1 think I had better go down and try to find something to put on. 
I don't see Judge O'Beirne. Would you please ask the Captain to 
have my pack taken to the ladies' cabin ? " 

She made her peremptory little demand with great sweetness. 
Morse conducted her to the hatchway, and then gave instructions 
about the curious-looking canvas bags which he supposed contained 
the young lady's wardrobe. He smiled to himself as he watched a 
sailor remove them from the deck. He was a little sorry the conver- 
sation had ended so abruptly, and wondered if it would be renewed 
during the twenty-four hours they were to pass together on board the 
steamer. He had ascertained that they would reach Moreton Bay early 
on the following morning. There, according to the official programme, 
the Ministers would come on board from the Government steamboat ; 
there would be a breakfast, and his (Morse's) health wouM be drunk 
In bumpers of champagne. There would be as much speechifying as 
the tide and the state of the river bar would permit. Then the fare- 
wells would be said. Koor^li, under her father's escort, would be 
transferred to the little steamer. She would find her world some forty 
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miles up the river in the petty colonial capital he had left for ever ; 
while he would speed on his way to that other world — the world of 
politics, of wealth, of fashion, of poverty, misery, ruin ; the world of 
contrasts, the world of London ; and the bright vision which had come 
to him with the morning's dawn would be only but as the remembrance 
of a dream. 

It seemed that at present little in the shape of harmonious conver- 
sation was to come of the keynote which had been struck. Kothisig 
is easier on a crowded steamer than for two people to be for hours 
within a few yards of each other and yet have no opportunity for the 
interchange- of ideas. Morse saw Koor^i on the opposite side of the 
long breakfast-table, but he was not near enough to hear her speak. 
Her pretty pathetic face was framed in the wide black brim of a 
severely simple bonnet, which he imagined must belong to a grim 
stewardess, whom he had seen hanging about the entrance to the 
ladies' cabin. The bonnet, in spite of its plainness and its black 
border, had a quaint appearance, and suited the young girl's delicate 
expressive features, pale clear skin, and deep wistful eyes. Morse 
mentally applied to her adjectives which give the impression of some- 
thing plaintive and sad ; yet he could not be blind to a certain childish 
freshness and innocent confidence in her look which were at times 
especially noticeable and charming. It seemed to him that this extreme 
youth fulness and brightness of hope only deepened the suggestion of 
tragedy that struck him more than anythini; else about her. It was 
by this tragic touch that she seized his interest. Underlying much 
that was cold and practical in Morse's nature, there was a keen poetic 
faculty. He took Ufe seriously, and, though he had a shrewd and ready 
percei)tion of the humorous, his bent was rather to its melancholy 
phases. 

All the morning KoorMi flitted hither and thither, inspecting the 
various parts of the steamer, chattering to the Captain, and asking 
Judge O'Beime questions about the people she was to know and the 
things she was to do. However pensive her face might be, her dis- 
position was as gay, apparently, as that of a child, and she seemed to 
enjoy life as heartily. She was a pretty figure as she stood on the 
bridge, and looked at the coast through the Captain's telescope. 
Morse's eyes often wandered towards her as he sat on the lower deck, 
but he did not go near or try to mono{x)lize her. 

He left her to the Judge and to the young barristers all the aftemoco 
also. He had letters of importance to write — parting letters to political 
friends and colleagues — to political foes as well ; and he had his own 
future to think about, and certain vague ambitious schemes to mature 
— schemes which, now that he had cut himself adrift from Australian 
life, seemed to loom more definite and distinct. He had only now 
begun to realize — and he had done so with a sense of shock^how vast 
was his ambition, how intense his determination to carve his own 
career after the fashion that conformed with Ms cl\«J«yc^^t ^\i<i -^xxJa. 
principles anil theories that were powerful eno\ig)i \«\iftiaQ\iN^«^Ta>k?^ 
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As he sat writing and thinking, Judge 0*Beime*8 Irish tones and 
KoorMi*s voice and laugh floated down to him through the half-open 
skyhght. He could not hear what they were saying, but the image 
and thought of the girl blended with his more serious reflections, aud 
gave him a strange reeling of double existence. He could not get 
rid of the fancy that he was standing on the verge of two lives, and 
that the hour of choice and crisis had come. For the first time be 
questioned, in a fugitive way, the wisdom of beginning what he had 
called his great struggle of ambition, and of plunging, as he meant to 
Jo, into the very current of life. He won<]ered vaguely within him- 
self whether after all it would not have been better to remain in 
Australia — to give his energies and talents to the fostering of a new, 
strong, yet untledged country, and to leave ruined institutions and 
corrupt social systems to dwindle into decay. He was alone at the 
upper end of the saloon, and his mood suffered no interruption from 
the other passengers, who, seeing him occupied with documents and 
correspondence, respected his statesmanlike attitude. He shook him- 
self free at last of the dreamy consciousness of Koor^'s influence, and 
his })en dashed off vigorously, never resting till dinner time. It was 
not for some time after that meal, and when the claims of whist and 
hot toddy called the Judge below, that he again found himself near 
Koor^li. She was left by Judge 0*Beime tucked up under a rug in a 
deck chair jlaced in that sheltered corner to which Morse had brought 
her in the nioniing. She had taken off her bonnet, and a white 
woollen shawl was wrapped round her shoulders, and partially covered 
her head. She looked very soft and sweet, and there was a radiance 
on her face not of the dawn now, but of the setting sun. She was not 
talking to any one — there was no one near, but her thoughts seemed 
almost as animated as her conversation, for she was smiling to herself, 
aud her features were lighted up with bright interest and a sort of 
eager anticipation. He guessed wh'it she was thinking. The steamer 
\\ as speeding smoothly along. A few more hours and Life would have 
become dramatic. 

Jt seemed quite natural for him to come near and remark, smiling 
as be spoke, "You haven't much longer to wait now. You will eoon 
be seeini the world." 

"Oh!" She pave a little start, and looked at him question ingly, 
as though she were not quite sure if he meant to be serious. But she 
did not put her doubt into words, as for an instant he feared, and ho 
felt a swift pang at the notion of havinc: damped her gii li.sh enthusiasm* 

"Only till to-morrow," she replud simply. "I have lieen thinking 
how lovely it will all be. I th nk it is so delightful to look forward 
and picture things. Don't you V " 

He seated himself. " I dun't want to be depressing ; but I suppose 
most people would tell you that picturing things beforehaud is the best 
part of it." 

" Not to me. Everything turns out to be better than I fancy it 
And everything that I want to happen comes to pass.'' 
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You are a fortunate girl," said Morse. ** Perhaps, however, it is 
because your wishes are not very extravagant." 

KoorjLli laughed softly. ** A few of iiiy wishes are very extravagant. 
They belong to a faiiy tale, and are such a lone way off that I only 
dream of their being fulfilled some time. Like going t6 heaven or my 
ideal republic. Seeing London is one of them." 

" You will go th^re some day. Every one goes to London." 

•* Ah, some day ! " she repeated, with a pretty movement of her hands. 

^ 1 shall be there within six weeks; and I shall expect to meet you 
there some time within six years. 'At the most, that is not such a 
long way off. Then I shall remind you of our little voyas:e together, 
and I shall ask yon if all your wishes, even the most extravagant ones, 
have been so literally fulHlled.** 

"Yes; and I shall ask you " she began impulsively, and paused. 

''What shall you ask me? I promise to answer your questions, 
whatever they may be." 

She shrank a little as if in shyness, but did not lower her eyes, 
which met his. 

" I think you want to do something great. You have a look on 
Tour face— like thnt — as if you had a star to follow, or there were an 
Austerlitz before you. I should like to ask you when we meet in 
London if you had done what you wanted." 

" Ah 1 " he exclaime I, " I wUl answer that beforehand. No. Who 
among ordinary men does anythinj; great? Who succeeds? Or if 
success comes to the exceptional man for a time, how long does it last ? 
If there is an Austerlitz, doesn't there come a Waterloo at the end ? 
But perhaps it is worth trying even for defeat. And, as you say very 
prettily, one must follow his star." 

There was a short silence. Presently Koorilli said, " I shouldn't like 
to feel like that. I couldn't look forward to disappointment. I don't 
believe in disappointment, or in not being happy. 1 have always been 
happy. I mean always to be happy, and to make people glad." 

** 1 think you will do that last thing," he answered, " t'loush you 
may not be able to help causing unhappiness, too. But," he added, 
seeing that she turned quickly, and looked a little surprised, ''it is 
quite evident that your views of life are justified by experience, since 
everything you ever wished to happen has come to pass. 

Koor&li turned to him again with a little eager uplifting of her chin. 

" I did so want to leave the Bush when I was grown up. I wanted 
t(^ be at the heart of things — to know what the people who lived in 
cities did and felt and thought. It was my dream. And now, you 
see how soon it has all come to me." 

** It would have come in the natural order of things, wouldn't it?" 
ho asked. 

*• Oh 1 a long time hence. You see, father wouldn't have been rich 
enough to take a house in the town, and give me all the things I 
wanted unless he had got an appointment. Andhft 'wdM\d.TiS5\.V«:si^ 
accepted, nor should J have liked him to have, aixy Wx. X\i^ ^x%\.^^^^» 



14 ''THE RIGHT HONOURABLE.'' 

You had tke first place,*' she added simply, " and no one could have 
i»upposed that you would give it up of your free will." 

" So," he said, " you owe to me the realization of one of your dreams 
at least. It*s a little bard that I shouldn't see you enjoying it. Tell 
me," he said abruptly, after a moment's pause, " how d d you come by 
your wild, strange name? — KoorMi," he lingered softly on the syllablea. 
" I never heard it before." 

" It's a native name. Kooral is the blacks* word for snakes. I was 
called after a place on the station where I was bom — not Muttabarra — 
a station further south, among the mountains. The reason is a sad 
little story. Shall I tell it to you? * 

"Oh yes 1 " exclaimed Morse. 

" There's a deep ravine down there," said Koorili. ** It's called the 
Kooral Gully, because of the snakes, Aunt Janet says. I don't suppose 
there were really more snakes there than anywhere else. Anyhow, my 
mother and father had to camp in it once, with my little brother — my 
own, only brother, and his nurse let him get bitten by a death adder. 
He just lived an hour or two. My mother drove home with him in 
her arms dead. Soon afterwards I was bom, and my mother died. 
When they asked her what she wished my name to be, she said Koor^lL" 

Morse uttered an exclamation of interest and pity. It seemed to 
him fitting, somehow, that there should be this tragic as^sociation with 
her name. He was deeply touched. Koor^li's voice had taken a more 
plaintive intooation as she told the little tale. 

"So you never knew your mother?" he said. "And you lived 
among the mountains, a poor little lonely child ? " 

" Oh no ! " she answered. " I was not lonely. Aunt Janet took 
care of me. Everybody has always been good to me. We went away. 
Father could not bear the old station. He didn't like the Bush any 
longer. He has never been much at Muttabarra." 

Morse would have liked to know something of the mental relation* 
ship between the father and daughter. He could not connect the idea 
of sentiment, refinement of feeling, or intellectual sympathy with his 
impression of the shrewd, somewhat coarse, self-interested, rather 
Jewish-looking man who was now at the head of afi^airs. He could 
not imagine Mr. Middlemist the guide and friend of such a girl as 
Koor^li. But ho asked no directly leading question. After all, what 
did it matter to him ? So he only said — 

" Your story is very sad and very interesting. I don't know why 
I should think of you as having had an isolated childhood, or, if it 
were the case, why I should pity you. It is a good preparation for the 
inevitable loneliness of lifa." 

She looked at bim straightly, with almost mournful interest. 

" Are you lonely ? " she asked. 

" I am quite alone," he answered. " That is, I have no one in the 
world near enough and dear enough to talk to quite freely." 

"Perhaps," she said slowly, "when you are in England you wilJ 
meet with some one whom you can trust.' 
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" Yes," he said — slowly, too. " It is quite likely that I may meet 
with such a one — in England. Some one to trust," he went on, 
dreamily, "some one to share one's soul with; some one whose 
sympathy would bring a sense of measureless content." He recalled 
himsell with a slight gesture and a little laugh, in truth, he suddenly 
foimd himsilf wondering how he, who was usually so reticent, could 
speak thus to a girl whom he had met but a few hours before. ** Odd 
fancies ! " he said, '* but a man has them ; and women, too, I suppose, 
for that matter. They'll come to you some day. Little Queen. For- 
give me. You see I have caught Judge O'Beirne's phrase." 

Koorkli had withdrawn her eyes lingeringly from his face while he 
spoke. She did not seem to notice his apology. 

''I don't think one is ever quite alone," she said in a thoughtful 
way. '* We are not alone in dreams ; and sometimes it seems to me 
that life is like a dream, and that there is a world quite close to us full 
of beautiful, bodiless things — fancies, and music, and poetry, and lovely 
visions, that would become real if only we could strain a little further, 
or see a little clearer, or hear a little more distinctly. I feel like that 
— all strange and so near, so near to fuller liie, when I am all by 
myself in the Bush. I feel like that often " 

'' And yet you want to know the life of cities, where these things are 
not?" 

" Oh I " she said, shrinking, '* I shouldn't like to think that I would 
lose my beautif'ol fancies. Don't tell me that" 

** No ; I will not prophesy sadness. I will only ask you when — or 
if — we meet in the glare and noise of a London drawing-room, whether 
the beautiful fancies are with you still; and if you have kept them I 
shall be very glad." 

'* Tell me something about London," she said, and began to ask him 
questions in her quick, impulsive wny. 

The night had closed in, and the wide waste of waters gleamed with 
phosphorescent patches. Their talk glided on from one subject to 
another in pleasant fitful fashion. Nothing remarkable was said, yet 
all seemed tinged by the witchery of the hour. To Morse there was 
something strangely fresh and sympathetic in Kcwir^li's simple remarks. 
He liked their poetic flavour. As a matter of fact, the companion.>hip 
of very young women was not usually agreeable to him. He was a 
man who affected — in all pure intent — the company of married women, 
and he held a theory that it would be impossible for hina to fall in 
love with any except a woman of society — highly trained, sweet of 
nature, noble, and true, but, all the same, one versed in the rcfinement& 
and subtleties of modern civilization. Nevertheless, he liked this girl ; 
her talk charmed him. He was touched by her crude optimism. !She 
was so undeveloped, and at the same time, he thought, so full of 
capabilities. In spite of his theories, he liked her ait; of other- world- 
liness. He liked the quick way in which she seized an idea, her ready 
sympathy and almost tender interest. She set him. th.Y\>k.VA\\^\ ^\A, *& 
he paced the deck, Jong after she had gone beVoTf , \i\s. m\\A ^n^vW. vii^^s^ 
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her. He could fancy how she would throw hernelf heart and soul "Jitc 
the honourable ambitions of a husband she loved ; how she would 
make his ideas her own ; how complete and soothing, and yet how 
stimulating, would be her companionship. What a relief it would be 
to turn to her from the fret and struggle of public afiairs — to turn from 
life's prose to its poetry. 

Morning saw the mail boat anchored in the bay, and soon the 
Oovemment tender, all decorated with flags, steamed gaily to her 
side. The Ministers came on board, and, after a little of that pre- 
liininary fuss and ceremonial in which the baby colony delights, thu 
farewell banquet to Morse began. 

Mr. Middlemist, foremost of the Government deputation, seemed 
more engrossed by his official duties than by the meeting with his 
daughter. It was not till after he had made a florid little address to 
Morse that he kissed Koorkli, bidding her welcome, and formally 
introducing her to his colleagues. Morse, watching her, saw a slightly 
pained bewildered look cross her face ; but it did not stay there long. 
Soon she was at ease, and had apparently settled in her mind that 
the exigencies of a political function required that there should be 
as little show as possible of family affection. 

Two or three of the Ministers' wives were of the party, and 
Koor&li took the place among them that her father evidently 
intended should be ceded to her. The little by-play amused Morse. 
He observed that the Premier glanced with dissatisfaction at the 
stewardess's bonnet, and that at the banquet Koor^li sat bareheaded 
on the right of the new Postmaster-General, Mr. Crichton Ken way. 

Mr. Kenway was a young man evidently not of colonial origin. 
Indeed, Morse had already incidentally heard that he belonged to an 
impoverished English fatuily which had once owned ancestral acres 
in a midland county that he himself knew. Crichton Kenway was 
of a type very different from that of his colleague, the Premier. Mr. 
Middlemist was beyond middle age, short, dark, and plebeian. He 
was stout, with stubby iron-grey whiskers and clean-shaven upper 
lip and chin. He looked like a man who took 11 'e from an eminently 
practical point of view, and was not free from its grosser influences. 
Studying bis face and manner now, Morse could not reconcile them 
with Koor^li's sad little story of the break-up of his home, and with 
the idea of devoted constancy to a dead wife's memory. 

Crichton Kenway, on the other hand, seemed fairly fitted to b« 
a hero of romance of the conventional order. He was tall, upright, 
good-looking, well dressed, and had an air of breeding. His head 
could not be called intellectual, but his fair hair, parted down the 
middle, grew back from the temples, and his forehead thus appeared 
higher than it really was. He had a look of alertness also, and a 
rather anxiously pleasant manner, as if he wished to produce a good 
impression and was keenly alive to his own advantage. He had 
bright, rather hard blue eyes, straight features, and a fine drooping 
blonde moustache which, perhaps fortunately, fell over his mouth. 
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His chin, however, was decisively cut, somewhat pointed, and he had 
a long, lean throat that suggested distinction, though it sometimes 
gave him a sort of rapacious look, like that of a fine young bird of 
prey. He was young, not more than thirty, if so much, and it was 
a proof of ability that he should hold even a subordinate place in 
the new Cabinet. The position of Postmaster-General, it should 
perhaps be said, was not quite on a par with that of the other 
Ministers. Till Middlemist's accession to power the Postmaster* 
General had been merely the head of a department, but when the 
office had been conferred upon Crichton Ken way it had become minis- 
terial, and its holder represented the Government in the upper hcosc. 

To Morse there was something dreamlike about the bsmquet. He 
could hardly realize that this was his farewell to Australia, even when, 
in an impressive and heartfelt speech, he returned thanks for the 
Premiers valedictory encomium of his policy and his personal qualities 
and for the enthusiastic manner in which his health had been drunk. 
He had an odd feel ng that he was a grown-up youth leaving the 
school in which he had been trained, in order to begin his fight with 
the world. The ceremonial, the fine speeches, the bombast, the reci- 
procnl compliments, all struck him with a dash of humour and even 
of scorn with which blended as well a melan holy sentiment and a 
tender regret. Or, he fancied, he might be an actor called from a 
provincial company with which he had played happily for a time, to 
8t»me great London theatre. He felt himself fitted for some higher 
des-iny; he despised the mimic sovereigns of tragedy and comedy, 
the stage strut, the tinsel, the petty jealousy, the self-sufficiency ; the 
dense self-interest which smothered higher aims and abstract motives. 
Already he was far away from all this, and yet he was sad to leave the 
old life, sad to think of the Little Queen who was so contented with 
her sphere, and who would perhaps marry the jeune premier and go 
on playing leading lady to a provincial audience, never dreaming that 
she had in her the capacity of a Rachel or a Sarah Bernhardt. 

At last it was over — the orations, the champagne drinking, the 
compliments. The Captain had made his little speech, in which he 
reminded the company that he was due in Sydney at a certain hour to 
catch the English mail boat, and that time and tide would not wait 
eveii for an ex-premier and his successor. So they all left the saloon, 
which somehow remained impressed upon Morse's memory — the stuffy 
atmosphere, the gilding, the long table heaped with tropical fruits, the 
Bcent of bananas and pineapples, the soft-footed Chinese waiters, the 
puffy, vulgar-looking man at the head of the table, the quaint poetic 
face of the young girl, and the good-looking, self-satisfied man by her 
side. They were on deck again, and both steamers were making 
ready to start — the little steamer, her flags flying, puffing spasmodi- 
caiiy, and the big one with its screw slowly heaving. There was 
much hand-shaking, and there were many cheers given. The Ministers 
and their wives and the passengers for the capital laa.^ ^oivft qii\3««x^ 
the tender. Koor^, her fether, and Crichton Vs.eirN«^ ^«t^ ^(55ift^aax. 
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The four stood together. Morse took KoorMi's haod in his. •* Good^ 
bye/' he said, and smiled that winuing smi e which lit up his dark 
Napoleonic face. "Good-bye, Litile Queen," he added in a lower 
voice. " 1 hope that you may be happy in your kingdom." 

Ue did not atid a wish that they might meet again. At that 
moment the thought uppermost in his mind was that he preferred to 
keep unspoiled in his recollection that picture of her as she stood cut- 
lined against the grey sky with the light of dawn upon her face. 



CHAPTER m. 

LADY BETTY MORSE, 

About ten years had passed away since the parting vessels separated 
Morse and Koor^li. We are in London. There was a great party at 
the house of a London lady of hij^h social distinction — a sort of queen 
of society. It was still somewhat early in the season — ^a season that 
had been specially brilliant thus far. It was a very interesting season; 
because soon after its opening there came the sudden collapse of a 
Ministry believed to be remarkably strong in the affections of the 
country. It would be utterly superfluous to tell the intelligent reader 
of the unending amount of talk which such an event supplies in circles 
where everybody knows somebody whose career has for the moment 
been blighted by the event, and some ona else who«e hopes have been 
set burning brightly. The lady at whose house this party is taking 
place was in the very heart of London political society; and she was 
the wife of one of the fallen Ministry. Moreover, she was the wife of 
a Minister who was generally credited with having tried to bring about 
the collapse. He had been riding for a fall, people said. He was 
supposed to have found the Cabinet not strong enough in its radicalism 
for nis tatites; to have considered it was wenk-kneed, and not fulfilling 
its promises to the country; and he stood apart somehow; seemed 
to sulk rather; and his attitude encouraged the enemies of the Govern- 
ment, it was argued; and these enemies were spirited on to bold and 
persisJent endeavours. At last they succeeded in forming a tem|K)rary 
combmation of genuine opposition and casual malcontent, and they 
" went for *' the Ministry nt a moment of peculiar crisis and carried 
a vote against the Government, and the Government came to an end 
- -collapsed like a house of cards. 

Lady Betty Morse was the hostess whose guests choked with their 
carriages and hansom cabs that part of Park Lane in which she lived. 
Lady Betty was the daughter of the Marquis of G^rmilion. She was 
rich ; she was singularly pretty ; she was still well under thirty years 
old, and she was the wife of Sandham Morse — "The Right Honourable 
Sandham Morse, M.P.,*' who had but lately been one of her Majesty's 
Secretaries of State. It was a love match altogether, society said ; 
for Morse's politics were directly opposeti to those of Lord Ger- 
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milion. Lady Betty and Morse had been drawn together by feelings, 
not politics. And when it was clear that she lov^ him, Lord G«r- 
milion was far too fond of his pretty daughter, his only child, to think 
of crossing her in her love. He accepted Morse, the Radical from 
the colonies, with remarkably good grace ; and congratulated himself 
that his son-in-law was a rising man, a man of acknowledged ability ; 
and that ''he has the inestimable advantage of bemg a gentleman, 
which, by Jove, sir, can't be said for every Cabinet Minister nowa- 
days.'* Lord Germilion had been heard to expres^ his regret that, 
since he had no son, the succession to the title could not be settled on 
his son-in-law instead of his nephew. 

Nothing could be prettier than Lady Betty. Her head was small 
and shapely, and was set with exquisite grace on her slender neck ; 
her dark brown eyes, with a glance in them like that of a stag or a 
gazelle, went with kindly penetration straight to the heart of every 
one; her conversation sparkled as well as her eyes. She did not 
really say very brilliant things, but she always conveyed the idea 
of cleverness; and, indeed, she was decidedly clever, although not 
perhaps very intellectual. She and her husband were, after several 
years of matrimony, still very much attached to one another, though 
not in the Darby and Joan fashion; their position put that out of 
the question. Lady Betty liked society, and was made for it. She 
went out incessantly ; and Morse's political duties naturally took up 
a great part of his time. Tet they saw each other at some hour 
in every day, and were considered a devoted couple. They had no 
children. Sometimes a pair are drawn more closely together because 
they have no children ; the affections concentrate themselves. 

For all that has been said in the way of dogma on the subject, it is 
still perhaps possible to believe that a poet may be made, although he 
has not been bom. But the most disputatious person will not yentiu*e 
to gainsay the assertion that a hostess must be born, and cannot be 
made. No training can make a woman into a hostess. Nature must 
have sent her into the world preordained and specially constructed for 
the high position. She must be a sort of living paradox. She must 
be selfish enough to have a constant look-out for her own advantages 
and her own success; she must be tmselfish enough to feel a real 
interest in every one who comes within the authority of her circle. 
She must be brimming over with ready sympathy ; but the sympathy 
mubt not be too deep. She must never be distracted by the real 
distress of one person from the utterly unreal distresses of another. 
She must make her presence felt by everybody. The ordinary woman 
of the world, who stands at her drawing-room door and merely go«s 
ihrough the ceremonial of formal welcome to her guests, bears about 
the same relationship to a real hostess that a pump does to a foun- 
tain. A woman without a generous, kindly heart could not be a 
hostess; she would be always merely the unlighted lamp. But your 
really great women — the Sapphos, the Aspasiaa, t.h» (i^w^'i %«iA^ 
women devoured by craving for experience, eagjbi lo ^vcLS^^Cii^Xsi'^^ 
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dregs — are not fit for the commonplace part of hostess. They are too 
]>reoccupied ; they would J>e thrown away on such a position. Hiey 
are too stronjf, and yet not strong enough, for the place. They could 
not help f.howi)ig that their natures needed a more powerful stimu- 
lant; and that they wanted to soar higher and to go deeper to the 
very heart of things. 

Lady Betty Morse was a model hostess. She stood just outside the 
principal reception-room, facing the crowd of arrivals who thronged the 
stairs and landing. A curtain of heavy, faded-looking arras draping 
the doorway made a charming background to her slender form — ^very 
richly clad, as seemed to b< fit her position and the occasion, in bro- 
cade<l stuff of dull Venetian red, with magnificent jewels upon the 
ruffled bodice and sparkling on her neck and in her dark hair. It was 
a fancy of Lady Hetty's to dress after a somewhat matronly fashion, 
and in all the winning charm of her manner there was not the faintest 
trace of coquetry. Adulation, great people, the thiobbing interest of 
public affairs, the life at high pressure of drawing-rooms, the ceaseless 
round and routine of society, came as naturally to her as to breathe. 
Any one could see at a glance that she liked the work of entertnin- 
ing ; that she enjoyed it ; delighted in it. Her beautiful dark eyes 
sparkled with gratification as her guests grouped around her. She was 
wonderfully quick ; she had a charming little welcome for every one. 
Each man got a sentence, or at least a phrase, all to himself; quite 
peculiar ; sometimes spoken with a winning little air of confidence, as 
if \\ were something altogether between him and her with which the 
outer world had no concern. Men who were but new acquaintances 
were surprised and charmed to hear a whispered reference thus made 
to something they had said when they first were introduced to her, 
and which they assumed she had forgotten long ago. Then she liked 
women as well as men ; and women liked her. She never flirted ; but 
to the men whom she really liked and valued, there was a certain 
tenderness in her manner and her tones which they found unspeakably 
delightful. Her ways and her looks seemed to say to each of these, 
" Oh yes ; I do like you very much ; and you know it, of course.** 
And she did like them in the sincerest way, and she was not in the 
slightest degree a hypocrite. She was a true fiiend to those whom she 
liked ; and, indeed, would have proved herself a true friend to any one 
•w ho stood in need of friendship and had any claim on her, who had 
e ren the mere claim on her friendship that is constituted by the need 
0/ a friend. 

A little group of men had ranged themselves just within the door- 
way at her beck ; but their homage was of a somewhat abstract kind. 
They did not look like men who went in for the business of flirtation — 
they were politicians, diplomatists, men who looked at her with fra- 
ternal admiiation — not one after the pattern of reigning adorer to 
a fashionable beauty ; not one whose manner suggested deep personal 
inteiest, unless indeed <»ne might except a handsome youth of seven- 
teen or thereabouts, with long curly hair and dreamy eyes, who held 
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her fan, took her commands, and seemed to delight in playing the part 
of page. " My pretty page " was indeed Lady Betty's pet name for 
the li^y. Lenny, who was her latest whim, and who hung about her 
picturesquely. 

It was a very charminjr scene. Lady Betty's house, like everything 
else about her, was perfect in its own way, thouj^h nothing in it 
seemed to flaunt merit. It was not gorgeous, nor eccentric, nor even 
artistic, in the accepted sense of the word. Lady Betty had no sym- 
pathy with the aesthetic movement. She did not affect the early 
English, the Oriental, the Japanese, the Renaissance style, or any 
other of the prevailing fads of fashion in the matter of furniture or 
decoration. There were no tawny stuffs from Liberty's ; no grotesque 
porcelain monsters ; no strange patterns of frieze or d:)do. But Lady 
Betty liked s|)acious rooms aud an harmonious background. There 
was a great hall in the centre of the house, its ceiling reaching to the 
roof, galleries rano:ing its sides, and a broad oak staircase that might 
have been brought from some manorial castle. There was much 
tapestry, and there were dcep-hued hangings, and a wonderful medley 
of rare and beautiful things, not otie of which clashed with the other. 
All, in studio jargon, composed well ; no single article was obtrusive, 
even in worth. Priceless china tried to bide itself in recesses, in quaint 
cabinets, and above carved ledges. There were pictures, not too many, 
and mostly landscapes, all gems. There were mirrors, reflecting back 
lights and people, but set so cunningly that it was dif&cult to believe 
they were mirrors. The lights were electric, soft, and clear; the 
frames were old Florentine, 'i'he portraits, what there were, the Ger- 
milion ancestry not insisted upon, were mellow in tone, poetic, sugg s- 
tive. And yet, was Lady Betty quite poetic ? Can a woman of the 
world distil po« try? 

Every one who attended Lady Betty Morse's receptions wa««, to 
a student of men and manners, worthy of note. A representative of 
almost all grades of aristocratic Philistia and upper Bohemia might be 
found there this evening. Prospective monarchy, giving evidence of 
the trumpeted Guel|>h memory for faces in affable recognitions to right 
and left, and a lovely princess, who claims flowery metaphors, graceful 
as the lily and sweet as the heliotrope, the colours of which she was 
wearing to-night. Lower in the scale, the irreproachable queen of the 
stage whom iashion had set up in place of deposed sovereigns — more 
magnetic perhaps, but soul-vibrating electricity was for the moment 
out of date ; a great statesman, crested eagle among hawks ; a great 
soldier, many soldiers ; the last thing in foreign serenities, and the 
U'^west innovation in the shape of bejewelled Mabarajahs; the tra- 
gedians of Society ; its licensed jesters ; and the generals of the army 
of Art. 

All such, and mnny more, greater or lesser, upright on their feet, 
some on the outer fringe turning wistful glances towards vacant chairs. 

There had been a dinner party, of course, at Lady Betty's before tbft 
evening party. The dinner was given in honoui oi «k to^^X. ^vvsis.^ ^ai^ 
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princess. Lady Bett> hal once been a maid of honour or something 
of that kind ; and Royalty put up with her husband's eccentric politics 
for her sake. The dinner party was a little slow. For one reason, 
not a word was said about politic? ; and just at that moment every- 
body was iuterested in politics. The new Administration had not been 
quite formed; and people were dying to know who was to have this 
place and who was to have th^t. But Lady Betty went in resolutely 
for biiuging hU sorts of politicians together; and this priuciple necessi- 
tated neutrality of conversation at least at dinner. There were several 
bitter opponents of her husband's principles present ; and besides, it 
was understood that Royalty, just then, would rather not hear any- 
thing about politics. Enough could be said on the subject when the 
company went upstairs and the guests had come to the evening ^rty, 
and the rooms were filled, and talking was done in groups or tete-a-t^U. 

One of the guests nt the diuner-table, the new American Minister, 
stood now well within the circle, and made his keen and slightly 
humorous observations on living London. 

There had been some trouble that day, as there often was before 
a London dinner party, in settling the order of precedence where the 
American Minister was concerned. More than one perplexed hostess 
had found herself compelled late on the afternoon (rf her dinner party 
to send in breathless haste to consult high official authority as to the 
place which ought to be assigned to the American Minister in a pro- 
ce.-'sion which included not only royal personages — their position is 
fixed as fate — and archbishops, and a cardinal, and a duke or two, bu^ 
also the jealous ambassadors of great European powers, and several 
peers of yesterday's creation, sensitive to the quick about all honour 
due to their fire-new titles. 

Mr. Paulton was a very handsome and stately man; so tall and 
commanding that he threw everybody, Hoyalty included, into a sort of 
insignificance. He had been a great political orator in his day. He 
was now falling into years — had left sixty a good way behind ; but yet 
stood with the erectness of a tower, and could endure fatigue, even 
the fatigue of social pleasure, like a boy. Mr. Paulton was new to the 
host and hostess and to the whole affair. That is, when we say he 
was new to the host, he had never spoken to Morse before, but he ha'l 
heard of him, and was greatly interested in him. He was also greatly 
interested and puzzled by the manner in which everybody addressed 
the illustrious princess as "ma'am." "One might have thought we 
we were all talking to a New England school-marm," he said to him- 
self. He was discreet, and said nothing on the subject to any one else, 
and after a while found himself replying to some gracious inquiiy oi 
Royalty with the word "ma'am" on his lips. It amused him. "1 
am getting on in court ways," he thought. " I shall presently be 
denounced in some of our papers at home as a minion of Royalty and 
a court sycophant." 

Mr. Paulton was intelligently inquisitive, like many of his country- 
man, and he was very anxious to ask a few questions about men and 
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paides. He was glad when the dinner was over and the company had 
all gone upstairs and the rooms were thoroughly well filled. After he 
had had to suhmit to many formal introductions, he found himself 
happily near a good-looking, pale, slender younoj man, whose face he 
ha<l observed with liking at the dinner-table, .«uid with whom he had 
exchanged some agreeable words. He got into conversation with this 
young man, and a&ked him some questions, which were answered with 
great frankness and courtesy. 

** Our host doesn't seem to be much put out by the fall of the 
Administration he belonged to," the American Minister ventured to 
Bay. And he glanced towards where Morse was standing. 

Morse looked very stately and dignified as he entertained his guests. 
lie had grown somewhat stouter and stronger-look in? than when we 
saw him last; but his face was still as handsome in its peculiar way, as 
striking and as Napoleonic. 

" I should think he is delighted," was the answer. " They say he 
wanted to get out of it long ago. He is an ambitious man, and he 
had not much of a chance there, I fancy." 

**I am interested in him particularly," the American Minister said, 
'' You know he was in the States for a while, and was making a mark 
there wben he suddenly went back riocht away to England. Well, I 
suppose he liked his own country best." 

" He didn't stay there, all the same. He went out to one of the 
Australian colonies, and got to be at the head of an Administration 
there ; and then he threw up the whole affair and came back again to 
England. I was out in the Fiji Islands myself afterwards, and I liBad 
to hear about him." 

Mr. Paulton looked keenly at his companion. **Out in the Fiji 
Islands!" he repeated, as if wondering what this well-appointed 
person had been doing in so barbarous a place. ** Then you are some* 
thing of an outsider in this sort of thing, like myself. I shouldn't 
have guessed it." 

The yoimg man smiled. His smile was pleasant, but it had in it 
something abstract — vaguely cynical. He did not reply at once. His 
eyes ranged the scene, taking in everything — from the central group, 
the starry nucleus, to the somewhat belated hangers-on, eagerly strain- 
ing. 

" I suppose any one who thinks must be an outsider at * this sort of 
thing,* though he needn't be so in the ordinary sense," was his reply. 
" It isiterests me to look on at this whirl of London society, and see 
the poor birds rising up and beating their wings, knocking all the 
feathers ofi^, some of them, and coming down very much the worse for 
their pains." 

The American laughed. " That's so. Gimbers, eh ! But T should 
have thought most of them here to-night belonged naturally to the 
top." 

*• Oh ! social distinction, place, power ! It all comes to thft awjaa " 
returned the young man. " If people would onVy vcotVl \)tift ^V^^ 
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tiling out like an algebraical problem, the man who Iwthered himself 
to find X would leam that he had better have occupied himself with 
A and H, which were close at hand." 

" 1 guess if Morse \a a climl)er he'll stay in England this time,** the 
American Minister said, with a peculiar gesture. *' Quite the rising 
man, is he not ? " 

'* Risen man, I should almost say. He must bo leader of a party. 
It only waits for him to form a party out of the wreck and welter of 
thmgs here. He seems to have got everything. He is rich, through 
his \\ ife, of course, and she adores him. She is a queen of society, and 
every one adores her. We tell her so, and she doeun't mind ; it doesn't 
seem to spoil her one little bit." 

•* He ought to be a happy man — ^yet he don't look like it." 
. '''Ihink not? Oh yes; he is very happy. He delights in the 
great political game he is playing ; and his wife plays the social game 
for him just as well, or better." 

•* I have got a way of looking at faces," said the American, " and I 
study the line of the forehead just above the eyes when a man's face 
is in repose ; and I find it tells you a good deal. Now, there is some- 
thing depressed and melancholy about this man." 

The young man looked again at his host. Evidently this view of 
Morse's character had not occurred to him before. 

** 1 don't know why he should be melancholy. He has got about 
all he wants, 1 should think. He says very clever and amusing 
things in his speeches sometimes. No ; I shouldn't think he was 
melancholy ; a man like him hasn't time to be." 

" Do you think he is a sincere man?" the American asked, in his 
direct way. "A sincere man, or an ambitious man merely? A 
statesman, or a politician — if you understand how we Americana use 
the word politician and the sort of distinction we make." 

" In that sense I should say a sincere man, certainly ; I am sure he 
believes all he says. But I think he is ambitious, too. I really don't 
know him very well ; we don't seem to hit it off quite. I don't think 
he is serious enough in his views of thin:z8." The young man was a 
little embarrassed now, and spoke with a winning sort of diilidence. 

" No ? Not serious enough, with that face ? " 

" No ; not in my way. 1 think a man with his influence over the 
people — the people adore him, you know — could do better than form 
political combinations. I think he ought to go for social reform, and 
for trying to make our people sober and good and believers in all 
ihat is good. What England wants is moral reformation — more, much 
more, than political reform. Morse does not see this. I think that 
is one reason why we don't suit each other. I dare say it is my fault; 
1 don't do him justice, f>erhaps. Every man must have his own way," 
the young man added modestly. 

There was a moment's pause in the conversation. 

** What kind of a party would Morse be likely to form, do yon 
think ? " Mr. Paulton asked. 
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Somcitliing very radical ; democratic, in our English sense of the 
word. 1 am much mistaken if Morse has not set his heart on laying 
the foundations of a regular republican pai ty in the House of Com- 



mons " 
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Do you mean that he would undermine the throne? " 

The young man laughed. " They've begun to do that already, 
haven't they? They're undermining the House of Lords." 

Together and involuntarily both the speakers glanced in the 
direction where Royalty was standing in the m dst of its little imme- 
diate circle. This was a large party ; many of the company had not 
been brought so closely within the influence of Royalty before, and 
the influence was just at the moment a little chilling. That was not 
Royalty's fault ; Royalty was very gracious, and knew how to show 
its graciousness. Still, to those who are not quite used to such a 
presence and influence, it is trying. We are delighted to be there, of 
course. Are we not free Britons ? Do we not rule the waves ? — go 
to ; and do we not exult in being brought near to great personages ? 
But the joy has a certain uneasiness in it. It is a fearful joy. We 
may not be doing quite the right thing ; Royalty may look at us at 
the wrong time ; may catch us in something awkward ; may smile at 
us. All this has to be considered. Ladies were being presented to 
Royalty every now and then, and were ducking down to the carpet iu 
becoming reverence. Morse was standmg quite near Royalty just at 
the moment when the American Minister looked round. 

" I don't suppose things are quite ripe for that with you," he said 
in a low tone. '* It is hard for a stranger .to understand your atfairs ; 
but I shouldn't have thought there was the least chance for such a 
party as that — if it really means to knock down dummies. 1 re- 
member very well the saying of General Prim, after he had turned the 
Bourbons out of Spain, and people thought he was going to set up a 
republic — I knew General Prim — * You can't have a republic without 
republicans,' he said. Is not that saying applicable to England V " 

*' Seems a Uttle odd, our discussing the question just here under the 
very eyes of H.R.H. himself. You had better talk to Morse about it 
privately some time; he will explain his views much better than I 
could. 1 have never spoken to him about it. I dine here often, but 
he doesn't talk much to me. I come here because of Lady Betty. 
She iM a cousin of mine, and I'm very fond of her. I wish she hadn't 
married him. 1 have said so to her, and a pretty snubbing I got, I 
Ciin tell you." 

1 he speaker was evidently anxious to turn away the talk from 
politics ; and the American Minister and he drifted apart soon after. 
Mr. Paulton was curious to kni.w the name of the very agreeable 
person with whom he had been talking so freely. He asked some one 
who happened to come near him and whom he knew slightly. 

" That man ? Oh, that's Arden — Lord Arden, son of the Earl d 
Forrest." 

** Is he a remarkable man ? 

3 
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** Lord Arden ? Well, yea ; he representg a sort of new-fasliioiied 
Bohool in society and poliiics. He is a medieval Tory, a stained-glass- 
attitude reactionary, who goes in for Yirtue, temperance, and the 
working mnn." 

Lord Arden was an enthusiast. He was one of the young apostles 
of a new school of purity. He believed iu the possibility of so elevatiDg 
the standard of morality in modem life as to make it the duty of m»D 
to be as pure as the duty of woman is always declared to be. It was 
understood that he made his own life confoim strictly to this principle; 
snd there was a certain unaffected nobleness of manner about him 
which prevented even men of the world from laughing or sneering at 
him. He was the idol of a great many women ; matrons of a devo- 
tional turn, or serious girls with exalted views of life. He was the 
son of a shy, eccentric nobleman — a curious figure in modem snciety, 
for he seemed to belong to a far past time, and was indeed the devotee, 
the last perhapa of the lost Jacobite cause. Lord Arden had some oif 
his father's shyness, but very little of his eccentricity. He was hand- 
some and graceful ; he dressed well ; he had a sweet, clear voice ; he 
had a great deal of quiet humour. In the House of Commons, he was 
considered one of the best speakers among the younger men there ; 
and he was already a recoiuized authority On many social questions, 
such as the condition of the artisan population, and the housing of the 
poor. He was sincerely devoted to the various beneficent causes which 
he hid tftb n up. He positively spent more time and energy in doing 
good than most other young men of his class spend in doing harm. 
Lord Forrest was intensely, fond of his son ; and proud of him in l 
half-melancholy sort of way. In his brighter moods it pleased him to 
think of his own wasted career being fulfilled in the career of his son. 

Arden had never quite liked Morse. For one reason, perhaps, 
although Arden was not quite conscious of being now influenced by it, 
he had rather resented Morse's becoming the husband of Lady Betty. 
Lord Arden was, as he had told Mr. Paulton, a cousin of Lady Betty, 
and was very much attached to her; not at all in a lover-like way, but 
with a very sincere affection. He had a go<Ki many caste prejudices, 
though he would not have owned to them. He thought Morse was 
not good enough for her ; was not the sort of man she ought to have 
for a hnsband. Probably he would have held the same opinion about 
any other man who ventured to ask Lady Betty to marry him. But 
he made a handle against Morse of his radical politico and his all but 
revolutionary theories as they appeared to Arden. Morse was in fact 
a man of too strong a fibre to be much to Lord Arden's taste; and 
then Morse had no belief in the ponsibility of much permanent or long- 
abiding good being done by philanthropic organizations or by com- 
mittees for the promotii)n of virtue. Morse believed in regenerating 
society by making men independent, by giving them education, and 
striving to open a clear way for all by the abolition of class distinctions. 
** Loose him, and let him go" was the principle Morse applied to man. 
He had, in spite of himself, a sort of contempt for Lord Arden s whito- 
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ribbon brotherhoods, and did not belieye they would in the end do 
anything whatever towards the purification of the world. Lord Arden, 
on the other hand, was all for men concerning themselves about theii 
duties rather than about their rights. Lady Betty went of course 
openly and avowedly >*ith her husband, and to(jk his views of the 
matter, as she felt bound to do ; but in her heart she had much sym* 
imthy with Arden's pitllanthropy, and with his dreams of manhood 
made pure through the influence of a social organization, a league, and 
a ribbon. 



CHAPTER IV. 

•* AFTER LONa TEARS.'* 

Lady Bettt, still standing near the doorway, signalled her husband 
and whispered to him behind her fan, which was a screen of dull red 
ostrich plumes fastened into a jewelled handle, " Sandham, love, I do 
want your help. There's a colonial agent-general here — 1 forget his 
name — Sir Vesey Plympton sent him to me w th «wcA a letter of 
introduction — and he has such a lovely shy little beauty of a wife. 
They have just come, and they don't know anybody, and she can't 
talk to dull people — ^and our people to-ni^ht are so very dull I I want 
y, ou to come and talk to him, and say nice things — very nice things, 
mind !— to her. Look 1 she is there, cluse to old Lady Fotheringham. 
Good gracious, what a contrast 1 " 

And looking in the direction indicated by his wife's words Sandham 
Morse saw K(K)r^lL Changed, indeed, but still the Koor^li he had seen 
and bad kept in his mind — more or less, less perhaps rather than more 
— outlined a«^ainst the grey sky, with the light of an Australian dawn 
upon her face. How did she look now ? Far more beautiful, more 
developed ; her face even more expressive; a child of nature turned 
into a contemplative woman — a woman who had lived, who had had 
a life, who had been forced by fate to taste of the tree of knowledge. 

" Isn't she pretty ? " Lady Betty asked. ** Do you know, I think 
she has a look of me.'' 

Yes ; there was a faint resemblance. It struck him now, struck 
him curiously, like a breath of icy wind, like a ghost passing. The 
height, the figure, the form of each stag-like head, the colour of the 
eyes. But there it ended. Lady Betty's quick, sparkling glances had 
not that dreamy far-seein^: kind of repose. 

A ghost ! Of what ? Of a past that had been only a shadow. Of 
an ideal that had never had any substance; that had not indeed 
presented itself derinitely to his imaaination, but had only glided by, 
thrillitig vague suggestions into thoughts ibr a little while, and then 
fading iuto less than a memory. 

It was strange, this flash of vivid sensibility, Wid ovA cS. Vsk^xxnsj^ 
with bis surroundiDga and with his mood of a ievi xcLOXCL«ii\& X^Jtox*^ 
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He had been watching his wife, admiring her beauty, tact, and self- 
possessiun, and enjoying the sight of her popularity. He had paid tho 
conventional dues with almost a sense of satisfaction. He had too 
proper an appreciation of drama— of any kin«l — not to perfoiin evea 
the conventional part of host to the best of his ability. 

On the whole he had been very happy, in his way, all the evening. 
llie course of recent events had pleased and contented him. He had 
been sick of his restricted career as a member of a so-called progressive 
jrovernment which was not progressing in anything, and it was au 
immense relief to him when an odd combination of chances had come 
in to throw it over. He had not worked a^zainst it in any conscioua 
way, he had not really ridden for a fall, he had been strictly loyal to 
his chief and his colleagues ; but he was sincerely rejoiced when the 
end came, regarding it as the end of a sham, long endurance of which 
would be for him an impossibility. He had a keen sense of humour, 
and had been amused at the idea of a man of his principles entertaining 
Royalty under his roof — for his ideas and principles were unfavouiable 
to Royalty as an abiding institution. But he was not a pedant even 
to his own principles, aud while Royalty lasted he was quite willing 
that it should last and have all appropriate honours paid to it. Still, 
it was curious how, the moment he saw Eoor^li — of whom, to say 
sooth, he had not been thinking much of recent years — he remembered 
her childish talk ubout sovereiguties and republics. 

The whole scene was before Morse again ; and his mind went back 
in an instant to all the memories of that morning, to many trivial 
circumstances and derails — little bits of conversation and syiripathetic 
looks — forgotten ever since then, and now suddenly brought back to 
fresh and living reality by the mere sight of a woman in the corner of 
a room. Does one, indeed, ever really forget anything? Does Tiot the 
most evanescent, or seemingly evanescent, emotion make its indelible 
impression on the heart and on the memory, which it needs only the 
touch ot the right influence to bring into vivid outlines once auain ? 

Morse remembered in a moment Koor^li's own name ; but he had 
forgotten the name of her husband, whose face he recognized. He 
had also a dim recollection, now burnished up by the same process of 
association, a recollection of having heard that Middlemist bad married 
his daughter to a young member of the Government, a man not 
politically prominent in his own time, but whom he had known slightly, 
and who had left an uniavourable impression on him — the very man, 
indeed, whom he lemembered having seen near her on board the 
steamer that day. 

The two were together now. Crichton Kenway was speaking to 
Koor^li, and he had the look which a husband sometimes wears when 
he is obliged to talk to his wife in a large assembly because no one 
else seems to desire his conversation. Evidently he was commenting 
upon the people present, and she was listening in a preoccupied way, 
as though he had not said anything particularly entertaining. He 
did not look the sort of man who would take the trouble to be original 
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for hi« wife's benefit, though there was a tinge of West End cynicism 
ill his appearance. Morse f»bservecl Koorili's hii«*band with an interest 
strong onoujih to make him quite aware of a feelini of disappointment, 
even before he remembered who the man was. Why, he conld not 
have said, had he taken 'he trouble to analyze, unless it were that his 
fancy encircled Eoor^li, the bright wild-falcon woman, with a poetic 
halo ; and there seemed something; incongruous in this mating of her 
with a good-looking, well-mannered man of the conventional type — 
straight features, sleek close-cropped head, blonde moustache, and fault- 
less clothes, all complete — ^who presumably had no more poetry in his 
constitution than nine out of any ten husbands entering a London 
drawing-room in the wake of a handsome wife. 

Morse was obliged to admit, however, that if Kenway was conven- 
tional, he could not be called commonplace. His long lean neck saved 
him from the stigma. That very neck, craning now, tor»k Crichton's 
gaze full upon an Australian magnate — Lady Betty's Sir Vesey Plymp- 
ton — who sheared his sheep in tens of thousands, fattened on the 
traditions of a lately-acquired historic residence, emjJoyed paragraphists 
to chronicle his doings in society, and patronized, from a sense of a 
duty, such colonial small fry as agents-general. Crichton moved away 
to speak to him, and at that moment Mor^e came forward and caught 
Koor^'s eye. 

A look of relief, welcome, and unfeigned delight came into her face. 
She made a graceful, tthy movement, with both hands extended for an 
instant, then, as if checking the impulse, let one fall, and gave him 
the other in a formal greeting. It Wris no surpri-e to her to see him. 
She had known to whose house they were comi'g. She had only 
wondered if he would remember her, not expecting that he would, yet 
feeling a little pang when she found that he did not notice her. She 
had been dazzlt d by Lady Betty, in whom she felt a peculiar interest, 
and she had watched Morse as he paid his homage to the Royalties, 
and did the honours of his house, realizing what an important person 
he was, noting the look of dignity and of conscious power which had 
deepened in him, and marvelling that she still felt the thrill of sympathy 
which had seemed so natural — though it was so w< »nderful now — when 
she had sat by his side on the steamer deck, and chattered to him of 
her puny world. 

The thoughts of both travelled swiftly and met like the clasped 
hands. 

•* Koor^li. Little Queen ! ** he said. He could not tell why the 
words came to his lips. He could not think of any others. He could 
not see her as a married woman, as the wife of Mr. Anybody. He 
could only see the bareheaded girl of the Australian morning, whom 
Judge O'Beime had called " The Little Queen." It was as if a ghost 
had passed by her, too. An indefinable change came iuto her face, 
lasting a second only, but touching him to 4he quick. He had struck 
a plaintive chord. The keynote of her life was a aw\ ockft* tL^ ^xi«^ 
it by a divining mstinct that darted BtraigVit ixoai\ivniUi\kSJt^wA"«'«."^ 



30 « THE RIGHT HONOURABLEJ" 

down to the very root of thisgR. It bewildered him an instant He 
said, confusedly, ** I forgot. Time neems so short. A meeting on the 
other side of the ocean rray be like yesterday ; and yet a whole ocean 
of experience lying between." 

"Judge O'Beirne is dead,** she said simply. *Ho died not long 
sft«r — after my father became Premier. And then," she added, with 
rather a pathetic smile, '* people soon forgot to call me by that fuolleh 
pi-etty name." 

" Even the pilots ? " asked Morse. ** Surely they were faithful to 
their allegiance." 

" Oh," she answered, " I didn't go back to Muttabarra till I had 
been married a long time." 

•* You married ? " Her straight look forbade polite evafsions. 

"1 married Mr. Kenway — Crichton Ken way. He wrs Postmaster- 
General in my lather's Mini.'itry — twice. Now they have made him 
Agent-General for South Britain." 

** I think I heard — I ought to have kept pace better with colonial 
affairs — but the truth is that the times have been march ng fast in 
England ; and so 1 suppose that I have lost touch a little of Australia." 

" Ah 1 " said Koorili. ** I underhtand why South Britain seemed 
such a little place t<> you, though 1 thought it so big — then. You are 
a great man now in the great world." 

She looked at him intently as she spoke quickly but in a low tone. 
She was thinking of the part he played in that England wh ch wxs 
now the greatest conceivable world to her. She was not awe-stricken 
by him; but only deeply interested. She was not wondering what 
memory he had of her, but only absorbed in her memory of him and 
of herself. Of the two, the Australian girl had the better of it. 
Eoor^li was not in the hast embarrassed or conscious ; Morse was like 
one who is labouring to speak of common things while his mind is in 
reality trying to find the track of some long-forgotten or half-forgotten 
idea. 

1 here was a rift in the crowd. Crichton Kenway had left, or had 
been dropped by. Sir Vesey Plympton, and was seen approaching his 
wife. Morse's eye fell upon him. 

"I think that I had the honour of knowing your husband in 
Australia," he said, and held out a hand of formal welcome to Kenway. 
**1 am very glad to renew our acquaintance, Mr. Kenway. I con- 
gratulate you on your important position; and still more, ever so 
much more, on your marriage." 

Kenway, while he acknowled<:;ed the greeting, gave a sudden furtive 
look at Morse. He was wondering whether Morse meant sincere con- 
gratulation, and whether he really was taken with KoorMi and thought 
her attractive and presentable. Kenway was one of those men who 
only admire through the admiration of some one else. The prce he 
set on anything was the price somebody else would have paid for it. 
He was curious to know whether Morse, the successful English states* 
man, the man to whom all eyes in England were turned just now io 
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expectancy and curiosity, Morse, the husband of Lady Betty, could 
really have seen something t«> admire in K(X)r^li. 

** Your wife — I mean Lady Betty Morse " — ^he said, in his clear, 
shrillish voice, " has been kind enough to offer to call on Mrs. Kenway. 
May I hope that you will also kindly honour her with a call — some 
timeV 

Koonlli had not the least idea whether it was or was not the custom 
of English sjciety for btatesiiien to waste their time in calling on 
women ; but she felt as if Ren way ought not to have made such a 
request of Morse. She said quietly — 

** Dt-ar Crichton, men like Mr. Morse don't make calls of that kind, 
I am sure. I don't expect it. You haven't time, Mr Morse, to make 
calls on every) ody.* 

** i don't make calls on everybody," Morse said ; " but you are not 
everybody. If you will allow me, 1 shall certainly make an early call 
on you. I want to talk to you of all sorts of things. I want to ask 
you about my old friends in South Britain ; I want to hear from you, 
Mr. Ken way, about all your movements out there." 

Kenway had some cut-aud-dried remarks to make upon the political 
aspect of South Britain. Morse listened in silent attention, but his 
ayes 8tray« d. Presenily Lord Arden came up to his host. 

** Lady Betty sent me to you, Mr. Morse. 1 believe the Prince and 
Princess are going." 

Morse introduced Lord Arden to Koor^li. *' I shall 6nd you again, 
Mrs. Kenway," he said, as he moved away. 

**I think I know ^ome relations of yours, Mrs. Kenway," be^ran the 
young man, in his easy abrupt way. " 1 met them just lately abma^i. 
They're goins: to live in our county — Lady Betty's county, I should 
say. Hasn't your husband a place in it ? '* 

"Ah! My little hunting-box, the Grey Manor," snid Kenway in 
an off-hand manner which did not somehow strike true. ** Bui you 
are thinking of the Priory -by-the- Water, the place my people lived in 
for generations. Unfortunately, however, the place passed away from 
my family before I became its representative. IMy younger brother 
has lately bought it back. It was probably that brother — Eustace — 
and his wife whom you met abroad. 

"Exactly," returned Lord Arden. "Your brother I met for the 
first time. I knew Mrs. Eustace Kenway very slightly last year, 
when nhe was Miss Gilchrist, and I was surprised to come across her 
as a bride. Your brother is to be congratulated ; and you also, Mrs. 
Kenway." 

" We have only been a short time in England," said KoorklL ** I am 
almost a stranger. I do not know my sister-in-law yet." 

" You will take to her. Unlike most — " Arden's slight pause was 
perceptible — " most women who have a lot of money, she is perfectly 
downright original and unaffected. I hear that she has set about 
restoring the Priory-by-the- Water in magnificevit ^\.^\ft. '^^ ^SoaJ^ 
uave one cause of complaint against her, kowtivet. \ wa. X^^^Oc^a^ ^sk 
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her ardour for reform she has begun by scraping the outside of the 
fine old house — our dear time-worn stone of the Midlands. Mrs. 
Kenway, you should stop it. You don't look like a person who could 
calmly see barbarities perpetrated." 

Kenway laughed a little uneasily. He seemed glad of the diversion 
occasioned by the departure of the Royalties. The conversation 
drop{)ed, and presently they lost Ix>rd Arden. The crowd seemed to 
tiiicken as people moved about more freely. The oppression of great- 
ness bad been heavy. It was now as if a burden had been lifted, a 
strain relaxed. Tired dowagers could at last sit down and take their 
rest. The party broke up very soon. Lady Betty's parties on otf- 
nights at the House were always early. Morse had not returned to 
the drawing-room. Kenway, roving curiously round, saw him in ono 
of the inner rooms in close conversation with a young diplomatist, an 
envoy from a great foreign State, sent specially over to settle — some said 
to unsettle — ^a serious question in dispute with England. He had be^n 
pointed out to Kenway ; he was one of the lions of the season. He 
was quite a young man, handsome, with small, full, silky brown beard, 
and a sweet smile. He was bamboozling the English Grovernment. 
people said. 

Kenway wondered why Morse should be so deep in conversation 
with the Special Envoy. ** Can he be putting him up to dodges to 
worry the fellows now in office?" he thought. Kenway was very 
curious, and believed himself very observant. He was very observant ; 
but one may be quick to observe and draw wrong conclusion-*. The 
monkey might, with the catspaw of observation, draw out sometimes 
a cinder instead of a chestnut. 

Koor^li attracted no further attention, and Kenway, dissatisfied and 
a little peevish, took her away. The Americans still held the position, 
he ruefully reflected. Clearly, Australian beauty had not yet risen in 
the market. 



CHAPTER V. 

HUSBAND AND WIFE. 

It was a picturesque and a pretty sight. Lady Betty was sitting in a 
low chair near the hearth. On the hearthrug, quite close to her, young 
Lenny had fluns; himself down. He was at her feet; and, with his 
head partly turned round, he was looking up into her face with eyes 
full of admiration and devotion. Her hand was resting tenderly on 
the boy's hair, which she was touching with a sort of caress. She was 
very fond oi Lenny, her ** pretty page." He was devoted to her. Per- 
haps with her tender feeling for him there was mingled the sense of 
regret that she was childless ; that no boy of her own would ever stretch 
himself at her feet and look ud to her with love and reverence. 
It was a pretty sight. So Morse thought aa, tv^tumm^ after taking 
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leave of his last guest, the young Special Envoy, he stopped for a 
moment on the threshold of the drawing-room and looked on at the 
two — the young childless wife and the boy. A deep feeling of t-adnesa, 
perhaps rather of dissatisfaction, came into his mind, however; and if 
men were really in the habit of sighing, as they do in bocks, Morse 
would have siahed. Patly he felt for the childless wife; partly, too, 
his feeling was for himsf'lf' — not a selfish feeling, but yet a feeling for 
himself. No thought of jealousy, in the common sense of the word, 
could have come into his mini Even if Lenny had not been so 
youn^, a mere boy in fact, he could have had no possible feeling of 
that kind. The sweet purity of Lady Bettv's nature would not have 
allowed a verj' Leontes of a husband to admit such a suspicion. But 
Morse found it brought home to his inmost consciousness that he was 
not all in all to his wife. A certain tender frivolity in her tempera- 
ment seemed to make an atmos[)here around her in which he could not 
breathe. She loved to be amused, and to be amused with novelties ; 
and Lenny's open devotion was as a new toy to her. 

Morse remained on the threshold only for a moment, then he came 
into the room. Lady Betty looked up to him with welcoming eyes. 
She still kept her hand on Lenny's hair, and Lenny remained in his 
attitude of affection and devotion. 

" Come, Sandham, dear," she said, " sit down somewhere, and let uft 
talk for a moment before this boy goes home. What will your mother 
say to me, Lenny, for letting you stay here so long?" 

** Oh, she won't mind," Lenny said. " And I like to stay for a bit 
when everybody else has gone. I say, Mr. Morse, I wish you would 
take me for your privat.e secretary. Won't you prevail on him, Lady 
Betty ? He'll do anything you ask him." 

" Will he, indeed?" Lady Betty asked, with a smile. "Well, yes; 
I really believe he would; anything reasonable, Lenny — ^as long as 
I don't interfere with his pet theories — and 1 don't mind them. But 
yon are not quite old enough, dear boy, to be a great public man's 
secretary just yet ; now are you ? " 

*' Well, but when I am grown up ? " 

" When you are grown up, Lenny," Morse said, with the peculiarly 
winning smile which had such a charm in it, ** I promise you I will 
take you for my private secretary — if you ask me then," 

Tliere was a melancholy tone in his words which neither Lady Betty 
nor Lenny noticed. The boy leaped up from his position of prostrate 
devotion and clasped Morse's hand in delight and gratitude. 

" Come, now, 1 say," he exclaimed, " you are such a good^ono. Isn't 
he good, Lady Betty?" 

" 1 think him ever so good," Lady Betty declared, and she turned to 
her husband a quick look of beaming aflection. She got up, too, and 
stood upon the hearth in front of the great bank of exotics that filled 
the air with perfume. She unfurled her ian as if she were thinking, 
and she lookeid not unlike some rich exotic flower \ieiafc\l \xi\kSix t^«k 
of Venetian rod^ 



34 "^THE RIGHT HONOURABLE^ 

What was passing through Morse's mind at that moment which 
made him shrink from this trihiite to his goodness ? Did he not fairly 
deserve it ? Alas, the truer of heart, the more profoundly conscien- 
tious, the more hononrahle of purpose and pure .of soul a man is, the 
more likely is he to feel every now and then some strange pang of 
awakened conscience. In Morse there was a spirit of self-analysji 
which is never in itself altogether healthy. Not many of the outer 
public, not many even among his own associates and acquaintances, 
would have suspected that there was in the nature of that strong, 
commanding man, i^ ho seemed always to walk straightway his own 
road, a sensitiveness too delicate, too easily touched and hurt, to allow 
him ever to be entirely happy. 

Lenny went home after a few minutes more of talk. 

** That child gets fonder of me every day," said Lady Betty. " Some 
one suggested that I should decorate him with a badge. I don't see 
why the teetotallers should have the mono}>oly of ribbons," she went 
on, in her pretty inconsequent manner. " £very one might announce 
Cheir particular line in that way — white for the virtuous, pink for the 
l^orldlings, rod for the vicious, and so on." 

** The white ribbons would soon get soiled, Betty." 

** £xcept Lord Arden*s I I think, however, he might wear a dash 
of pink too. rU institute an order for my friends. Talking of orders, 
Sandham, it's funny, isn't it, that the most prudish country in the 
world should call her two principal ones the Bath and the Garter ? " 
she added, with a laugh. 

** What capital spirits you have, Betty. You don't seem a bit tired." 

She made a little gesture. ** I can't return the compliment. My 
good spirits are reaction alter the strain of the evening. I was in an 
agony lest Masterson, your Socialist, should make his appearance, and 
take the opportunity of hurlino; the gauntlet at Royalty." 

''You needn't have been afraid. This is about the last sort of 
gathering Masterson would attend." 

"I don't know. One expects something melodramatic from a 
Socialist. He came once to my 'Thursday aitemoon.' I must say, 
though, that he didn't know I received on that day. Did I tell you ? 
Two Cabinet Ministers and Mr. Masterson were announced almost 
together. I am not very nervous, you know, and I like a sensation — 
but, after Masterson's speech about revolution and hanging a la Ian-- 
feme! My dear, the triangular conversation was too funny. For- 
tunately, Lenny came in, and threw himself into one of his picturesque 
attitudes at my feet. That turned off the explosion. We jumped 
backwards into the Middle Ages. Isn't he a sweet boy, Pandham ?" 

"WhoV Lenny? Yes. It seems almost a pity he should ever 

Morse stopped. 

"Ever what, dear?" 

" Ever grow up to be a man." 

** You gloomy creature 1 I wish that we were in the Middle Age»-^ 
&iereal thing, not the esthetic sham, i hate triptyches, and I can't 
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adore Botticelli. I*d make Lenny my page. I think he would be the 
very ideal of a lady's page ; don't you, Saudham V " 

** I think he would ; and 1 think you would be the very ideal of a 
charming chatelaine^ Betty." Morse looked at her with a sudden thrill 
of affectionate tenderness. Lady Betty's eyes sparkled with even more 
than their usual brightness ; and she almost blushed. Morse seldom 
paid a compliment or said a pretty thing. 

*• CJonie," she said, " it is nice to hear you say that. You don't often 
pay compliments to your wife, Sandham." 

** Still less often to anybody else, Betty." 
' ** Yes ; I know," she went on gravely. ** Sometimes I don't think 
it would be any the worse if you were just a little more of a lady's 
man, Sandham; it looks nice, I think, especially in a grave sort of 
statesman like you. I shouldn't be one bit jealous, you know. That 
reminds me — I hope you will be ever so attentive to my sweet shy 
Australian beauty. Isn't she a little beauty — with her sort of wild 
melancholy, a kind of shrinking look in her eyes — like a wild animal, I 
think. She will be a success ; she will take London society, you'll find." 

« I don't think so, Betty." 

"My dear, what do you know about it? Fancy your finding time 
to notice what goes on in the kind of silly crowd, the ship of fools, 
that we women call society. Yen; she will be greatly admired. I am 
going to do all I can to make things nice for her." 

*' I am glad of that," said Morse, with a faint hesitation. '* I should 
l?ke you to be kind to her, Betty ; and you will find her interesting." 

'* I would be kind to any one you asked me to notice," said Lady 
Betty sweetly. " But she will be taken up. Her very strangeness 
and shyness will be an attraction. What society would despise in a 
mere provincial, it admires in an American or colonial." 

** Quite true, Betty. You understand your public well. I only hope 
you and your society won't spoil her among you." After a pause, 
Morse said, with something like an effort, ** She and I are old 
acquaintances, Betty." 

** Yes, so I hear ; some one told me. Was it you, or she ? " 

•• We were together on board the same steamer for four and twenty 
hours. That was the only time I ever saw her. Of course, she was 
Dttle more than a child then," Morse added hastily. 

"Yes; of course. Oh, Sandham, by the way — the Prince and 
Princess were very nice to every one to-night, don't you think ? " 

"They always are, Betty. They were very gracious to me; but 
they don't much like me, all the same," he added, with a smile. 

" Well, dearest, they don't much like your political goings-on, 
I suppose. How could they? The Prince rather chaffed me about 
you this evening. He wanted to know when you were going to start 
your red republican party, and try to set aside the succession. Of 
course, he wasn't serious. But I think it is very nice of them to bo so 
very friendly under all the circumstances." 

** FrienJif to you and me, Betty ? " 
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«* Yes, dear." 

** I fancy they put up with me for the sake of you," Morse said. 
And he took her hand in his. 

** I dare say there is something of that ; they have always been very 
kind to me. But, besides, 1 don't believe they think you mean any* 
thing very dreadful, you know," 

" Dreadful ? How dreadful ? * 

" Well, anything very serious." 

** I am very serious, Betty." 

** Indeed, dearest, you are awfully serious ; I mean you appear so to 
the outer world. I find it hard to make people believe that you are so 
pleasant and boyish with me — sometimes." 

**And what do you think — ^you yourself, Betty— of my political 
goings-on, as you call them ? " 

" ( )h, well, Sandham, I don't mind them, of course. I should like 
anything you did, and think it all right, in a way. Besides, it is ever 
so much more picturesque, and interesting, and all that, to be a man 
with new and odd ideas — a distinct, peculiar figure, don't you know, 
than just to be the ordinary commonplace Liberal or Tory. I shouldn't 
care one bit to be the wife of a commonplace Liberal or Tory. Oh no; 
it is very charming and delightful as it is. I told the Prince so to-night 
I told him I would not allow you to be a commonplace sort of politician. 
And, of course, I told him you meant no harm to anybody or anything; 
but that a man of ideas must have his ideas, don't you know ? I 
couldn't endure a man who hadn't ideas. One might as well be married 
to a woman." 

They were still standing on the hearthrug, about to leave the room. 
Morse took her hand again in his, and said gravely — 

" Betty, suppose my ideas and my political goings-on were to end 
in making me detested by society ; and even making you not so much 
of a favourite as you are — ^how would that be?" 

"But, dear, how could that be? Of. course it couldn't be. You 
wouldn't have anything to do with any goings-on that were not all 
right ; and fancy your doing anything that could make people not like 
me I It's absurd I " 

"There are some terrible evils in society, all round us, Betty. You 
see them yourself." 

**Do I not? Do I not always say so?" Lady Betty's eyes became 
earnest. " The dreadful poverty, and sin, and crime ? Don't I always 
say, Sandham, that we, the rich, are not doing one half, one quarter, 
what we might do to make the poor aruund us more happy ? I try to 
do all I can " 

" Indeed, you do. No woman in London does more, and more faith- 
fully and generously, Betty, in that kind of way. But you know, 
dear, I don't believe much is to be done in that wav. Even your own 
incessant benevolence and charity — veil, I fancy it does more good 
to your own sweet nature and your own soul, my dear, than it does 
aJfrajrg lor those who feel its material bene^t." 
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liady Betty, truth to say, was sometimes liable to givinor her kind- 
aesses away to the wrong p rson. 

" Yes ; 1 know I make mistakes now and then," she said, with a 
winsome smile and a still more winsome blush. *'One can't help 
making a mistake sometimes* But 1 mean to become ever s<j much 
more wiae and circumspect. And il I do encourage 'undeserving 
poverty sometimes — well, anyhow, I don't think I fulHl my steward- 
ship as badly as those wise magistrates who imprison with hard labour 
the men who go bawling about the streets, 'Drink is the curse of man, 
the Lord deliver us froiu drink,' and inflict a smalUfine on the landlord 
who grinds a living out of the disease and degradation of his fellow- 
creatures. There ! A crib out of one of your own speeches, Sandhaui. 
Don't say I never read them." 

A change, very slight, but still to be noticed, came over Morse's face. 
The eyes seemed to deepen, and the features to become more impassive. 
There was a tone in his voice as he answered like that m which he 
might address a child. 

'* Never mind, Betty; don't try, then, to be wise and circumspect. Go 
on with your work in your own way ; it can't fail to do some good to 
somebody. But I want to try to get bad systems put to rights ; I 
fancy that is my work in this world, if I have any work at all to do." 

" You think there ought to be a new organization of all our charitable 
institutions?" Lady Betty asked, with eager eyes. **I do, too. 1 
quite agree with Lady Meloraine on that. Then, you are with us? 
That is just what we want. Uow I wish 1 had known ; I could have 
told the Princess to-nigh i." 

** I want a new organization of ever so many institutions, Betty, as 
well as of your charities ; and I don't thiuk your explanation would 
have quite satisGed the Princess. Never mind, dear ; we must only 
do the best we can, each of us." 

** But if you would only help us," Lady Betty said earnestly, her 
mind still occupied only with the idea of the reorganization of certain 
charitable institutions which Lady Meloraine and she were advocating, 
** Lady Meloraine would be so delighted ; nnd the Princess, of course. 
But we thought you never had time to give any thought to things of 
that kind." 

" I shall always find or make time to give you the best advice I can 
on anything that interests you, Betty." 

He thought it of no use to make any further development of his 
political ideas just then, and was glad to put away the subject, into 
ivhich he had gone'somewhat impulsively. 

" How very sweet of you, dear. But you are always so good to me, 
Sandham." 

** 1 shall be so good to you now, child, as to send you off to your bed. 
I have a few things to Uxik up yet; and some memoranda to make," 

" I wish you would take more sleep ; I wish you would take more 
care of yourself. Well, I confess, I am sleepy *, and 1 «kTXi tft \» >a!^ 
rather early to-morroMv,** 



|8 ""THE RIGHT HONOURABLE.'' 

She kissed him and went upstairs. 

Murse went into his study, where a light was burning. The ^tnd/ 
.was on the ground floor, and o|)ening out of it was a bedroom which 
he usually occupied during the sitting of Parliament, an(i at any othei 
time when he was likely to be late and desired at once to be inde- 
pendent and not to disturb anybody. 

It was a comfortable room, though not especially luxurious, and 
Lady Betty had begged in vain to be allowed to transport to it some 
uf her rare china and art treasures. Bor>ks lined three sides of it to 
within a few feet of. the ceiling, and above the oak cases were tro|>hies 
— American and Australian — calume% mocassins, buffalo-horns, 
b<Mjroerangs, nuUa-nullas, and other native weapons. A soleum ^rey 
bird, a t^tuffed native *' companion," perched as uncannily as Poe's 
raven above its owner's particular chair. The 1«)W deep sofa was 
covered with an opossum rug. Above the mantel-piece himg an oil 
painting of a winter scene upon which the sun had gone down — a long 
flat stretch of landscape, snow-covered, with a straight road reaching 
to the horizon, and a clump of gnarled willows in the foreground. 
The sky was grey and cloudy, except for the gleam which the sun had 
left ; it was cold, dreary, desolate, yet curiously weird and suggestive. 
The only other pictures in the room were some rough sketches of bold 
Australian coast scenery, and these hung over the writing-table. 

Morse tried to settle himself down to a little work in the way of 
reading letters and memoranda. His habit was to read over a number 
of letters each night in this way, and make short notes on each of the 
sort of answer to be given to it. These he 1. ft for his secretary, who 
came early in the morning and disposed of them without further 
troubling Morse. Correspondence of a more important and momentous 
character Morse kept for fuller consideration. There were many lett-ers 
which he always replied to himself, and which did not come under tie 
eyes of his secreta y. There were letters, too, of a more purely social 
order, which he always handed over to Lady Betty, who disposed of 
them along with her own vast mass of miscellaneous correspondence* 
To-night Morse did not feel much in the humour for reading letters. 
His mind, somehow, would not fix itself on their details. Many things 
had happened that night to set him thinking. Suppose his projects 
should fail, how would the failure aflect his wife, with her sweet bright 
nature, her beneficence, her delight in society, her unaffected devotion 
to the great personages whom she loved, hir desire for everything to 
go so nicely and every one to be happy ? Suppose even the projects 
to succeed, how, still, would it be with her ? Would it have been 
better if he had, after all, remained — in Australia? 

When he got to this thonght, he jumped up and would have no 
more of that. " I have done right; I am doing right," he said to him- 
self. ** i have a duty to do to this country which 1 love ; I can do 
something for her people ; I am wo^ wrong." 

Then he went resolutely at his letters again. Two especially 
mterested him, now that he had put away all thoughts of other thinga 
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The seal of one bore the coronet of an earl ; the other had a resolutely 
democratic brotherhood of man and social equality about it, with its 
thick aggressive blue paper and the clear hand he well knew. He 
opened this one first. 

" Dear Morse," it said, " you told me I might see you soon at any 
time. I will take my chance, and come at eleven to-morrow. I must 
speak to you. The time is fast coming, and I claim you as the man ; 
you must be with us." The letter was signed, ** Stephen Mastersun.*' 

** Poor fellow 1 " Morse said. 

The other letter was : " Lord Forrest presents his compliments to 
Mr. Morse, and will be happy to accord to Mr. Morse at noon to> 
morrow the interview which Mr. Morse has honoured him by request 
ing." 
• ** Come, that is something at least," Morse said. " Not much will 
come of it, but he will see me, and we shall have left no stone untumed.** 

The two letters lay side by side, and the fact struck Morse as curious. 
He had much humour in him, and could stop now and then to be 
amused by the mere oddities of life. ** Side by side," he thought, 
•* these two Utters on the same subject — from the extremest demagogue 
and the last Jacobite peer; the two irreooncilables ; the one just as 
hopeless, as unmanageable, as single-minded, as pure of purpose, as the 
other.** 



CHAPTER VL 

WIFE AND HUSBAND. 

Crichton Kenwat and his wife drove home almost in silence fn)m 
Lady Betty Morse's party. TLey had not very far to go. Sandbam 
Morse lived at the lower end of Park Lane, and the house which 
Eenway had taken and furnished was in one of the small streets that 
lie upon the outskirts of the £elgravian region. It was too much on 
the outskirts to please Crichton Ken way, who was a person with a 
clearly-defined social ambition, but it had the advantage of being 
within easy reach of Victoria Street and the row of buildings devot»-d 
priicipally to the offices of accents-general for the colonies, and the 
pel haps greater advantage of being not too outrageously beyond his 
means. 

iMchton Kenway found great difficulty in living within his means, 
not so much because he was given to thoughtless and lavish outlay, 
as because he had an exaggerated idea of the importance of money 
and the site of one's house as a means of social distinction. Ue \Nas 
in some ways almost parsimonious, and was annoyed if he did not get 
to the full his money's worth. He would grumble at the needless 
expenditure of a shilling, though to serve an object he would launch 
into a style of living utterly disproportionate to his income. If, how- 
ever, he did not gain his object he felt himseU deitaM^vi^^ wA "^^s^ Sax 
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from taking the loss philosophically. He disliked to be thought poor, 
and to cut a less imposing 6gure than his nt^igh hours. He was fond 
of his i^ersonal comfort, and could never practise small economit s when 
that was in question. Thus it happened that his impulses were often 
at war. He suffered from the horror and inconvenience of <iebt as 
keenly us the most prudent of economists, while at the same time he 
wan forced to live face to face with it, and had none of the cai)acity 
for reckless enjoyment of the day without regard to the morrow which 
characterizes the born Bohemian or the well-trained Rawdon Crawley. 
He was not in an amiable mood this evening. He bad. been very 
pr«»ud of having compassed an invitation to Lady Betty Morse's recep- 
tion, for be understood that she was a leader of society, and that she 
was married to a prominent member of the late Grovemment; but, 
\fter all, he had not found himself far advanced up the social ladder, 
for he knew hardly any of the smart people who were there. Nobody 
paid any attention to him, and though there was a satisfaction in 
being within a few yards of Royalty, he did not see that practically 
the fact could be of much service to him. There was a faint consola- 
tion in the reflection that Morse had talked for some time to KooriQi, 
but it was evident that neither Morse nor Lady Betty bad thought 
her worth making a fuss about. They had not introduced to ber any 
of the be-rihboned men, or brought her to the notice of the great 
ladies; and Ko<^rMi had not shown to advantage in tbe brilliant 
assemblage. She had looked pale, odd, a little scared, he tbought. 
Her dress was not right. She had not that indescribable air of fashion 
which belongs to the typical London woman. Even her jewels— 
which had lately come to her by the will of a maiden aunt of Ken- 
way's, from whom he had had but poorly realized expectations, and 
which had afforded to the husband and wife some innocent gratifica- 
tion — looked poor beside the magniticent necklaces and tiaras that 
abounded in the room. She had shown no animation, no ease, no 
power of self-assertion. She would certainly not take the world by 
storm. He had believed in her reputation f«)r beauty and originality. 
There was no doubt that in the colonics she had been thought a great 
deal of, and every one had prophesied ber success in England. He 
had expected that she would make a sensation when she appeared 
among the right people. Kenway knew that to achieve social succt ss 
It is absolutely necessary to have the entree to a particular set, and 
Ladv Beity Morse had opened the sacred door. He had dreamed 
of Koitrkli elevated to the first rank of professional beauties. Ue 
had dreamed of the approving plances of gieat personages. And lol 
Koorllli had made her appearance, and no great personage had re- 
marked her; no one, indeed, except Morse, who associated her with 
Australia, had taken any special notice of her. Crichton was disa])- 
pointed and vexed. He felt as a merchant might feel who has bought 
a diamond supposing it to be unique in size and brilliance, and who 
finds upon comparing it with other stones that it is only a very 
tommonplace specimen. He looked at her furtively as she Kaned 
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back in the brougham. There was that dreamy expression which 
always irritated him, for it made him feel that her thouo;hts were fkr 
beyond the circle in which his own revolved, and that he could not 
follow them. It gave him a vague sense of inferiority, and this he 
always resented. A right-minded wife would see her husband's 
superiority and bow to it. 

He said nothing, however, but pulled out his cigarette case and 
began to smoke. Presently the carriage drew up at their own door. 
1'he night had come on wet, aud Kenway as he got out observed that 
the coachman had forgotten his waterproof coverings and that his 
livery was likely to suti'er in consequence. Koorkli was awakened 
from a dream of her girlhcxxi — a dream in which Sandham Morse, 
Judge O'Beime, and the Little Queen going forth to see the world 
stood out with startling vividness — by her husband's angry tones as 
he scolded the servant for his negligence. Kenway usually six)ke 
imperiously to those in his employment, though he had always the 
conventional Enjilish squire's "Thankye," and pleasant ^mile ready on 
demand for the servants of his country hosts, or even for the inde- 
pendent bumpkin on the roadside or at the gate. 

Koor^li got down alone, and stood under the portico while Kenway 
finished his scolding and gave some directions about the horse, before 
the brougham drove off. 

"Why didn't you wait till T had got the door open?" he said, 
fumbling for his latch-key. "That's how you get your dress spoiled, 
and your shoes — a night like this. You are as bad as Drake. Th< so 
brutes never care how much /have to spend on keepino: them decent." 

Kenway went in first, and inspected the letters lying on the hall 
table before he lighted the bedroom candles. He looked over his 
wife's shoulder while she opened her letters. One contained a card 
of invitation to a reception at one of the embassies, and it restored 
Kenway's good humour. 

Koorkli took up her candle, and was moving towards the staircase. 

"Aren't you coming into the smoking-room?" said JCen way, " I 
have got a lot to talk to you about. I want to hear what you thought 
of the evening." 

KoorMi hesitated a moment, then followed him to his own den nt 
the back of the house. It was a com brtable den, and had a eood 
many things in it that bespoke luxurious tastes on the part of its 
occupant. In fact, it was in a way symptomatic of its owner. I'he 
writing-table looked business-like, the papers were arranged and 
docketed with great neatness. Some pamphlets and reports lay al>out, 
and several publications relating to Australia and to current politics; 
amoniz them the number of a review to which Crichton had contri- 
buted an article upon the annexation of New Guinea. He had not 
written it hioiself, but he had supplied the facts and got the credit 
for it. Crichton made a great point of the big Australian-Imperial 
Question. He cultivated views upon it, and hoped they might bring 
him into notice. There wtire not many otkei boo\;A q>i m<^Q».>u^<^'V!is^ ^V 

4 
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study. Gricbton only read what he thought might be of service to 
him in his career. His career was a very important (»bject to hinif 
though as yet it was not very clearly laid out. He kept his eye on 
the future, and at present the summit of hi^< ambition was a colonial 
governorship. He wanted to be a great man somewhere, and had 
sense enough to know that he could not, without exceptional advan- 
tages, be a great man in Rngland. He wanted to make hlngland a 
Bteppiiif -stone, and to utili/.e his opportunities while he was Agent'- 
(general in order to ingratiate himself with the powers at home ; foi 
he kne\i that his appointment was precarious, and that Colonial 
Cabinets succeed each other very ra})idly. At any time he might lose 
his post and the income it brought him. 

There were some guns in a rack over the mantel-piece, a set of 
sporting prints, and a hunting crop or twa Crichton quite realized 
the expediency of being — while in the country — imbued with a manly 
and British love of sport, and of gaining what interest he could in 
that direction. He had already laid his plans for getting a footing 
in the particular county to which his ancestors had belonged, and in 
which was the ancestral dwelling that before his time passed into 
other hands, as he phrased it. He could not afford to rent a country 
place, but he had taken an old-fashioned farmhouse, which had in 
!>ygone time been a manor house, and had now a certain quaintness 
and picturesqueness quite in keeping with a modest establishment 
and affectation of rusticity. Kenway could in imagmation hear himself 
talking of " my little hunting-box which is nothing to keep up ; but 
in my old county, don't you know." Koorkli had got to learn that 
Kenway did not know the county at all, for his people had left it 
before his generation, and he had been brought up after a rather 
humble fashion in quite another part of England. But that was a 
mere matter of detail. 

The room, lighted only by a feeble gas-jet and the two little bed- 
room candles which Crichton and his wife held, had a lonely, dreary 
appearance, ^nd that peculiar oppressive atmosph re which belongs to 
some rooms that have beeu clos^ for several hours, and are entered 
late at night. It is as though all the influences at work during thu 
day had been pent up, and, as if unsympathetic to the incomer, were 
making themselves aggressively felt. On the other hand, who does 
not know the indescribable, half-soothing, half-stimulating efifect on 
the nerves produced by the air of a room closed and dark^ned and 
lately occupied by some one loved? After the big drawing-room? 
ill Park Lane, Kenway's study seemed mean and small, and there was 
something about it which gave Koor^i the fancy that she was enter- 
ing a prison. She unconsciously drew a deep breath, and loosened hpr 
feather-trimmed wrap, which fell away from her bare neck and slim form. 

Crichton turned up the gas, drew forward the smallest of two leather 
chairs which finnked the fireplace, and placed himself in the other. 

** Sit down," he said. " What was Morse talking to you about ? 
You seemed to be having a long conversation together." 
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KoorMi put down her candle and sat down as he bade her. 

* We were talking of old times," she answered. 

*' Old times ! " repeated Kenway. His tone was not meant to chill. 
It was often meant to be genial, yet to Koorkli's sensitive ear it almost 
always had an inflexion of sarcasm. He pulled to him a tray on 
which stood glasses and spirit decanters, and poured some brandy into 
a tumbler which he filled from a syphon. ** There couldn't have been 
so many of them to talk over," he said. " I thought you only met 
Morse once, when he was on his way home from Australia. I shouldn't 
have thought th^t you remembered much about hini." 

**1 was with Mr. Morse for twenty -four hours on board the steamer," 
replied Koorkli. " I remember it very well. I have never forgotten 
him. He interested me. I thought him like Napoleon." 

" He Aas a look of Plon-Flon, especially now that he has got 
stouter," remarked Kenway, in that tone of vague depreciation which 
always irritated Eoorkli, though now she was instantly vexed with 
herself for feeling irritated. 

" The meeting there — our talk — I don't know what — impressed me," 
continued K« 01 Mi. "It all came back very vividly this evening. I 
think it made me a little bit melancholy." 

She spoke rather sadly; and she looked at her husband with soft 
eyes, that seemed to ask his sympHthy. 

" Now I should like to know exactly why," asked Kenway. ** You 
are so often melancholy, that it would be a satisfaction for once \A ^et 
at the reason." He lit another cigarette, and then removed it from 
his lips to drink a little of his brandy and soda-water. 

" I was such a child. I felt so eager to see life, and I fancied that 
everything good was going to happen to me." 

"And haven't lota of good things happened to you?" exclaimed 
Kenway, with energy. ** Here you are in England, doing your season 
in London, and going to all the best houses. It's more than old 
Middlemist's daughter had any riaht to expect." He laughed to him- 
self, as if amused at the inconcrruity. 

KoorSili sat quite still, but her eyes grew brighter and harder. 

" Yes, I know. You fancied yourself a sort of princess," continued 
Kenway. "Oh, I remember very well, and that first year of the 
Middlemist Ministry. Girls in Australia, if they are pretty, get 
utterly exaggerated notions of their own importance. It's all a Hash- 
in-the-pan out there — power, pood looks, and the rest of it. There's 
nothinj: solid like money or rank. Sand ham Morse did well to oomc 
to England and try for the real thing, and, by Jove, ho has got it." 
Kenway leaned back in his chair, and with an expressive gesture 
shook off the burnt-out end of his cigarette. Kooikli remained bilent. 
*• You have no reason to be dissatisfied," said Kenway, his thoughts 
going; back upon themselves. ** It isn't as though you had had money. 
If I hadn't fiillen in love with you, you'd have played second fiddle to 
your stepmother, and you'd have ended by marryinv: some be^^w^j 
official or rough squatter. This is a good deal \)et\^t \^«i». >i^^<iX^^\!Cw^ 
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CQ a cattle station. No, no, my dear, you have done very well foi 
yoarself." Eenway laughed again. 

Koor^i's face had changd. It did not look so childlike. She 
spoke now with an evident efifort at brightness. 

** Admitted — in a grateful spirit But, however brilliant one's lot, 
Crichton, I suppose one may feel a little regret over youth that is 
»one?** 

** Nonsense I ** exclaimed Kenway. ** I'd lay long odds that you are 
not as old as Lady Betty Morse." He looked at his wife critically, 
and Feemed to be drawinsr a mental comparison. " It's curious what 
a difference style and manner make in a woman ! " he added reflectivelv. 
** You and Lady Betty are not unlike. I wonder I didn't notice it 
before. You have the same-shaped head and face, and the same sort 

of complexion and figure " He paused abruptly, then said, "Why 

don't yuu go to one of the dressmakers or man-milliners who turn out 
fashionable London women, and get decently set up ? You look pro- 
vincial — or colonial, which is worse." 

**Do you want me to be a fashionable London woman, Crichton?" 
asked Koorkli slowly. " I think it might be a little difiBcult to get 
some one to teach me ; but I can try." 

*' I want you to make the best of yourself, to hold your own, to say 
the agreeable thing. I am afraid there is not much use in wanting 
you to be admired and sought after — like Lady Betty," replied Kenway. 

"That would be a little unreasonable, perhaps," said Koorkli, her 
eyes, with their straight clear look, meetinvi those of her husband. " I 
have not had the a'l vantages of Lady Betty Morse. I have neither 
money nor rank. I have not been trained to the great world. I don't 

understand its ways. And " she paused a second — ** I don't su{)- 

pose that Lady Betty could be persuaded to take me as a pupil. You 
might ask her, Crichton, if you think that you can prevail upon her, 
and if you are very much afraid that I shall bring discredit upon you. 
You should have weighed all this, dear, before you asked a South 
Britain girl to marry you." 

Koorili spoke with a suppressed bitterness, though her voice quavered 
a little. Crichton turned sharply upi^n her. 

** You needn't be so infernally nasty over whnt I say to you for your 
good. I suppose you've seen enough of the world to know that South 
Britain isn't exactly a school for deportment." 

** Oh yes, Crichton ; or, at all events, I ought to have learned it from 
you. But I am a little bewildered, you know ; and I don't think you 
quite give me credit fi)r trying to conquer my savage instincts. On 
the whole I think I deserve some praise for not having danced a cor- 
roboree before the Prince this evening. Perhaps it might have amused 
him if I had. Anyhow, it would have made him notice me, and you 
would have liked that." 

Kenway did not understand his wife in this mood. He did not quite 
know how to take her. He got up on the pretext that the gas wa» 
Banng, turned, it down^ and then spoke to bet in a dif&itent tone. 
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" I dare say that you'd pick up things quickly enough, if you took a 
little trouble," he said, seating himself again. 

" It is not so much a question of trouble, do you think, Crichton, as 
of time," said Eoor^i in the same quiet manne , with its touch oi 
sarcasnoL. *' I am afraid I am too old to go to a school of deportment 
in London, though I can get taught to make my curtsy to the Queen ; 
but I will do my best to take advantage of such oi'portunities as 
to-ni^ht, for instance." 

Crichton eyed her from beneath lowered lashes for a few moments ; 
but she sat looking straight before her into the empty fireplace. 

" The fault I have to find with you," he said presently, with his air 
of man-of-the-world philosophy and his look carelessly bent in another 
direction, "is that you don*t hold your own, especially among the 
family. Every one is liable to slips, but one needn't have them 
chronicled. It's a mistake to play into people's hands, and my rela- 
tions are too ready to patronize you and make you seem cheap. I 
don't object to patronage, when it's from my superiors, but I can't 
stand it from cousins by marriage." 

Crichton paused, glancing again at his wife. The disdainful droop 
of Koor^li's lips seemed to contradict a pathetic, slightly-puzzled look 
in her eyes. 

** You mean your cousin, Mrs. Kevile-Beauchamp. I do not think 
it matters much whether she patronizes me or not." 

The clock on the mantel-piece struck two. She half rose with a 
gesture of weariness. 

" Don't go yet. It does matter ; it affects your position in the 
family. There's always a lot of jealousy among relations. That's the 
world. They'd sneer away everything that'they haven't got them- 
selves. The only things that can't be sneered away are money and 
social position. Eustace has been clever enough to pick up a Sheffield 
heiress, and so has got the one. Twenty thcjusand a year is solid. A 
man can feel his feet on it. You and I have got to take our stand oii 
different ground, since we have been sold over the old aunt's legacy. 
But it is not necessary to proclaim the fact that our inheritance con • 
sists of some bits of china and a few diamonds. Do you understand, 
KoorMi ? " 

*' I think I do. I am serry to have been indiscreet, and to have 
enlightened your cousin." 

"Oh I" Kenway lifted his chin and droojx'd his eyelids in a manner 
equivalent Ut a shrug of the shoulders. **The family would have 
found that out anyhow; but the family isn't Society, though it would 
like one to think so. You are not the sort of person a statesman would 
oome to for advice, my dear, or a general either. You don't know how 
to keep a position when i have gaiut-d it for you by a little strategy or 
swagger. Don't look so scorn I ul. A wise man knows how to use his 
t« ols. Swagger as a tool is not to he underrated. It t>uits some j)eople. 
It suits Kitty Nevile-Beauchamp. But I saw at dmii^t lVv\?>«^<i\i\ft%\Jwk\» 
you had not taken her measure. You were stupid. \ovx Mino^^Tafty 
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"Is that possible?" asked Eoor^li, with ever so slight a tone of 
contempt in her voice. ** In what way ? " 

** You madb me appear ridiculous. When T spoke of the Morses, 
and sai'l that we were going on there, you did not observe the change 
in Kitty's face and take your cue. Kitty Nevile-Beanchamp knows 
\jo her cost that to get into that set is an achievement. You rose fifty 
degrees in her estimation. "Why did you not ht well alone? Were 
you obliged to explain that we did not know Lady Betty, and that we 
had been asked through the Plymptons ? A fool tells the unnecessary 
truth of to-day, which may be the lie of to-morrow. A woman of the 
world holds her tongue. That's part of the It-sson of London life which 
you have to learn." 

Koorkli smiled a peculiar sort of smile, and slightly lifted her eyebrows. 

" The unnecessary truth of to-day may be the lie of to-morrow? 
7es ; I see. I wonder whether the unnec ssary lie of to-day might 
turn out to be the truth of to-morrow ? If that were so, don't you 
think some men would find themselves becoming unexpectedly tellers 
of the truth ? " 

Ken way looked curiously at her; a sort of sinister look it was. 
KoorStli's dreamy eyes had a disconcerting way of seeming to see to 
the very heart of things sometimes. He kept his composure, however. 

"Well, Koorkli," he said, **a fellow who tells unnecessary lies 
deserves anything, I think." 

"Deserves even to have his lies of to-day come true to-morrow? 
Tes ; but in some cases that wouldn't be a punishment exactly. And 
that seems a little unjust.** 

Ken way did not like this sort of thing. 

" Anyhow, KoorStli, the point is this. You ought to learn the lesson 
I have been trying to teach you, and not blurt out before people things 
which it is neither necessary nor desirable they should know. Do you 
understand ? You are quick enough to understand things when you 
like." 

" Yes,** she said slowly ; " I think I understand—I think I quite 
understand. I am sorry for my mistake of to-night. I ought to have 
learned my lesson better by this time.** She rose and took her candle, 
and prepared to go upstairs. She stood for a moment, holding her 
light with one hand and keeping back her draperies with the other, and 
she looked at her husband, awaiting his formal caress. 

The tone of her voice had struck uncomfortably on Kenway. There 
was, he thought, something uncomfortable in her expression also. It 
\^as at variance somehow with the girlish softness of her face, with the 
small, slender form in its lace robe that would not puff out here and 
cling in to her shape there, or assume the folds that fashion ordained. 
Ue looked at her, studied her, her figure, her dress. He was consider* 
ing how far she was qualified to play a decent part in the game wherein 
he hoped to win. ^he knew well what he was thinking of, and a look 
of sadness, almost of pity, came into her expressive eyes. 

"] am gomg upstairs now. 1 am verv tired,** i^U^ «a.\d suddenly, 
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and she went to her husband of her own accord, touched his forehead 
with her lips, and left him as if she would rather not give him the 
opportunity for another word. 

Koor^li went slowly upstairs apd into her own room. She put her 
candle down on the dressing table and turn' d up the gas-jet above the 
toilet mirror, which was long and gave back her whole form. She 
gazed at the reflection in a dreamy pitying way. I'he small pale, lace 
and the deep dark ej^es did not. seem somehow to belong to herself, but 
were a part of the brilliant scene she had left a little while ago — an 
inharmonious part, an incongruity among the gay crowd, the conven- 
tional smiles, the jewels, the talk, the lights, the distinguished men, 
and the glittering women. That little tigure had been out of place 
there. The snul in those eyes was a lonely soul, and the real KoorMi 
had been outside it all — ^a cold, starved little creature, who didn't fit 
into the life which would have satisfied so many women, and who 
would never meet the requirements of those whom it should be her 
duty and her joy to please. It was as though she had just missed the 
point of contact, yet her sympathies were quivering and bleeding. She 
was not dull, or blunt, or blind. Sha had a vague sense of capacity, 
an almost painful intuition as to the rights of things — an intuition 
mat frightened her. She wanted to see what was good and great, and 
only the meanness and the self-interested motives put themselves for- 
ward ; and this bewildered her, and she be^an to wonder in dreary 
depressed fashion if there were anything good or great in the world at all. 
She lifted her arms suddenly and let her bosom heave as though she 
were straining for air and liberty. With the sense of oppression, there 
was, too, one of vague, wild rebellion — not anger, not resentm» nt. No 
one was wrong. She had no right to complain of her lot. She had 
flown of her own accord into the gilded cage. She was well tended. 
Her master only required her to sing ; and she could not sing to his 
liking. Her notes were false when she piped in the great world. 

Her imagiriation went drifting ; the lights in the mirror multiplied 
themselves, and the background she had left forme<i behind her own 
white figure in the glass, while other figures blended with it. What a 
vast, confusing, wonderful world it was — this living London ! It was 
like a theatre in which every one had a part to play, with appropriate 
dresses, and Bpeeches, and gestures. She thought of the show that 
evening, ot the people she had seen, as a child might to whom the 
hei'oes and heroines of her story-book have appeared as flesh and blood 
— the Prince and Princess, the statesmen. Lady betty, who sang her 
song so well, who seemed so entirely at her ease, who knew her part so 
perfectly. She thought of Morse, playing his part too. No wonder 

the Australian stage had seemed to him petty. And yet She 

had a fancy that it was not always reality to him, and that there were 
moments when he felt himself out of place ; as if an experiment had 
not quite succeeded. Once, when by chance she looked into his eyea 
straight, she seemed to see Australia gleammg t\i^i^. ^w&\. ^"ci^ <^*l\ist 
odd faneiea. 
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Kenway 8 step sonnded in the hall below, and the bolts grated as he 
shot them for the night. Koor^i started from her dream. She ud' 
clasped her necklace, and smiled a little as she laid it down. She \va« 
sorry for Crichton that even his aunt*8 diamonds had turned out Icf^s 
well than he expected. She took up her candle again, and, without 
waiting to unfasten her dress, mounted the other flight of stairs to tlio 
children's nursery. 

Her two boys, Lance and Miles, lay in their cribs. I^nce, il» 
eldest, sturdy and unimaginative, with freckled face and his fatlicr\s 
features, was fast asleep, the bedclothes tossed oif his robust little 
form. Koor&li only paused to cover him again, and then, shading the 
candle, knelt by the bedside of the youngest. Miles, who was frai;ilo 
and precocious, and like a girl with his silky curls and delicate fc:iturc& 
He was a strange, thou<ihtful child, and was often ailing. 

He stirred as his mother watched him, and the light came on his 
face. He opened a pair of dreamy eyes, like hers ; and put up his little 
hand to her neck, Imtking at her in a half-awakened way. 

** Mother, youVe like an angel— I thought it was." 

•* I've been to a party, darling. Now go to sleep again." 

But Miles raised himself, and gazed at her with troubled child-eyes, 
under which there were traces of a child's stormy weepinir. lie ha«l 
gone to bed in disgrace. The brothers had quarrelled. Miles's lemjKT 
was fretful and uncertain. He was a little jealous of Lance, whu was 
his father's favourite, and whose rough and ready patronage he rcsente^l. 
This evening Crichton had been angry with him, and the boy was 
sensitive. A sob shook him now. 

" Mother, do you forgive me ? I want you to forgive me. I can't 
bear you not to love me." 

Koor&li gathered him to her. ** I love you always, my little one.'* 
She kissed and soothed him. 

** Lance hasn't forgiven me," Miles went whispering on. " I wanted 
to wake him. I wanted to give him my nine-pins — to make it up; but 
he wouldn't wake." 

" You shall ask him to forgive you to-morrow," said KoorML And 
she lay down beside the boy. 

In a minute or two the tiny voice whispered again, " Mother, I wish 
Adam hadn't been naughty." 

" What put that into your head, dear ? " 

" I don't know. It's all because of him. Fm so sad when Fve been 
naughty. I don't like it." 

•* That's just the good," said Koor^Lli ; " for if we weren't sad we 
should lose being able to care; and there's nothing — nothing so 
dreadful as not to care when we are naughty." 

" Do you care very much, mother, when you are naughty and father 
scolds you ? " asked the boy. 

" I try to ; yes, I try to," said KoorMi, with a throb in her voice. 

" I dreamed alx)ut the Resurrection," Miles went on. "Don't ycu 
misb It was coming? I wish I was in heaveii. 1 cau't «o \» «\fie^ fof 



RED CAP AND WHITE COCKADE. 49 

thinking of heaven. Mother, don't you wish we could go there 
together now — you and me ? " 

Koorjili kissed the boy very gently. She restrained the impulse to 
press him passionately to her. There was an ache at her heart. This 
was all it came to ! To the tired child, and to the tired young mother, 
life seemed nothing better than a pageant, and to turn from it a relioil 
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BED CAP AND WHITE COCKADE, 

England had fallen upon gloomy days just now, most people said 
Indeed, it looked like that. Trade was depressed in an ominous way ; 
agriculture was in what seemed uttermost distress ; farms were lying 
unoccupied and idle all over the country ; there was sullen discontent 
among the rural labourers ; there was bitter, angry, loud-voiced dijcon- 
tent among the artisans in the towns. Now, to make matters wor^e, 
the shadow of a great war appeared to be forecast over the land. There 
had been a series of irritating, wasting, little wars with semi-savage 
desert races here and there ; now everybody said a great war was coming 
with one of the most powerful of continental states. 

The fact was, that for some time many Euglishmen had been 
longing for a big war with somebody — ^anybody. They were sick of 
hearing on all sides that England's fighting days were over ; that sh e 
could never again stand up to any enemy more formidable than an 
Eiryptian Arab or a South Africaa Catl're ; and they were filled with a 
wild desire to show that their country had fight enough in her yet. 
No mood could be more dangerous or less reasonable. One reason why 
Morse was glad that the Administration he belonged to was broken up 
was because he saw th^t if things went on longer in the same way 
most of his colleagues would go in for popularity and a war. Morse 
detested the policy which would provoke a war with such a motivo. 
He did not believe that in this particular case there was any just 
groimd of war; he did not believe the State was prepared for war. 
Finally, if war had to come, he did not believe his pai ty could manage 
it as well as the other ; and he did not wish them to have its fearful 
res|X)nsibility, suspecting that they were not sincerely convinced of the 
ri«ht in the policy he feared they would take up. General elections 
were pending, and Morse hoped to be able before they came cm tu 
rouse a strong agitation am(»ng the working classes all over the co\mtry - 
against war. In the meantime, however, he had good reason tu 
believe that the new Ministers were detei mined to go in for war at 
once, and let the elections be taken after the first cannon had 
thundered. Evidently, the hope of the men now in office was that 
the constituencies would never change a Ministry while Kngland was 
in a death-grapple with a strong enemy, ThenilvM^ Vi^ <\%\arHiYOkR^ \a 
act at oDce, Ue conferred with some ui^ueiii\al 'Ra.^c^^^^ «si^^ ^"^ 
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their authority to strike a stroke for them. The Court circle wu 
I'elicved to be all in favour of war, but the more reasonable among the 
aristocracy were understood to have little sympathy with such a 
policy; and Morse was sure the working classes could be brought 
everywhere into a determined opposition to it. If he were to make 
the first move, relying on the working clas^^es, the chances were that 
all the aristocratic sections and their dt^jiendents would hold back from 
a movement led by a Radical, a supposed republican. But if somi 
great peer could be got to speak out against the war policy, then 
Morse could lend some eflfective help from the other quarter. His 
l>elief was that the aristocracy and the working classes combined could 
save the country yet, if only they could be brought to combine. It 
was with that feeling strong within him that he wrote to Lord Forrest 
asking for an interview. 

The day after Lady Betty's party Morse was to receive Masterson, 
then to visit Lord Forrest, and after that it was his intention to call, 
for the first time, on Koorilli. 

Mor^e and Stephen Masterson had been friends at school and at the 
university. Masterson had started with greater advantages and far 
greater promise. He had succeeded young t«) a considerable fortune, 
and he showed great abilities. At the debating society he was one of 
the foremost speakers. Morse and he were friendly rivals. Young 
members generally preferred Masterson ; he had more imagination, 
they thought. Morse was very clever in caustic analysis and sarcastic 
reply ; but Masterson had ideas, Masterson had a future before him, 
Masterson would be a leader of men. 

Time had gone by, and Masterson now believed himself a leader of 
men. He considered himself to be at the head of the Knglish social 
revolution. He stood as a candidate for various constituencies and 
failed. It might have been better for him if he could have got into 
the bonds of a parliamentary lil'e. He had married a yoimsr woman of 
humble birth, whom he deaily and passionately loved, and she died 
before they had many years of happiness; then their only child died, 
and Masterson was left alone. Perhaps it was the lack of her sweet 
controlling influence which allowed him to get all astray ; for he had 
got all astray, society said. He had gone in for all manner of wild 
continental schemes of democracy, and had tried with all the fervour 
and passion of fanaticism to make exotic political passion-flowers 
flourish on English soiL It was he who had the happy thought of 
cfTscting a combination between Irish Nationalists and cosmopolitan 
Picxi Republicans. The combination did not hold. That, indeed, is 
putting the failure rather mildly. The attempt at combination led to 
a hopeless quarrel, and Masterson left the Irish Nationalists to go 
their darkling way. After this he contined his efforts chiefly to Eng- 
land and Englishmen, and he endeavoured to form a revolutionary 
party among English working men. He spent his money freely in his 
propaganda ; but he was not able to make it quite clear to English 
uojkJD^ m&n in goneraJ what his revolution was Ui be. It waa to pull 
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down tlie dynasty, the aristocracy, and all the moneyed classes but it 
was not pai t of the programme, apparently, to show what waft to 1)6 
set up when all these had been pulled down. Men called him vain ; 
some mad, as the eloquent (Claude Melnotte says of himself, and, like 
Claude Melnotte, whom otherwise he did not greatly resemble, he 
1 ceded them not. 

The old friendship between him and Morse had never faded or even 
flickered, *although Morse had been such a brilliant success and poor 
Masterson such a ghastly failure. It was characteristic of the two 
men that Masterson did not hate Morse for his success, nor Morse 
despise Masterson for his failure. Somebody once said in Ma-terson's 
hearing, " I never could quite make out Morse ; " and Mastei son 
instantly said, "Mal?e out Morse — you? why of course you couldn't. 
Who ever supposed that you could make out Morse ? " Some one said 
to Morse, "Is yom: friend Masterson a mere madman?" "A mere 
madman," was the cool reply. " He has spent a fortune in what he 
believes to be the cause of the people. You and I, my dear fellow, are 
not such fools as to do that sort of thing, are we ? " 

" I am at home to Mr. Masterson,'* Morse said to his servant that 
morning. " I am always at home to Mr. Masterson ; but he is coming 
by special appointment at eleven to-day." 

At the fixed hour Mastersi'U made his appearance. He was a tall 
thin man, who bad once been handsome. He was about the same age 
as Morse, perhaps a hhade younger, but he looked full sixty. His once 
dark beard was nearly all grey; his face was seamed and lined all over; 
his eyes were keen, wild, and restless. His long lean hands trembled 
He was very poorly, or perhaps careltrssly, dressed. Yet he was unmis- 
takably a gentleman — a ruined gentleman. 

** Good morning, my dear Morse." He talked in a voluble, nervous 
way, and did not often, when he could, give anybody else a chance. 
" I am so delighted to see you, my dear fellow. How is dear Lady 
Betty? I haven't seen her for some time " 

** Your fault, old man, not hers,'* Morse contrived to strike in while 
Masterson, who had been walking fast, was taking breath and preparing 
for a long delivery. 

" 1 know, I know ; just what I say. Kindness itself. Lady Betty ; 
I always say so," he exclaimed, still pacing restlessly up and down. 
"But 1 am one of the people — a democrat, a rebel, they say. It - 
wouldn't do for me to intrude upon Court gatherings or informal 
Cabinet councils. Every one knows that Lady Betty's drawing-room 
is a political meeting-ground ; all the better for the purpose, beaiute 
no one could accuse her of being a female diplomatist, and because you 
are — what you are. Oh, what might you not be, now that you have 
cut yourself loose from the mob of aristocrats and capitalists ? ** 

The demagogue paused for a moment, and, lifting his thin hands, 
eyed Morse with tragic earnestness. 

" Sandham, Sandham, if you had chosen a vj\ie aa 1 -^ovii^ V«q^\ia^ 
you choose " 
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^A woman's rights* oratress or a shrieking female philosopher, 
instead of a member of our etfete and corrupt aristocracy," said Morse 
with a laupch. "Never mind, Masteraon; we won't discuss Lady 
IWtty from that point of view, anyhow. Sit down, and let us talk in 
bamest.*' He seated himself in one of the big leather armchairs, but 
Maaterson did not at once take another. 

" Look here 1 " he exclaimed, still pacing restlessly up and down, 
'* I want just to say a few words to you. You are a busy man ; so am 
L" Poor Masterson delighted in believing that some tremendous 
transactions were always awaiting his coming for their satisfactory 
settlement. " I have another engagement almost immediately, down 
at the East End — I should say seven miles from here. But youis is 
the more important, that I will say — the more important." 

" I haven't any other engagement for nearly an hour,'* Morse said. 
^ I am always glad to see you ; always glad to hear your views and 
projects.** 

" They will soon be something more than projects. They will be 
great historical facts,*' exclaimed Masterson excitedly. " You haven't 
believed in me; you have said to yourself that I'm all gas and 
denunciation. But you shall believe in me, and what is more, Sandham, 
you shall help me to save England.** 

He drew up a chair to the writing-table, and went on in his former 
tone. His manner was a curious combination of fussiness and rather 
melodramatic declamation; and the two styles seemed to alternate 
with each other, 

" I should like to help yon in that^^ Morse said. 

"Thanks!" he said. "Yes, I know you mean it, dear old boy; 
ever so good of you. But you were always like that Well, I shan't 
keep you a quarter of an hour — this time, at least. What I want tc 
ask you is this, Morse. You have broken away from your old moorings 
— God be thanked and God bless you for it! — Will you come with 
lis ? " He laid his hand on Morse's shoulder and gazed into his fac(3 
with an expression of painful anxiety and entreaty in his glittering 
dark eyes. 

There was a moment's silence. The ticking of the little clock on 
the chimney-piece was heard distinctly. Morse was looking at Master- 
son; but their eyes hardly met. Morse was thinking to himself; he 
was asking himself, " Is there anything in this? How, if he should 
not be the mere fanatic, and craze, and crank all men ot the world say he 
is V How, if he should have got hold of a true idea, and should come in 
the end to have a people behind him ? He would not be for this war." 

" Look here, dear old friend," Morse said at last, " you know what I 
think of you, and I needn't say anything on that score ; but I don't 
really know much about your cause or your objects or your following. 
I am not a thinking man ; I want to be a practical man. I honour the 
thinking men; I res|xjct even the dreamers. I am sure we should 
have but a poor and pitiful world of it if it were not for the dreamers. 
Their dreams of the morning become our realities of the afternoon. J 
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know all tliat ; but I haven't time, and I suppose I haven't patience. 
Anyhow, 1 feel that that isn't my line. I am good for nothing off the 
firm ground of practical, commonplace politics. Now, what I want to 
know is this : Are you and your people on the firm ground of practical 
politics? Is your ideal attainable — in our time? Is it within possible 
reach in this next generation or so? I don't stop now to ask, is it a 
true ideal ? — I take it on your word that it is. But, what are its chances 
at the present? What is your following? What numbers are behind 
you? What force of intelligence is with you?" 

Masterson'8 bright eyes dilated. His nervous fingers interlaced as 
he listened. 

" Morse, you talk like a statesman and like a man. I could not 
have asked for better, and yet I might well have expected as much 
irom you. All we want is to have our cause and our capabilities tried 
and tested. All I want of you is that you should judge for yourself. 
Come and study us; see if we have not the English people behind us. 
Come and see." 

"How can one come and see?" 

" Will you talk with some of our representative men ? That will 
not put you in any false position." 

** My dear Masterson, 1 don't care one straw what position I am put 
into, false or true, so long as I have a chance of informing myself as 
to the real strength of any movement which I am told is popular and 
important. I am staking a good deal as it is; I am not afraid to risk 
a little more — if there is any risk. How can I see your representative 
people, and when ? " 

Masterson leaned his head npon his hand and thought for a little ; 
then said, with a certain hesitation — 

** Well, the best time to see some of our best men woulil be on a 
Sunday evening Would you mind ? Sunday is their free day. You 
see, Morse, our best men are not swells or smart people." 

" My dear Masterson, I know |H»rfectly well that you don't now cast 
in your lot with swells and smart people. I know that you have 
deliberately come out from among the swells and smart people ; and I 
don't look much to them for the regenei-ation of England. I want to 
see your men." 

Masterson's eyes lighted vith joy. 

" The sooner the better 1 " he exclaimed. 

** The sooner the better, certainly." 

** Next Sunday evening ? " 

"Nejt Sunday?" Morse said, thinking it out. "Next Sunday; let 
me ses. Iiady Betty keeps count of my social engagements for me; 
but, oh yes, I remember. Next Sunday, Paulton, the new American 
Minister, dines with us, and I take him on to the Universe Club after- 
wards. That won't be very late, however. I could go with you then. 
Do your people mind sitti» g up' late ? " 

"ITiey would sit up a week for the chance of a conference with 
you," said Mastergon^ enthusiastically. 
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** Well, now, look here ; suppose you dine with us on Sunday. We'll 
go with Paul tun to the Univeree after; and then you shall hriiig me 
f i meet your li lends." 

Masterson seized at the proposaL 

*' I should like that of all things. I should he delighted to have i 
talk with Paulton. I did meet him once, in the tSenate House at 
Washington, years ago. He could tell me a lot of things that I 

paiticularly want to know. But " and he seemed to demur. 

'* But, then, some of your people won't care to meet me, Morse, any 
more." 

" We have only Paulton and a very few others — people you would 
like to meet and who would like to meet you— on Sundiy; it isn't 
reallv a dinner-party. Even if it were, what would that matter?" 

"Well, one thinks that it might perhaps emharrass Lady Betty. 
I am so uni)opular, Morse, in what is called society, you haven't an 
idea ; people of that kind do so hate me 1 '* 

**My dear fellow, when, do you think, did Lady Be»ty ever turn a 
cold shoulder to a man because he was unpopular ? '* Morse answered, 
a little impatiently, ** We don't go in only for smart people." 

Masterson threw a queer little glance at his friemi. " Lady Betty 
looks upon us all as so many play-actors,** he said. " She composes 
her social circle as Dor6 might one of his big pictures. She doesn't 
care what we think so long as we make up a picturesque background 
and don't crowd her principal figures. But I wonder what she'd say 
if she knew that we were going to pull down her pretty institutions— 
if she thought that we were really going to depose her dear Prince and 
Princess? I fancy she niiaht turn the cold shoulder on us all then." 

Morse's face darkened. He looked annoyed, and Masterson was not 
too full of one idea to see that he had gone too far. He went on 
quickly — 

"At any rate, Morse, FU be here on Sunday, and Fm much obliged 
to you for asking me. Then you will come and talk with my people. 
Morse, I am no prophet, but 1 can see that this may be a great day 
for England.'* 

He rose from his seat, his eyes aflame with enthusiacm. 

Morse shook his head. 

"Don't be too sanguine; don't expect anything from me. You 
know that you have accused me of having lately become horri«Uy 
practical, and unenthus^as'ic, and calculating. I don't believe I shall 
be able to go with yo*i ; but it shan't be said of me that I refused to 
hear what yon have got to say." 

"Thanks, thanks; a thousand thanks! That is all we could ask of 
you just yet. Come and see and hear. The revolution is ready. It 
waits only for the man and the signal. You are the man — not I. It 
is mine to agitate — not to lead. It shall be yours to give the signal." 
He wrung Morse's hand in gratitude, and there were tears in his eyes. 
Then he abrui)tly bade Morse good-bye. 

Morse had thought it more prudent not to say anything to Mast'^r* 
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son about the prospect of war. It would be much better, he felt sure, 
to 6iid out for himself in the first iustance what the strength and what 
the spirit and purpose of Masterson's party uiight be ; if, in faft, it 
really was a political party at all, or only a iinot of ignorant enthusiasts 
in a back room. 

Masterson went off in full delight. It was always his way to think 
anything gained which he desired to see gained ; and now his mind was 
filled with the conviction that he had only t«> bring Morse face to face 
with his party in order to satisfy Morse that the people of England 
were with them, ai^d that Morse's place was at their head. He was 
utterly without selfish ambition ; and having spent his fortune on his 
ideas, it would be the crown of his life if he might now say to his 
followers, " Behold, I have brought you your leader ; your heaven-sent 
leader, whose place it was my duty for a time to fill. I have brought 
you Sandham Morse, and now I fall into the ranks." 

Morse could see all this well enough. He was thinking of it as 
he went towards Lord Forrest^s house; he was turning it over and 
meditating on it in his peculiar uay. Morse was sincere when he 
spoke well of the dreamers. For all his practical training he was a 
^ood deal of a dreamer himself. The moment the practical part of his 
mind went off guard, if we may put it in that way, Sandham Morse 
instantly relapsed into a dreamer. He had observed this himself, and 
was amused by it sometimes. 

Lord Forrest lived in a great gaunt old house in a great gaunt old 
square. The house looked somehow as if it ought to be empty; like- 
wise as if it ought to be occasionally visited by a ghost. One expected 
to see a hatchment upon it, and by a curious association of ideas it 
brought Balzac and Thackeray at once to one's mind. 

Lord Forrest never entertained, n' ver had company of any kind 
When his son had friends to dine with him — for Lord Arden was 
encouraged to limuse himself in any way he pleased — ^his father hardly 
ever made one of the company. When the friends were very intimate 
indeed, Lord Forrest sometimes came in after dinner and smoked a 
cigarette. Yet he was not by any means an ungenial man, and when 
in the mood for talking he was a very good talker. He liked some 
women very much; Lady Betty, perhaps, most of all. He would 
never go to her house when there was any stranger there ; but he was 
of';en well pleased to go and have luncheon with her tete-d-tetey or for 
hor to come to his house and have luncheon with him. Of Morse he 
knew little more than the fact that he was Lady Betty's husband, and 
was a very sincere and honourable man, but an extreme politician who 
was the idol and hope of parliamentary democracy. 

Lord Forrest was looked up to by everybody as a man of great 
ability, and, apart from his own peculiar views, principles, and pre- 
judices, a man of great judgment and force of character. His territorial 
influence was vast; his political influence might have been vast if he 
had chosen to keep it in any manner of exercise. But he took no part 
m political life now; he had altogether given up ^l\A\i^v[i%\Xi<&^<^N^aA 
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of Lords. He had only once spoken in that House, «nd that was vben 
seme sudden and unexpected debate brought up a question concerning 
the Conservfltive party, its historical position, and its foreign policy; 
then he rose and spoke for more than half an hour, astonishing every 
one who heard him by the singular power and el(X|uence which he dis- 
played, and by his scorn alike for the modem Tory and the modem 
\Vhig. There was a cold cleamesn about his argument- which remmded 
older members of Lyndhurst, until towards the end he warmed into a 
Boit of half-poetic impassioned style in denunciation of the foreign 
poUcy of both parties, which recalled some of the bold and thrilling 
nights of Lord Ellenborough. When he sat down, every peer felt 
convinced that a new and a great career was opening. Lord Arden, 
much younger then, and just returned from wandsring in the South 
Seas, happened to come in front of the throne where privy councillors 
and the sons of peers are privileged to stand. He was at once struck 
with the argument, the eloquence, the style of the speaker. But the 
place was crowded, he could not see well, and did not know until the 
speech was done that it was spoken by his father. It was Morse who 
told him ; Morse was standing in front of him. Since that unex))ect€d 
display Lord Forrest had never spoken, and only once appeared in the 
House of Lords. 

Lord Forrest did not, however, discourage his son when Lord Arden 
desired to become a member of the House of Commons. He gave him, 
indeed, all the help and encouragement he needed; but he did not 
afterwards talk much with him about politics and his parliamentary 
career. Nobody knew why Lord Forre>t kept himself thus apart from 
active life. People talked of some great disappointment which had 
come on him ; but nobody seemed to know what it was or to have any 
particular reason for believing that anything of the kind had really 
happened. Every one knew that he detested both the great political 
parties, and that he denied the right of the reioniing family to sit en 
the English throne. He was still a devoted adherent of the Stuart 
cause. Lord Forrest, be it understood, was not merely a sane man, 
but a man of sound sense and clear understanding. He was well aware 
of the fact that he was living in the nineteenth century, and that the 
lineal descendant of the last Stuart king no longer looked on the earth. 
He had neither hope nor purpose of dethronii g the reigning family. 
But he denied that because he lived in the nineteenth century he was 
bound to accept all the nineteenth century's ways ; and he refused to 
see that because a certain dynasty was firmly established on tlie throne 
he was coi demned to allow it to become established also in his con- 
science. Therefore he refused to join in any acknowledgment of a 
revolution which he believed to have been impious, or of a throne 
which he believed to be set up in opposition to divine precept. A 
wrong he insisted was a wrong always. There was no statute of 
limitation to give it legal sanction. A tolerant man as regarded others, 
he was rigid in ruling himself; and he would not conform to the ways 
of the time. So he lived his own life a^^art. He travelled) he read. 
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he enjoyed scenery and skies, and sunrises and sunsets ; he loved art 
and antiquities and curios; he was singularly well acquainted with 
history and with literature; he was a linguist and even a scholar, 
reading new books as well as old, and not scorning even to read the 
daily |>af lers ; but for the rest living his own life almost as completely 
as though he were a hermit in the. Thehaid. 

As Morse came up to Lord Forrest's heavy stone portico and was 
about to ring, the door opened, and Lord Arden came out. The young 
man, who, notwithstanding his occasional diatribes against social bhams, 
was shy like his father, slightly coloured on seeing Morse. 

They exchanged a word or two of formal civility. "I know my 
father is expecting you," Arden said ; '' he is in his study. You don't 
know the way, perhaps. Let me show it to you." 

He showed Morse the way and then left him. 

"That young man doesn't like me," Morse said to himself. "I 
know it." He would rather, somehow, that l.ord Arden had not seen 
him there, and had not known anything of his coming. " Of course 
he will teU Betty he saw me here, and sha will wonder why I came 
here, and what I could want of old Forrest — who is fond of her, but 
never made the smallest approach to me ; and I couldn't make it all 
clear to her. She wouldn't understand me." 

All this crossed his mind in the few seconds which passed while he 
was entering Lord Forrest's study. He had never been there before, 
and just now his mind was too full of anxious thought for him to 
observe the inHications the room gave of the virtuoso and man of 
letters. Lord Forrest's study suggested a combination of the Hotel 
Cluny and the library of some old Italian palace. It was full of 
(furiosities, rare books, old miniatures, and bric-4-brac arranged with 
t he loving care of a connoisseur, if not the taste of a woman. The 
furniture was all beautiful and quaint, some of it inlaid, none of a later 
(late than the Regency. On the mantelpiece was a clock by Bouchier, 
unique of its kind. Here was a wrought iron frame with a medallion 
likeness in repouss^ silver of Marie Antoinette ; there a Catherine II. 
gold snuff-box, with enamel paintings by Van Blarenberghe, which 
had been bought out of a celebrated collection. Lord Forrest was 
standing before a plaque of Gubbio ware painted with a Madonna, gor- 
geous in colour, full of gold lustre and the inimitable ruby red, the 
undoubted work of Maestro Georgio, as seemed conveyed by the delicate 
satisfaction with which its owner contemplates it. 

Lord Forrest turned as his visitor entered. He was a tall, stooping, 
but stately old man, with a small white beard, peaked in a fashion 
that suggested the wearing of an Elizabethan rufif. His hands were 
very small and white, and somewhat shrivelled. His eyes were a deep 
dark, contrasting curiously with his white hair and beard and eyebrows. 
The eyes did not seem those of a man bom to be a recluse and a 
dreamer, although the shy, reserved, almost shrinking manner would 
have given evidence to any keen observer of the sort of life which had 
for yeara been contracting round that wasted ?acft aavV ^^>\x^ \jRii\ 
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Fon-est came forward with dignified cordiality, and addressed some 
welcoming phrases to his guest — ^at first with a perceptible hesitation, 
which he conquered and banished by an equally perceptible effort. 
Then he spoke with great deliberation and distinctness, every syllable 
falling on the ear like the sound of a drop of water. 

"I am much htmoured by a visit from Mr. Morse. I do not say 
this merely, Mr. Morse ; I feel it. I feel, too, that I ought to have 
put myself more often in the way of seeing the husband of a very dear 
young friend. But I am a strange and lonely man, Mr. Morse, and 
loy odd haliits grow on me." 

Morse's answering smile seemed peculiarly sweet, because when he 
was approaching th^ old peer there was something commanding in hiB 
air, and the expression nf his face was more than usually resolute. 

" I am much obliged to you, Lord Forrest," he said. ** I know of 
your ways from my wife ; and if I didn't, I should feel rather more 
courage than I do with regard to the object of my visit." 

Lord Forrest bowed and seated himself, motioning Morse to a cbtur 
and waiting for him to go on. 

** May I ask, Lord Forrest, that you will consider as strictly private 
what I may say to you — in the event of your not seeing your way to 
agree to what I propose ? " 

Lord Forrest's im|)aa8ive look changed for a moment to one of alert 
interest. Then he became coldly dignified again. 

•* I readily give that promise. No one who has heard anything of 
Mr. Morse can suppose he is a man to seek out or to offer imnecessary 
confidences." 

Morse paused a moment, and looked steadily at his companion. 

** Thanks, very much. I shall come straight to the point. You are 
not fond of much talking any more than I am. Look here. Lord 
Forrest, you do not mix much in the active world, but you love your 
country, her people, her honour, and her interest ? " 

'* Very dearly ; you do me no more than justice." Lord Forrest did 
not express the slightest impatience in look, gesture, or word. He 
did not seem as if he wi-hed to ask, "What is all this coming to?" 

"Very well. You are not content with the present condition of 
things in England ?" 

"Far from it. Who that loved England could watch her decay 
with content?" 

*' You see, of course, that we are drifting into a great war, and that 
w e are in the wrong ? " 

"I cannot help seeing it." Lord Forrest bent a little forward, hia 
voice took a sharper tone. "I see it with pain. I must say also, Mr. 
Morse, your people were drifting into a war just as much as these men 
now in office." 

" I know it ; I admit it to the full. That is the curse of the present 
system. Our fellows wanted to be popular. These fellows in noi» 
want to go one better. They will provoke a war, I firmly believey 
before the elections, if they can, in order to keep in office." 
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^ Yes ; I dare say. It is a shame and a scandaL Bat I have no 
doubt your forecast of the situation is yierfectly just." 

" You know," continued Morse, " how easily a war spirit can be got 
into force. Some snub to our ambassador, some scrimmage on a frontier, 
a few leading articles about the flag of England, and there you are I 
We shall have the man in the streets shrieking about the honoiir of 
England, and the bald clerk on the top of the Islington omnibus insist- 
ing that the Ministry must declare war or resign." 

Lord Forrest smiled a faint smile. 

" Mr. Morse, for a Radical, doesn't seem quite a believer in the super- 
human intelligence of the lower middle class." he said. 

" I don't believe in the superhuman intelligence of any class. But 
in this instance 1 am sure the working men are all right, and I fancy 
the best of your class, Lord Forrest, are right enough also. 'J he ques- 
tion is, can we act together ? " 

Lord Forrest stroked his pointed beard with one thin nervous hand. 

•* I am sure I should have no objection. I hope, Mr. Morse, you 
don't think I have any paltry prejudice again>t the working class, or 
any disinclination to go heart and hand with them ? I mean, of course, 
if there were anything I could do, which there is not, I am afraid." 

" Yes ; there is something you can do," Morse said bluntly. 

" What is that, pray ? " 

** Gro down to the idouse of Lords, make a speech — moving for papers 
or asking a question, or anything of the kind. Denounce the policy 
which is now conspiring to make a war in order to keep in office. 
You will find the best men in the army and navy with you, for they 
know — who could know so well? — that we are not prepared for war. 
We will support you — ^my Radical working men. 1 will strike the 
same note in the House of Commons, and it shall be echoed from a 
hundred platforms. Between us we shall kill that war, and perhaps 
the sort of policy which engenders it." 

Lord Forrest was silent for a moment. 

" Have you considered, Mr. ^orse, what responsibility they would 
take on themselves — when the general elections were over, I mean — 
who had killed that war policy ? " 

" I have ; of course, 1 have. I should never have come to see you 
if I had not. If we 6ght the dection^ on this platform, and if we win, 
then we must take the responsibility. Yoh must form an Administra- 
tion, utterly independent of party. I will support you — I will join 
you, if you like." 

The two men looked straight into each other's eyes. Lord Forrest 
was startled. Yet he evidently did not wish to show how strongly the 
proposition had affected him. His face would have been a curious 
study. He did not speak. One elbow was resting ui^m a table beside 
his chair. He made a movement and a little silver patch-box on the 
table rolled to the ground. He picked it up before he answered. 

**I a Prime Minister 1 " he said at last. '* I think," he added slowly 
*' that at this crisis England needs a stronger bulwaiVu^ 
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Morse rose ''rom his chair and stood by the hearth. ** Are we not,* 
he began with energy, not heeding Lord Forrest's protest — ^" are w« 
not despised abroad, and miserable at home? Have we not drifted 
into a policy of petty, paltry, never-ending wars with wretched half- 
civilized races, whom we massacre, no one knows why ? Are not our 
people at home cruelly taxed and miserably poor? Isn't trade pining? 
Is not agriculture ruined ? Is there not a social revolution seething 
around us and beneath us ? Have we not a horde of the poor in every 
quarter and every street, who, if they could only tind a common watch- 
wortl and make a common cause, would sweef) off the face of the earth 
the wretched sham we call our civilization? Are not these things 
true ? Do 1 exaggerate ? " 

"lliese things are true— too true; and you do not exaggerate, not 
in the least. But what do you propose to do? whom do you 
blame?" 

" Lord Forrest, I blame you, and I blame myself^ and I blame every 
man who has any influence in this sinking country and does not exert 
his influence to put a stop to the wretched system of party govern- 
ment which mvikes the fate of a whole people only a stepping-stone to 
oflice. The mass of the people must be brought into touch with the 
Government before anything can be done for the prosperity or the 
honour of this country. Well, I have, of course, ideas of my own 
which I couldn't exjfect you or any man of your class to share. I 
have lived and been an active politician in the United States and in 
some of our colonies; and I have got to understand the value of 
government by the people. I am a republican 'in principle. Lord 
Forrest ; but I haven't come to talk to you about that; 1 have come 
witdi quite a different idea — just to fight against this criminal scheme 
of war. I am pretty strong, I think, wi?h what we may call * the 
})eople * for want of any better description. It sounds too like a phrase 
from a Radical stump-orator or a Radical Sunday paper ; but it con- 
veys a distindt meaning. I am very strong with the people, and after 
the next elections shall be much stronger. Very well 1 You are very 
strong with the aristocracy, or could be, if you liked. I put aside my 
own ideas for the present, and I ask you, Will you join with me and 
help me to secure ]eace for England, and with peace the inestimable 
blessing of a Government which shall have nothing to do with party, 
and will at least govern the country for the people until the time comes 
when it can be safely governed by the people ? " 

Morse said all this in a low, deep tone, with no gesture of any kind ; 
the intensity of his earnestness only showing itself in his eyes and in 
a certain quivering of the veins in his strong hands. He had stood up 
when he was beginning to speak, but it suddenly seemed to him as if 
to talk standing up had too much of a theatrical aspect, and, after 
a minute, he quietly resumed his seat and went on with what he had 
to say. 

Again Lord Forrest stroked his beard as if in deep thought, and his 
ivhite brows bent over his dark eyes, which gazed fixedly at the Gubbia 
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Madonna, their lustre encouraging Morse to hope that he had iiicpired 
the recluse with thoughts of action. 

" Are you really serious, Mr. Morse ? Do you really ask me — ^me, 
of all men in the world — to go iuto puhlic life and to take part in a 
Gk)vemmi nt ? " • 

" Precisely, Lord Forrest ; that is what I do ask you to do. In all 
your class you are the only man who could do what I want done. 
You were never a professional politician ; all who know you or any- 
thing (»f you would trust you to the full. The people, as I call them, 
think highly of you, the poor all adore yom: son ; your great ability is 
known everywhere, and it is all the better that it hasn*t been shredded 
away in a lite of political struggle.'' 

Lord Forrest made a gesture of deprecation. Morse went on, •* Only 
t€ll me to-day that you are willing to take the lead of an Administra- 
tion which is to have no concern with party, and I will tell all those 
over whom I have any influence that they are best serving their 
country when they insist on putting you at the head of affairs. All 
the strength I have shall be yours. If you desire it, and will accept 
my services, I will serve under you. Come, Lord Forrest, think it 
over, at least. The peo| le of this country do not wholly hate and 
despise their own ari^^tocracy — yet. Let them come together; give 
them a chance. You are the only man who can do it.** 

Lord Forrest rose abruptly, and made a few paces forward and back 
again. Morse remained waiting the effect of his words. 

*'Mr. Morse, I am, I might almost say, bewildered. You are a 
leading man in politics, a practical man, a man of great ability and 
influence. What you say must, therefore, have something in it worth 
the attention of any one; and yet I cannot understand all this. 
Remember that I have never taken any part in politics. I know 
nothing of the management of public business." 

" That is exactly why we want you." 

" We ? Are there others ? " 

'* Yes. I have not ventured to make this appeal to you on my own 
part merely. I did not think it right to speak to you until I could be 
certain that I spoke for others as well, and that 1 could give you all 
the strength and support I am now able to offer. I can offer to you, 
Lord Forrest— to you, who are, I believe, in principle, a strong 
reactionary— the Fup|)ort of the great mass of the democratic party in 
this country. 1 hey look to you, not as a reactionary', but as a high- 
minded man ; as a man of commanding abilities and influence; a man 
of authority. We are sick of party government. We believe it has 
degraded us and weakened us ; kept our poor poor, and our ignorant 
ignorant. We ask you to try a better systen\, and we say that, 
reactionary though you be, we, the true democrats, will trust in you 
and give you our most cordial support, and call for you from every 
platform in the country." 

" And you, Mr. Morse," Lord Forrest said, "wUla. «b ^cwq<^ «xA 
gracious smile, ^''you declare yourself willing U) tiakfe oSSve^i ^^Ocl \aft 
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in an Administration; you, who people say haye only to wait for 
the general elections to become the Railical Prime Minister ? " 

''I am willing to tilie office with you, under you, to take any office, 
and to postpone my Radical purposes until we shall first have saved 
Uie State." 

" I wonder how many of my friends would believe this if they were 
to hear of it on any authority but that of you or me ? Now, Mr. 
Morse, I will answer you. Well, I cannot but feel greatly compli- 
mented and greatly honoured by what you have said of me, and by the 
confidence which you are willing to place in me. But you have over- 
rated altogether my abilities and my influence. I am quite unequal 
to a part 8uch as that which >'ou are kind enough to think I still might 
play. Twenty years ago ; ten years ago ; perhaps even five years ago 
1 might have had the mental and bndily strength ; I might even have 
had some of the inclination, Mr. Morse ; but then, aa now, there wuuld 
have been one insuperable difficulty." 

" I have heard something of th.it," Morse said; **but surely, Lord 
Forrest, a mere scruple, a sort of punctilio, uf that kind, is hardly 
serious enough to prevent a patriotic Englishman from doing a duty to 
his country ? ** 

'* It is not a scruple or a punctilio with me, Mr. Morse ; it is a set 
and fixed principle. I can hold no office under a dynasty made by a 
revolution. I respect the reigning sovereign for her personal virtue 
and her great good-will to her people ; I respect all her family because 
of my respect for her : but I cannot in my conscience do any act of 
homage or recognition tx) the House of Hanover. It is impossible, Mr. 
Morse. I am not an opportunist." 

"Nor I," Morse said almost roughly; "but surely we must take 
realities as we find them. Here is the House of Hanover ; we have 
nothing to put in its place." 

" No ? I had always understood that Mr. Morse would, if he could, 
put something in its place ? " 

" A republic ? Ye"*, Lord Forrest, certainly, with all my heart ; I 
would if I could. But I don't see much chance just at the moment, 
and in the meantime I think we must do the best we can for the 
countiy with the means at our hand." 

"Your case is different, mine admits of no argument. You are 
young, you are strong ; you have your place and your work in politics ; 
you are a distinct power and an influence. Even in my hermit life I 
find some sound of your career borne in upon my ea' s every now and 
then, as a lonely man in a study or an invalid in his bed might hear 
the sounds of a military band marching past. You may well tiiink 
you are bound to mal^e the best of things as they are. But I have no 
call to politics ; I have given up all place in political life. I do not 
feel that I have any " mission," if I may use that rather grandiloquent 
word. I do not believe I have any longer the capacity to do any 
real service to the country. I don't believe I, or you and I together, 
could prevent this war ; and I may safely indulge my scruples, even if 



KOORAU AND HER REEDS. 63 

they were no more than scruples* No, Mr. Morse; it cannot be. 
Deeply as I feel the honour you have done me, I must refuse." 

** 1 am son*) ," Morse said bluntly, and he got up. 

"But yon are not sorry that you have come to see me, I hope? 
You are disappointed, no doubt; but not sorry that we have had this 
talk together?" 

"Certainly not, Lord Forrest; and I don't know that I am even 
dl^ppointed ; for 1 did not really expect that I should be able to pre- 
vail on you. But I thought I would do my best, and at least leave no 
8t>»ne unturned." 

" I am very glad we have met," Lord Forrest said, rising ; " we 
understand each other — for the first time. I have heard you spoken of 
as an ambitious and self-seeking man. I now see that you are a patri- 
otic Englishmau ; i respect you ; and I shall always believe in you, 
whatever tongues may speak against you." 

They parted without many more words. Morse went away much 
impress^ by the futile chivalry, the heroic scruples, the inflexible, 
hopeless purpose of the old man ; the last surviving champion of the 
Jacobite lost cause ; the man who was faithful to its memory when 
nothing but a memory of the vaguest kind was left. It had been an 
efibrt to him to make up his mind to go to Lord Forrest, whom he 
inly knew through Lady Betty, and of whom he knew that Lord 
Forrest would not have him Lady Betty's husband if he could. Truth 
TO say, Morse felt sometimes a little "sat upon " by his wife's royal 
friends and noble relatives; and a little inclined to let the spirit of 
republican democracy rise up within him in aggressive self-assertion. 
But he stifled his objections, and he sought an interview with Lord 
h'orrest in the honest belief that it would be well for the country if 
a Ministry on a new principle could be formed under such a man, and 
would speak bravely out for peace. 

*• Well, I have done my best," he thought ; ** and now I am free 
again to walk my own way. I must see whether there is anything to 
come of Masterson and his democrats. I doubt if they have any 
strength behind them; but let us see. I wish to Heaven it could l»e 
made to appear that Masterson is not the crazy fanatic every one says 
he is. But even if everybody is right, I shall have done no harm by 
giving my old friend a chance of proving that everybody was wrong." 



CHAPTKR VIIL 

koorAli and her reeds. 

M0B8E then turned in the direction of KoorMi's house. He was going 
to make his firat call on her. Even if he had been likely to forget his 
engagement it could not have gone out of his mind, for that morning, 
as he was leaving the house. Lady Betty herself asked \ivro. ta ca.V\ ^\. 
Mrs. 'Kenway% and ask her to come to (Unner in a. fa\eu^":j ^wj^^sv^ 
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then go with Lady Betty to one of Mr. Whistler's ten o'clock lectures. 
I^ut Morse would not have forgotten in any case. He was much 
interested in Koorkli ; more perhaps than he really knew ; more at least 
thiin he actually thought of. To certain men a womnn is sometimeti 
like a strain of music, accompanying without consciousness on their 
part all the movements of their minds. One sits at his desk and is 
writing, and all the time some sweet soft notes of distant music breathe 
into his ear and his soul, and poeticize his commonplace prosaic work 
in a way of which he is hardly conscious or not conscious at all. So 
it was with Morse just now. The Koorkli music-noie was with him 
while he was arguing with Lord Forre«<t and when listening to Master- 
son. It was with him as he walked through the hurrying noisy 
streets, and thought of the approaching political struggle and 'the part 
he ntight have to play. Morse was in many ways a lonely sort uf 
man. Perhaps he was too busy to have time to be anything but 
lonely ; for he was capable of close companionship and warm affection. 
'1 he truth was he did not stop to think much about companionships ; 
and he felt that he had from his wife all the affection that a man of 
the world is entitled to, or could want, or could know what to do witL 
To-day somehow he felt younger and not quite lonely. 

Koor^li was alone. He was ^h* wn into the drawing-room. The 
windows, back and front, stood open, and, though it was London, 
there was a gentle sighing breeze, and summer's breath still filled the 
place. The light ^^as soft, however, shaded by outside blinds. He 
could not associate her with broad hard noonday. She was too tender, 
too sweetly serious, too poetic. This fancy glanced through his mind 
as his eye fell u^>on her standing by a basket of reeds and bulrushes — 
rough, country, sedgy things — and a mass of ox-eyed daisies. She 
wore a white dress that clung about her as her draperies had a 
way of clinging ; and the sleeves fell back from her little white arms 
raised to adjust the bulrushes in a vase almost as tall as herself. She 
looked very small, because of her slendemess, and her face might have 
been that of a thoughtful child. Imagination draws rapid sketches 
and delights in contrasts. A vivid mental picture seemed to alternate 
with the actual one— curiously unlike, and yet like. Perhaps it was 
the flowers that suggested that great mass of exotics before which 
Lady Betty had stood the night before, and Lady Betty herself, also 
slender and small of head, in her red brocade, with her pretty frivolity 
pnd girlish laugh, sweetest flower in the hot-house of society. 

Koor^Ii left her reeds and daisies as he entered. She gave him hei 
hand. The conventional phrases followed. It was kind of him to 
come — so soon. She was glad to be at home. Her husband was in 
the house somewhere. And she made a movement towards the bell. 

But he interposed with little ceremony. The conventional phrases 
jarred. 

" Don't let Mr. Kenway be disturbed — at all events not just yet 
And please go on arranging your flowers. I should like to watcli you. 
It will do me good." 
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Why ?" she asked seriously, and went back to her reeds. He put 
do''^n his hat, and came near to her, leaning over the end of the 
gnind piano, which served her as a talie. 

** Why ? '* he repeated, with his grave sweet smile, and a gesture 
that Feemed to indicate freedom to take breath. ''Because it*s 
Australian, and fresh and natural. Because Tm a little tired, I think, 
of the glare and noise of life in London ; the political situation — I have 
been facing it this morning ; and the baying of the war-whelps and 
clashing of cymbals in drawing-rooms. It's a relief and a pleasure to 
see that there are such things as bulrushes and daisies — they ought 
to be wattle-bloom and scrub-jasmine for you. Yon see, Mrs. Kenway, 
that I really haven't come to pay a duty call, and to talk * the fine 
weather,' as last nio:ht you seemed half afraid I meant to do." 

His words chimed with her fancy about him on the previous even- 
ing. This was one of the moments when he stood back from the 
footlights. A thrill of pleasure shot through her that in her presence 
he should be different from the statesman Morse, whom the world 
knew ; the strong-willed, daring, patient, iconoclastic leader of a new 
democracy. 

*' I knew you would not talk * the fine weather,* " she said. 

** We didn't do so even the first — the only time in Australia that 
we met ; and I suppose it is just that which makes me want to get off 
the conventional track now/' he said. "I came really .to talk about 
you yourself, Mrs. Kenway, and about South Britain. You haven't 
made it a republic yet! " 

" Nor have you made Great Britain a republic, Mr. Morse." 

" The one may come to mean the other," he returned. 

There was some talk about a measure for enabling the Australian 
colonies to form a federation with England. 

"I don't like it," Morse said abruptly. **I think I ought to oppose 
that bill. Of course it's only permissive, and the colonies may fairly 
be allowed to do as they like. But I don't see why they should go into 
a federation with the old country." 

" Nor I," Koorali said hastily, and then stopped, as if she ought not 
to have expressed an opinion. 

** I would rather have small States if one could," Morse w^ent on. 
** I think human character comes out better. But we can't help the 
agglomeration of States I suppose ; it's the fashion now. Only 1 don't 
see what your Australian colonies are likely to get from a federation 
Lut some of the faults of the old State. Look at that war the other . ' 
day that we were engaged in. Nine out of every ten Englishmen 
here at home said in private that it was a blunder and a crime ; said 
it and believed it. Your Australian colonists send us men to carry 
on the war; free colonists lending their helping hand to murder poc^r 
Arabs for defendino: their country ajjainst an inexcusable invasion. 
That's what you will get by federation." 

"I am so glad to hear you say so," Koor^W exciVaim^^, V\>t)ft. V\\A- 
ling ejefc "/ was bitterly grieved to hear that any oi o>xc cs3^QPci\^Na 
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oould lend a band in such a cruel and shameful war, but erery oem 
was Hgaindt me." She was thinking especially of her husband's wild 
exultation over the warlike ardour of the colonists. " And of course I 
didn't know much about it; and I was almost afraid to open my 
mouth." 

** Your instincts led you the right way," Morse said. ** I should 
have known how you felt if you hadn't told me." 

Koor&li could not help remembering her husband's utter amazement 
when he found that hhe did not share his opinions and his enthusiasm. 

*' I should like to bear what you say in the House of Commoos," 
she said timidly, '* alxiut the bill." 

** If I should speak," Morse answered, ** I will let you know in good 
time ; and I will get you a place in the ladies' gallery. But it may 
not come on at all this session perhaps." 

Then they let that subject drop. 

•* Tell me," he said. " You were going to your kingdom when I 
met you thai time. Was it a happy reign? Don't you remember, 
you wished to be a 'heart-queen?* Well— were you? Was the 
crown one of roses?" 

The phrase she had used and which had struck his fancy occurred 
to him at tite moment. He had a half- wish to convey a delicate 
compliment by its repetition. But the compliment passed unnoticed. 
EooiAli answered with gentle gravity. 

" The reign did not last long." 

" Hi)W was that ? " he asked. " Your father remained in office." 

" Yes, for some time. But he married." 

" And his wile took your place 1 Your stepmother. Ah ! — ^yes, 
I see." 

There was involuntarily a tragic note in Morse's exclamation. He 
seemed to understand it all now. His heart was filled with pity for 
the young ignorant creature, deposed by an unwelcome stepmother, 
slighted perhaps, and to whom a husband had represented liberty and 
a refuge. Uu longed to ask her some questions about her marriage, 
but restrained the impulse. 

" I have a very tender memory of South Britain," he said. *' At 
this moment it seems but yesterday that I watched the little steamer 
puffing up the river while I went out to sea." 

" And yet," she said, "everything has happened since then." 

" Everything ? To you ? " 

She coloured a little. 

**I have married. I have got to know the world. My children 
have come to me." 

" You have children? " he asked. He looked at her with a sort of 
wistful interest — the interest that a man may sometimes feel in a 
young mother when the passing thought strikes him that his own 
wife has never had a child. 

" I have two," answered KoorMi. " And indeed, Mr. Morse," she 
added brightly, "it makes one feel that girlhood is a long way off 
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irhen, as was my case this morning, one has to think of sending a boy 
to school." 

He smiled rather sadly. " I can't imagine you fitting out a boy for 
school. I can only think of you as Koorkli, * the Little Qupen.* ** 

Again that shade of melancholy came over her iiace. She did not 
iuswer. 

" Do you remember,'* he said, " my prophecy that before six years 
had passed we should meet in London ? " 

** Yes," she replied. " But it is more than six years.** 

** And do you remember,*' he asked again, " how you told me of a 
fuller life — a world filled with lovely bodiless things, which seemed so 
near to you when you wandered alone in the bush 'i ** 

" Oh ! *' she uttered a childlike cry, and paused for a moment, looking 
at him with eyes lighted up and parted lips. *' You haven't forgotten 
the foolish things 1 said to you on that day — so many years ago i^" 

** I have forgotten nothing about that day,*' he answered. " It 
remains vividly in my memory; it's like some incomplete poem, or 
like some picture one gets a glimpse of once and once only, as he 
hurries through some loreign gallery, and which gets in a moment 
engraved lastingly on the mind. I am always in a hurry, and I have 
had that sort of experieace.** 

"Yes," she said thoughtfully. "There are pictures like that, 1 
suppose ; and I know there are scenes that stay with one always." 

" I told you," he continued, " that when we met in some London 
drawing-room, I would ask you if you had kept the fancies and the 
dreams you spoke of then. I thought of that last -night ; but I did 
not ask you." 

EoorMi let her hands fall, and with them a cluster of daisies tha<i 
she had been putting together. Her lip trembled. She bent straight 
upon him eyes full of pathos and questioning and then turned them 
slowly away again without replying. 

They were both silent for a minute or two. She gathered up her 
daisies once more. The breeze had risen slightly, and came in through 
the open windows, rustling the bulrushes. It was not like London 
somehow. 

*• Do you hear the wind 9" he asked abruptly, yet in a dreamy tone. 
*• It seems to come from a long, long way off." 

She smiled answeringly. Their eyes met — his had never left her 
face. They exchanged silent sympathy and trust. The looks seemed 
both to say, " You and I gaze backward across an ocean." She tu.ne d 
again to her reeds and tiowers, and put the finishing touch to her 
work. The vase was filled now. 

** Where do you get your rushes ? " he said, in the same abrupt way, 
as though he were talking to cover some slight pain or confusion. It 
was he who was embarrassed and unlik(; himself. That silent passing- 
by of his remark struck him as pathetically significant, and, he thought, 
characteristic of her. It was in keeping with a aim^Y^ ivcQRX.\i^"«» ^^ 
had — to hi/u &t least — in which he found her greatest c^l^^ox. 
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^ They came from a tiny place which my husband has taken in 
Lyridsbire. A river flows by the house." 

" Perhaps it is our river," said Morse. ** We, too, have a place in 
Lyndshire, and a river also. We shall probably go there this autumn. 
It used to be my wife's old home, and her father gave it up to her 
when we married. She is fond of Bromswold. How strange, Mrs. 
Kenway, if we should both belong to the same county ! I wonder if 
you will like the country in England ? " 

'*! don't know much about that county, or about any English 
country," said KoorML ** I have only been once to the Grey Manor 
for a few days. Crichton took it because of the hunting, 1 believe, 
and because it is near where his people used to live." 

They talked some generalities, and Morse delivered Lady Betty's 
invitation, and explained somewhat the nature of Mr. Whistler's '*ten 
o'clock." 

The sudden sharp creaking of a pair of boots disturbed the conversa- 
tion. Crichton Kenway came in. Kenway was always a well-dressed 
and a graceful man, but somehow or other his boots invariably creaked. 
As he was coming in, Koorkli stood right in his line of vision, and he 
did not see that Morse was in the room. He spoke sharply to his wife. 

"Of course, Koor2ili, I needn't ask; you never thought of sending 
about that coachman? I knew you would forget it." 

" Oh no," KooriUi answered quietly. " I have sent." 

Then Kenway saw Morse coming forward, and he became suddenly 
embarrassed. Morse must have heard his words to his wife and 
noticed his manner. He welcomed Morse cordially enough, however, 
and they talked '* the fine weather." KoorMi fell into the background 
a little for a ujoment or two. Kenway had seen her cheek redden 
slightly as he spoke to her on his coming in, and he knew that she 
felt humiliated. He thought ho saw Morse's eye resting with an ex- 
pression of commiseration on her. Kenway was a thorough man of 
the world, in the smoking-room sense of the words. He was a firm 
believer in the " fire and tow " principle as regards man and woman. 
Here is the fire, there is the inflammable matter; bring these two 
together and shall there not be a blaze ? The inflammable matter in 
this instance he identified with the man. If the woman was the fire 
it was a cold fire— a fire like that of Vesta. He had not the slightest 
fear about KoorMi. But an idea came into his mind about Morse, and 
it filled him with complacency. 

" Your people are coming in after the elections, every one tells me,* 
he said. 

"It is hard to say," Morse answered rather coldly ; " things are 
uncertain and mixed. So far as I can conjecture — it isn't much better 
than conjecture — I should say we are likely to be strong." 

"Then you are sure to be Prime Minister." 

Kenway rather affected a kind of not ungraceful bluntness, a coming- 
to-the-point manner. It gave an appearance of frankness and sincerity. 
ThDve w^as a joyous and congratulatory sound vn Vi\% vovcft as he said 
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these words, the tone of one who is so sincerely delighted at the 
prospect of a friend's success that he cares not even though the friend 
shoidd know it. He was thinking at tbe same time what a splendid 
thing it might be for him if Koorali could get some influence over the 
coming Prime Minister. 

** If I come up to the fence I must take the jnmp, I suppose," Morse 
snid. '* But it is not quite certain that I shall ride. It' I am to be 
Prime Minister there must be no war." 

Kenway did not quite follow the train of thought, and in any case 
would have attached little importance to what seemed to him Morse's 
conventional disclaimer of ambitious purpose. 

" Oh, if yoiu* people — our people, I mean — come in, there is no one 
but you who could carry on a Government. Kvery one is clear about 
that. At all events, ninety-niae men out of a hundred say you are 
the coming Prime Minister." 

Morse smiled, and glanced at Koorali. 

"The hundredth man sometimes knows better," he said. "I 
wonder what the hundredth man says in this case?" 

Koor^i admired and was impressed by his quiet tranquil way ; the 
composure with which he showed himself equal to either fortune. She 
was accustomed to fussy ways, even about the merest trifles, and 
Morse's manner was new and charming to her. 

** Shan't you be proud to know the Prime Minister of England, 
KoorMi?" Kenway asived, suddenly turning to her. 

**I am proud to know Mr. Morse," she said with an enthusiasm 
which she did not take any pains to repress. Morse looked at her 
gratefully. He understood her meaning thoroughly. 

After a while Morse took his leave. Kenway watched with close 
attention the parting of Morse and Koor^lL Their eyes did not meet; 
there was no glance or half-glauce significantly intei changed. "Nut 
yet," Kenway said to hiYnself. 

" I like him ever so much," Kenway exclaimed to Koorali, as they 
found themselves aLme. " Don't you like him, Koorali? " 

"Very much. He impresses me. I think he is so sincere and 
strong." 

" Quite 80. I say, Koorjlli, I hope he will come here very often, 
don't you ? He is a man to know." 

" Do you think he is a man easy for every one to know ? " Koorilli 
asked quietly. 

" Oh, yes ; I don't mean that. He is a man one ought to know. 
He will have tremendous influence before long. They say he will be 
Prime Minister. He neemed to like you, I thought. But for that 
matter every one does now." 

Kenway thought more of his wife when people liked her. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

"what do you call LONDON SOCIETY?** 

Thb Sunday dinner-party at Lndy 6etty*8 was, as Morse had fcoU 
Idasterson, sroall. As at first planned it was to be hardly a diDue^ 
party at all, in the ordinary sense of the word ; only a Sunday dinner- 
party—one of those little gatherings now growing common in LoDdon 
society in which the smallness of we numbBr is supposed, in some sort 
of way, to mitigate the conventional objection to festivities on tiie 
** day of rest" 

Lady Betty came of a somewhat strict family on both sides ; but she 
liked a ^zood deal of freedom for herself, while yet she was imwilling 
to shock the regulated ideas of the set from amongst which she came. 
So she had very suon fallen into the way of having small, quiet, unpre- 
tentious, deprecatory little dinners on the Sunday. This particular 
day she intended to have, besides Mr. I^aulton, only Lady Deveril, who 
had written nuvcls about society and fashion, and affected the air of a 
literary hack, talked of "copy,** and inveighed against publishers; 
Mr. Piercy, a scientific man, considered even by his own scientific set 
as somewhat too bigoted in his atheism ; and the Rev. Father St. 
Maurice, a young man of good family, who had been a clergyman of 
the Church of England and a popular ])reacher, had then become a 
free-thinker and started a service and a Sunday hall of his own, and 
finally had gone over to the Catholic Church. He was a favourite in 
society through all his changes; every one believed in his sincerity. 
Morse bad, however, added on Masterson since then ; and Lady Betty 
had bethought her of the Ken ways, and of Ardcn, whom she thought 
Koorili would like to meet. 

Lady Betty was especially friendly and warm to Masterson. She 
went towards him holding out both her hands when he entered, and she 
reproached him with gentle earnestness for not coming to see her more 
often. 

The Ken ways were a little late. The company, with the exception 
of Lord Arden, was all gathered in the drawing-room before Crichton 
and Koortlli made their appearance. This was just as well ; for Lady 
Betty was enabled to sound the praises of Koorkli in advance to every 
one of her other guests. 

When Mr. and Mrs. Crichton Kenway were announced — Kenway 
would never give his name without the ** Crichton" — Lady Betty 
tripped up to Koorali and kissed her. The curious likeness and unlike- 
ness at once apparent between the two women was again noticed by 
the husband of each one. Lady Bettj''s simple white dress had been 
put on with the slip:ht]y malicious design that it should serve as a 
counterfoil to the elaborate aitistic costumes, presumably to be seen at 
Mr. Whistler's reception. KoorMi also was in white ; and there was 
a little more colour than usual in her cheeks, which made her eyes look 
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darker and larger. She was slightly confused for a moment by Lady 
Betty's kiss, and deeply touched by this mark of cordiality — for 
Koorili's heart was one of those which unfolds to kindness as a flower 
expands in sunshine. She returned it with a look of shy gratitude not 
devoid of dignity that was very pretty, and that prepossessed every one 
present in her favoiu*. Crichtou's profound bow was a triumph of 
dramatic art. It suggested somehow the thought of a man originally 
femiliar to courts, but for some time an exile from their grace and 
tfplendour, and who in the satisfaction of his return to his rightful 
sphere marks his restoration by an especial floridness of courtesy. All 
the time, however, he contrived to send searching glances round the 
room, anxious to know at once who was there, and whom it would be 
well for him to fasten on and whom to avoid. He was a little dis- 
appointed ; there was no one particularly interesting in his sense, he 
thought, except Lady Betty herself, who was of course a great person- 
age everywhere. 

They did not wait for Arden, who had the privileges of kinship here, 
and was not treated with formality. 

Morse took down Lady Deveril; Mr. Paulton had charge of the 
hostess ; Lady Betty introduced Mr. St. Maurice to KoorMi ; he would 
suit her better she thought than any of the other men. The dinner 
table was round ; the guests were not too many for general conversa- 
tion. Lady Betty detested what she called table cThote dinners, where 
every one talked only to his next neighbour. Crichton Kenway's eyes 
sparkled with gratification as he surveyed the appointments of the 
table. He enjoyed nothing in the world so thoroughly as a good dinner 
well served. 

Lady Deveril was a round-faced woman, with twinkling grey eyes, 
still young, with a mass of short-cropped hair standing out everywhere 
round her head. Father St. Maurice was tall, courtly, handsome, with 
meek grave manners which sometimes concealed a shaft of satire, as 
the ivy of Harmodious concealed the blade of his sword. Mr. Piercy 
was robust, with a bold square fort-head. These two had been well- 
acquainted before St. Maurice became a free-thinker, and while Piercy 
stiU made it a practice to go to church on Sunday. They were near 
each other at table. 

" Well, and how do you like yoiu* new superstition, Maurice ? " was 
Pisrcy's genial greeting. 

** Much better than our old hypocrisy," was St. Maurice's bland reply. 

Koor^li could not help smiling ; her smile pleased St. Maurice. 

At that moment Arden entered, and after making his apologies to 
Lady Betty, slipped into the vacant place, which was next Lady 
Deveril and opposite Koorkli. 

" I don't want much dinner, Lady Betty," he said. " I have been 
dining already, I am ashamed to say. You should have been with us, 
St. Maurice. I couldn't ask you, for we are so poor that we are not 
allowed to have any guests ; but we do a lot of good, or at \q»&\*^^^ \x^ 
ta It's for the widows of seamen, dou't you knovr ?^^ 
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There set in a talk about the condition of things in England. Mr, 
Paultnn was very anxious to get an accurate view of everything, and 
thought he could not have come to a better place for the purpose. He 
asked various questions about politics and social life. Somehow he 
found that the greater number of days he lived in England, the leca 
knowledge of any accurate kind he seemed to possess. Up to tL< 
time he had found himself mainly engaged in the process of getting 
rid of convictions which he had brought with him in advance con- 
cerning everythmg in England; and he did not seem to be taking in 
many new and true ideas in thi' place of those he had to throw over- 
board. 

" What I want,* Mr. Paul ton said, " is to get information. I am 
here in what would be called, I presume, a representative company, in 
the very heart of your London society — in your West End ; and \ 
have the rare good fortune to find a company which, though small, 
appears to me to include representatives of very different shades of 
public opinion. Now, I want to know something about English life 
of this present day. Can you tell me ? " 

** What do you want to be told about, Mr. Paulton ? " Lady Betty 
asked. "Do you want to hear about the social revolution? Mr. 
Masterson can tell you all that. Do you want to hear West End 
scandal? If so, I fancy I can instruct you as well as another. 
Radicalism? Why, you are quite near my husband. Literature? 
Lady Deverilhas written three novels — is it three, Susie? — yes, three 
novels — and they have all been favourably reviewed in the papers.*' 

Lady Deveril gave a little shudder, which seemed to tell of an over- 
*.axed brain. " Pray don't speak of my work. It's a relief to escape 
from it. 1 have been correcting proofs all the morning." 

"Is that worse than collecting 'copy'?" asked Lord Arden, 
Innocently. 

Kooraii glanced at the authoress with amused interest. 

"Mrs. Ken way is wondering whether }ou mean to turn her into 
'copy,'" continued Arden. 

"Oh," said Lady De»eril, with serene patronage, " Mrs. Ken way 
doesn't understand our literary jargon yet." 

" Proofs should be read by an illiterate person, to whom the laws of 
punctuation are a novelty," sententiously observed Mr. Piercy. 

" Correcting proofs is the most maddening occupation in all the 
ivorld," said Lady Betty, feelingly. 

" By the way, Lady Betty," asked P^ather St. Maurice, " how is your 
article on Venetian ironwork getting on? Have }ou hunted up any 
more authori ties ? " 

" I hate Venice ! I hate iron ! " exclaimed Lady Betty. " I believe 
in occupation for women, Mr. Kenway," she added, turning her beaming 
smile on Crichton ; " and I ti ied to set a good example by writiiig 
things, don't you know ? I exhausted ferns and Flemish lace ; and 
now I'm done to death by iron. I'll never write anything again, i 
can't round my periods." 
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•• Oh, but we dou't try to round our periods nowadays, do we^ La«ly 
Deveril ? " said Arden, 

There was a laugh. 

** Well, Mr. Paulton," said Lady Betty, " anyhow, you see literature 
is pretty well represeDte<i. Lord Ardeu is an authority on the Salvation 
Army and the White Ribbon movement." 

Loid Arden put in a gentle protest. 

Lady Betty went on, " As for the condition of England in regnrd 
to religion ; well, here is Mr. St. Maurice. He ought to know all about 
that, his experience has been varied.*' 

Is England improving or decaying ? " Mr. Paulton asked. 
Lnprovmg," Mr. St. Maurice said, with a look of ineffable convic- 
tion. " Improving, surely. On the verge, I should say, of a complete 
renovation." 

** Sinking, decaying, tumbling into utter ruin and perdition," Master- 
son exclaimed. **But it must fall into utter ruin before it can be 
regenerated. Everything has got to come down before anything can 
be put up again. We have to pass through a terrible ordeal ; then 
will come out purified, disenthralled, and regeuerated, the true England 
—the England of the t'utui e." 

** What England wants," Piercy declared, " is true scientific way of 
thinking. We want to get rid of superstitions; we want to shake off 
the grasp of the dead hand in our literature and our social life as well 
as in our charitable organizations. Let us have facts and face them. 
Above all things, gentlemen, no dreams, as the Emperor Alexander of 
Bussia said to the Polish de))utation." 

"What England wants," Lady Deveril gently sighed, "is the 
capacity to dre.im." 

** What Enirland wants," Father St. Maurice murmured, "is the all- 
pervading, all-quickening sense of religion." 

" What England wants," said Morse, " is the sympathy of class with 
class." 

" Yes," KoorMi spoke out with courage, " little as I have seen of 
England, I have seen ihaV* 

" What England wants," Masterson declared, " is a social revolution. 
She must clear out her ari;>tocracy and her capitalists before she can 
even breathe." 

" Oh, but surely," Kenway said, looking to Lady Betty, ** you would 
Dot have an England without gentlemen ? " 

" Seems to me," Mr. Paulton observed, " that England wants pretty 
well everything ; or that she wants nothing at all. But I guess there's 
something in what Mr. Morso says about the want of sympathy 
between class and class. And I think there's something in what this 
gentleman saj'^s, too," and he turned to Mr. St. Maurice. '"You do 
seem to me to want a new and fresh breath of religious thought. 
Your atmosphere is a little stagnant in that way, so far as I can 
oee." 

** We hope to quicken it^" Mr. St Maurice said m^ ^^ «as^^ ^* 
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quiet radiance which b(H;omes and lienpeaks the convinced enthuilast. 
** Our time is near at hand, Mr. Paulton." 

**And that time, sir, is ?" 

" The time of the Church," St. Maurice said in a low and measured 
tone. 

** May I ask, sir, what Church ? " 

** There is only one Church," St. Maurice replied. 

" Rot 1 '* Mr. Piercy grumbled below his breath. Then he said aJond, 
**I hope we are near the end of superstition in England. This un- 
fortunate country has been groaning for centuries enough under the 
nightmare of superstition ; it is time that the dawn came and allowed 
her to wake and get up and do something." 

**Does science to-day call faith superstition?" Eoorkli asked 
pluck ily. 

Morse thought it prudent to intervene here, and save her from the 
man of science. ** I have often," he said, ** wondered whether it is 
really possible for people to %e,\, to know the true and special character- 
istics of the age and the society in which they live. What is the leading 
characteristic of London society at the present hour ? " 

" What do you call London society ? '* Masterson asked. 

" Exactly," Mr. Piercy struck in. ** What do you call it ? Is its 
centre in Marlborough House ; or the Houses of Parliament ; or the 
British Museum ; or the Hall of Science at the East End? " 

** Or the South Kensington Museum; or the Grrosvenor Gallery?" 
Lady Deveril suggested. 

** Or the Eleusis Club ? " Lady Betty said with a smile. 

**I give no opinion," Masterson said. "I have nothing to do with 
London society. If you want to know anything about the real life 
and manhood and womanhood of England, I might put you on the 
right track. I know what are the classes who will shape the destiny 
of a better England than ours — ^a true England. But what you call 
society is not worth five minutes' serious study to any man who hai> 
anything real to do in life." 

** I don't think I seem to advance much in my mastery of the English 
social problem," Mr. Paulton observed, with a quiet smile. "You 
don't seem to be able to agree among yourselves even as to what 
London society is." 

" What do yon call London society, dear Lady Betty?" 

It was Lady Deveril who asked the question. She a>ked it really i.Q 
the spirit of one who desires information. Now, to Mr. Paulton, for 
example, or any other strariger, it would probably seem as if a Lady 
Deveril ought to be as much of an authority upon the constituent 
elements of Londim society as a Lady Betty Morse. But it was not 
so. Lady Deveril was the daughter of an English country gentleman. 
She had married a banker, who sat for years in the House of Commons, 
subscribed liberally to his party, found many eligible candidates and 
much election expenses for them, and was made a peer for his patriotic 
JAbours and sacrifices. In Lady Betty Morse's family, on the side of 
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her mother as well as of her father, peerages hegan to set in rather 
before the days of Hengist and Horsa. 

Kenway looked towards his hostess with deferential interest. Arden 
glanced at Koor^li. There was an odd smile on his face. 

**0h, well," Lady Betty said, with a certain pretty mixture of 
diffidence and conviction, " I suppose society means the people thai 
one meets and knows, don't you think ? " 

Even Mr. Piercy was amused at the blended simplicity and scientific 
accuracy of this definition. Lady Betty was perfectly correct. Society, 
in the conventional sense of the word, meant just what she had said — 
the people Lady Betty was in the habit of meeting, and knowing as 
well as meeting. Poor Masterson audibly groaned. Morse felt it too, 
although in a different way. 

" I sometimes think," Morse said, '* that we want a great national 
misfortune in this country to shake us out of our sleek contented 
indolence, and to shake us into a common feeling of concern for each 
other ; to make us English men and women, and not people of different 
classes and sets. We have been too prosi^rous — I mean all of us 
who are toleiably well off; and we can't be got to believe that the 
vast majority of the English people are poor and ignorant and un- 
happy." 

** Oh, Mr. Morse, you are right," Eoor&li said, clasping her hands. 
*' Better any common calamity than such stagnation of the country's 
heart ! " 

** You want something like our great civil war," Mr. Paulton said. 
" That did us in the North a wonderful amount of good, for the time 
anyhow. It made us fellow-countrymen and patriots." 

" But we are going to have a war now, are we not ? " Lady Deveril 
asked. ** Every one says wo are going to war." 

"The Jingoes are trying to have it their own way," Masterson 
exclaimed. *' But they will have to reckon with the people of England 
first — let them make up their minds to that,** 

•* I only hope so," Morse said. " I hope the English people will 
insist on being heard before it is too late." 

*' I am glad to hear you talk like that, Morse," Masterson said, with 
lighting eyes. 

" I am glad to hear you talk like that, Masterson," was the quiet 
leply of Morse. 

" I am glad to hear you both," Koorilli said. Her husband looked 
rebukingly at her. 

** Is iit true that your Court is for this war ? " Paulton asked. 

•* I fear it is true," Morse said. 

** Of course it is true I " Masterson exclaimed. " When was there 
any devilry of the kind going on that our Court circles were not in 
uvour of it ? " 

**0h, come now, Mr. Masterson," Lady Betty said earnestly, "I do 
tMuk that so very unfair of you. Our Court has never been mvich *wv 
fiftvour of war, you do know that ; and never m isL\o\3iX oi «si >^Y^V 
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war, never! I know that myself; but of course they are too patriotte 
to like to see the country trampled on." 

"You have heard what your husband thinks of such a war," 
Hasterson said grimly. 

" My husband 1 oh yes, that's another thing, we don't mind him. 
Of course he g«»es in for being a republican and all that. I like him to 
have his way, it becomes him. It looks nice, and pictures(]ue in hini, 
and I won't hear a word said against him ; but still, you know, the 
Gtmrt must have some opinion of its own." 

" You must aak people to-night at the Universe Club," Morse said. 

** Why there ? " Paulton asked. 

"The Universe is our political palace of truth. We keep our con- 
Tentional statements — ^I snouldn't like to call them our lies — for Par- 
liament ; but when we meet in the Universe we say exactly what we 
think. We have one conscience and one code of truth for i'arliament, 
and another— the scriptural code — ior the Universe Club." 

Arden laughed a little sadly. 

'* But I thought you Englishmen always prided yourselves on your 
blunt truthfulness ? " said Paulton. 

" Not in rarliament," replied Morse. " No ; it wouldn't do there. 
There we go with our party. You make a speech and do v our best 
with it in support of some particular act of policy ; you walk home 
with one of your colleagues that night, and you and he agree in 
denouncing it. 

Kenway turned to bis host. There was something a little puzzled 
in his expression. He had not talked much, he had been observing; 
and with considerable suppleness his mind was trying to adjust itself 
to the characteristics of the people he was with. He did not feel quite 
sure how to take Morse. A bit of conventional satire rose to his lips, 
as the correct remark to make, but Lady Betty's voice checked it. 

** Sandham, my dear 1 *' she remonstrated. " Mr. Paulton, I hope 
you won't take my husband's fanciful exaggeration as a stern reality. 
I don't think he would say — well, the thing that is not, to save the 
empire — or the life ot his wife." 

"It is true, all the same," Morse maintained. "There is one con- 
science for a man's private life, and another for the House of Commons. 
It used to shuck me a good deal at first, but now 1 am getting usud 
to it." 

" I hope and believe all men are truthful — all gentlemen, I mean," 
Lady Deveril said plaintively. " Women are not, 1 know ; but then 
that's different — no one expects them to be." 

"Well, we are wandering away from the condition of society in 
London," Paulton said. " What now, Lady Betty, would you aay waa 
the main characteristic of the London society of to-day ? " 

*' Dullness 1 should say — decidedly, dullness ; but 1 don't know that 
It is worse than it ever was." 

" I am sure you do your best to brighten it," Lady Deveril inte^ 
poaeH "J do22't know ho'W any society could be dull wkcie you were.' 
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** And what should you say, Lady Devcril ? " the American Minister 
asked. He was evidently anxious for information, and did not wish 
the conversation to stray, 

•*I have been writing a novel," said Lady Deveril demurely, "in 
which I endeavour to show that the leading characteristic of the social 
life of our day is the altered position and functions of woman.** 

** Didn't know they had altered," growled the man of science. 

** Ah, now," said Arden, " we come to my subject. I shall have a 
great deal to say about that some day. 

" Say it now," said Lady Betty. 

" Don't you think," he returned, " that our talk has been a little too 
pl'ilosophical already — ^not to say dry ? " 

Mr. Paulton objected. 

Kenway, who would have preferred a little social froth, put in, 
•'Have you heard Dr. Maria Lakeswell Tubbs, the American lady 
doctor. Lady Betty ? She is giving discourses to her own sex on the 
functions of women. I am told that she carries about a skeleton, and 
dangles it before her audience, while she exposes all their secrets." 

" Bat I must know Dr. Maria Lakeswell Tubbs," exclaimed Lady Betty. 

"Give a party. Lady Betty," suggested Arden. "Ask Dr. Maria 
Lakeswell Tubbs to bring her skeleton. She'll make a sensation." 

" She is at home on Mondays. Come with me next Monday," said 
Lady DeveriL 

•* I have a mothers' meeting," sighed Lady Betty. 

" Take your mothers,*' growled Mr. Piercy. " It's most important 
they should be made acquainted with their internal economy— quite 
worth a dozen two-guinea fees." 

"A two-guinea fee! That's altogether a different matter,** cried 
Lady Deveril. " 1*11 back out. In these days of agricultural depres- 
sion, and when the Primrose League is so expensive, and publishers 
cut down prices, one hasn't two guineas to sp^re. 

** The pjincipal characteristic of society to-day — I assume that by 
characteristic you mean weiikness or fault ? " — it was Father St. 
Maurice spoke this, " is too much self-analysis, inducing and nourish- 
ing scepticism." 

"The great defect of society," Piercy declared, "is the lack of 
courage to carry analysis of self and all else deep enough." 

" The characteristic of society in England to-day," Morse said, " is 
■elf-consciousness." 

The characteristic of modem English society," Masteraon affirmed, 
is luxury, eifeminacy, debauchery. Society is corruption ; aristocracy 
IS ejfeteness ; religious profession is cant." 

" I give it up," the American Minister said. " I shall not get to 
know what is the characteristic of London society ; my mind is made 
up. I will not write a book on England." 

" Wait until you have been at the Universe," Morse suggested. 

"Coi';e to one of our democratic meetings any ^vrndK^ ysx. ^^^* 
Park or Battersea Park," Masterson advised. 



« 
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^ I wish you would attend one of our services," Father St. Maurios 
gently urged. 

** Have you nothing to advise, Mr. Piercy ? " the Minister asked. 

" I ? Oh dear, no ; nothing. I have to do with science ; I don't 
advise anything about society.'' 

"There, you seel** Lady Betty exclaimed in a sprightly tone; 
" there is only one man of real scientific knowledge in this little com- 
pany, and he refuses to give ns any help from his enlightenment. I 
think it is of no use our trying to seek out the truth any further.** 

She was glad to find an excuse for not prolonging the conversation. 
She made her mystic sign to Lady Deveril, and the three ladies left 
the room. The others followed almost immediately. It was not a 
house where the men lingered over their wine. This was somewhat to 
Kenway's regret, for the claret was '74 Mouton. Morse went straight 
to Kooriili, and Eenway watched them while they were talking. He 
had seldom of late seen his wife so bright and animated. She seemed 
altogether more human. Mr. Piercy and Lord Arden had joined the 
two. Once or twice, to Crichton*s surprise, he heard Koorkli give a 
ready reply to some remark of the man of science, who had also a vein 
of humour. Kenway kept his eyes and ears well open, though he was 
assiduous in making himself agreeable to l^ady Betty. The little party 
broke up very soon. Morse was taking Mr. Paulton and Crichton to 
the Universe Club. Masterson, who was a member of the club, was to 
go with them. Piercy was returning home to study for a pa^^r on the 
dissection of the water-cress leaf; and Lady Betty was taking Lady 
Deveril and Koorkli to the house of a fashionable woman to h^ one 
of Mr. Whistler's '* ten o'clock ** lectures. 



CHAPTER X. 

••and so— hallo I** 

Thb rooms of the Universe Club, in one of the streets close to Berkeley 
Square, were specially well (illed this Sunday night. One of the 
members of the club was going to take his position as head of the 
embassy at the capital of the foreign State with which, according to all 
appearance, England was about to go to war. The former ambassador 
from the Court of Queen Victoria had expressed a wish to change to 
some other place. He was in favour of a peace policy, it was said ; and 
the new man was understood to be all for a policy of defiance. So 
there was some interest felt in his departure, and there was much 
speculation as to the speed of his coming back to London again. The 
whole thing was discussed in rather a light and chafiBng tone ; and bets 
were freely ofl ered that the new ambassador would not even be allowed 
the chance of sleeping one night in the capital to which he was bound. 
** Wouldn't unpack my things, if I were you, Wolmington," a 
youthful member of the House of Lords said to him ; ** won't be wonb 
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your while, bet you anything you like. Stay, I say ; here's Morse ; 
he'il tell us somethiDg. If he can keep you there he will. Let's ask 
him what he and his merry uien, the Radicals, think they can do to 
prevent a fight now." 

Morse had come into the r<x)m with Crichton Kenway, and had been 
Introducing Kenway to men here and there. Kenway was just now in 
an ecstacy of delight. Every name he heard named was that of some 
distinguished or prominent man; more than once he he»trd a really 
famous name. Every name he htard whs already familiar to him. He 
hud known all about the names and their owners in his far awav South 
Britain, and it was a wonderful experience to him now to find himself 
in company and in converse with the living men themselves. It con- 
firmed him in the sudden idea which had come into his mind that 
evening, that he would scheme for an ap[K>intmont in England. He 
now felt that he never could, under any conditions, endure a return to 
South Britain ; that he never could leave London ; that he never could 
exist any more without society such as that in which he had lately been 
moving. Men of all parties and sections, and men of no party at all, 
belonged to this club. Every foreigner of any distinction who came to 
London was sure to be brought to the club by some of its members. 
Kenway had been a little doubtful in coming along to the club rooms 
whether Morse was really the best man to stick on to. But in the 
club he soon made up his mind. There was a great deal of talk about 
the coming elections, and every one hcemed to assume that there would 
be a Liberal majority, with a strong Radical section in it and at its 
front, and that Morse must have his chance of being Prime Minister, 
^mid all the levity, and jesting, and chaff, this earnest conviction 
made its existence felt ; and Kenway resolved to hold on to Morse. 
Masterson had been in the club, too ; but he did not stay long. He 
was inclined to grow fierce now and then; he could not stand the 
chafif. He knew he rather bored people with his one idea; and he 
could not put his one idea aside even for a moment. He felt this him- 
self, and was gradually withdrawing from all society. So he went 
away abruptly, after having spoken a few words to Morse apart. 

Corks were popping, soda was fizzing, cigars were thickening the air, 
matches were sputtering all over tne place. The drinking was very 
modest ; only a whiskey and soda, or something of the kind. There 
were few pictures or curiosities of any sort to look at. The Universe 
did not go in for that sort of thing. It went in for celebrities and con- 
Tersation. Morse had called it not inaptly a Palace of Truth. So far 
as Kenway could understand, every one there said exactly what he 
thought. He was amazed to find how many men who sat on the 
Liberal benches and voted blind with the Liberal chiefs were rank 
Conservatives in their hearts and in the Universe Club. He was 
surprised to find some leading members of the Carlton declaring that 
the time had gone by for the absurd old noti'us which might tiave 
■uited the days of Lord Eldon, and that Lord Randolph w^"^ c^v\X» x\ijjcv\. 
when he went boldly in for a Tory Democracy, \V \>ev^\si«t^ Vy«i ^a 
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discover that almost everybody on both sides of the political field 
of opinion that some sort of Home Rule ought to l>e given to Irelano. 
It ainnzcd him still more to hear the terms in which bishops, arch* 
bishops, princes even, were talked of, now in this part of the room and 
now in that. 

** Is loyalty, then, only known in the colonies ? " he asked of Morse, 
as they were going d'Wii the stairs. 

"Old-fashioned loyalty, personal loyalty, is, I suppose," Morse 
replied. '* Some of us really like the institution of royalty, and believe 
in Avhat Paulton calls *• dressed-up dummyism * as best suited for the 
cou itry ; others don't object to it; others again don't think it would 
be worth the troulde to try to make an\ change. But I don't believe 
there is anybody who is really enthusiastic and lyrical about it ; except, 
perhaps, in the colonies. You see, you are so far off there. The thing 
looks all brightness and poetry to you — like a star." The comparison 
came into his mind as they passed into the quite street, and he looked 
up at the stars. 

Morse stopped at the door, and bade Kenway good night. 

** I am not going home just yet," he said ; " 1 have to go to a place." 

The night was tine, and Morse walked for a while. He had a light 
coat thrown over his dnss coat. His tall figure and commanding 
presence made him conspicuous. Once or twice, as Kenway followed 
nim at a little distance through Berkeley Square and into Dover Street 
and Piccadilly, some one recognized Morse, and looked after him and 
mentioned his name. 

As Kenway followed him ? Yes ; Kenway was a man who dearly 
loved to tind out things about people. Ue had a fixed idea that there 
was something to l)e found out about every man, if one only gave him- 
self to the task of detection. He was very curious to kuow where a 
man like Morse could be going at that late hour of the Sunday night. 
It might be a good thing, he thought, in any case to make some dis- 
covery, if there were any to be made. No one could say when such 
knowledge might not come in usefully ; at all events, it would be well 
to know. Kenway smiled; almost chuckled — a somewhat malign 
chuckle. A good many confiictinpr feelings were at work within him 
that evening. He had been obliged once or twice to readjust his 
mental attitude. Several things bad surprised him. It hnd surprise! 
him that his wife should appear at ease, should even shine, in the 
society of Morse and his friends. He himself had felt a little out of it 
all. ThoUjih he swelled with exultation at the thought of having beea 
taken up and introduced at the Universe by Morse, he was neverthe- 
less galled by a consciousness of inferiority. He was glad to see that 
Morse admired Koorkli. He meant to turn the fact to his own advan- 
tage; yet, it irritated him too, and Koor^li's evident admiration of 
Morse made him jealous in a vague, pettish way. It was he himself, 
her husband, who should be Kot»rkli's hero — not any other man. He 
would like to show her that Morse was not so far above the peccadilloes 
ftf ordinary men. Morse, he thought, always postured as such « 
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stately and serious sort of person. It would be good fun if he conld 
find out something al>out Morse which would astonish KoorMi. The 
chance of doing this gave a fresh impulse to Kenway's sleuth-himnd 
instincts. The suspicion in his mind was that Morsels midnigat 
mission would prove to be of a distiucly non-political character. 
Kenway was highly amused already; he enjoyed the discovery in 
anticipation. Ue always gloated over hints of scandal in high places. 
What he could not understand was, why Morse should walk. Why 
did he not get into a cab? Surely he must know that there was at 
Jeast a chance of people recognizing him. But that is just the way 
with men, Kenway said to himself philosophically; they are always 
m< »st incautious when the conditi< >n of things especially calls for'caution. 

The reason why Morse walked was because the night was fine and 
Morse loved walking, especially at night. He was hardly ever seen in 
a carriage ; he rode or he walked. He did not ride much in the Row ; 
he went out to Hampstead Heath or to one of the commons on the 
south side and had a hard gallop there; and he took long walks when 
he could. He loved a walk through the streets at night ; he loved to 
6tudy the changed aspect of the great city, and to see familiar bits of 
London made unfamiliar and poetic by moonlight or starlight, or by 
mist and darkness. To him there was a fascuiation in the vistas of 
lights ; m the dim outlines of the buildings ; in the moving crowd — 
eyes flashing into his for an instant, suggesting perhaps the tragedy 
of a life ; forma hurrying by and then lost in the dimness. He was 
moved in a strange way by the contrasts in this " under-world," as it 
seemed — of wealth and squalor, of vice and innocence, of gloom and 
brightness, mysterious alleys, dark and sad as hell, leading from some 
gay resoit, over which shone silvery electric light that might have 
been the radiance of heaven. 

He paused now for a second in an almost deserted street, struck by 
the eflect of a short avenue of red gas lamps, converging to a point 
from which an indistinct shape and two brillinnt stiiring eyes — the 
lamps of a hansom cab— flew towards him. As he walked along he 
was not thinking of the fencing of diplomatists, of squabbles about a 
frontier, of the chances of a Liberal majority, of the probability that 
he would be called upon to lead a Radical ministry. He likecl to b ; 
lifted out of the prosaic world of politics for a while, and he distinctly 
held the position that the night, even among streets, is always poetic. 
That vein in Morse's nature which had poetry and mystici^^m in it 
seemed to fill and flow under the influence of night. 

So they came, Morse and his follower, to Leicester Square. Leices- 
ter Square on Sunday evening had a very different look from that 
which it wore on a week night. Three sides of it were in shadow. 
Only the north end, where there were several restaurants and a 
chemist's shop, with big red and green lamps, gave any suggestion of 
its usual flaring illumination. The theatres seemed strangely forlorn, 
and the Alhambra, with its d\jme-like roof, ita lon^ ^w^V '^Va.^tfyw^^Xx.'^ 
pale front and hntastic decorations, had a sad and ^oaXX^ v^^^^"^"^^^ 
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Then* werr but few people nbout ; a hansom now and then clattered up 
to the Hoor of one of the restaurants, where the homeless stranger could 
have a Sunday dinner. Kcnway followed Morse to the Of>ening of a 
dim and narrow street leadhig northward out of the square. The 
street began in light and went on into mere darkness. At the near 
comer was a brilliantly light4?d French restaurant, one glass side open- 
ing on the square. Opposite it, the houses were dark, and further on, 
at the same side as the restaurant, they were dark too. Except for 
two dim gas lamps nearly at the top of the street, all the light seemed 
C( ncentrated here, and any one passing the illuminated windows could 
be seen as clearly as in daylight. 

Morse paused a moment, glanced quickly up the street, then croaked 
over to the side in shadow. He walked a little way along the pave- 
ment, turned, and crossed again. Between the restauiant and the 
adjoining block was a small flagged courtyard, enclosed by buildings 
except where it was fenced oft from the road by an iron railing. It 
was feebly lighted by two round lamps focing each other, hung over doors, 
above one of which was painted " Concierge." The hotel itself stood far 
back, a grey sunken house, with an abutting sort tf colonnade, and a 
mean entrance door. The upper windows were dark, except one, and 
that was curtained by a thick white blind. The house was lower than 
its neighbours, and between the chimney-pots patches of grey sky 
showed, and a thin moon was just rising. It all looked dim, mys- 
teiious, and suggestive of intrigue. Innumerable memories of French 
novels floated into Ken way's mind. Morse entered the courtyard, and 
went into the hoteL Keuway had been watching from a vantage 
jxjint a little way up the street on the opposite side. When Morse 
liad gone in. Ken way came down and had a look at the place. The 
courtyard was deserted again. A French chambermaid in a white cap 
with gaufifred frills and streamers ran across, her sabots clacking, and 
disappeared into the concierge's office. Kenway skulked into the 
courtyard. He thought he heard voices in the lighted room upstairs. 
Once or twice he saw the ^h idow ot a man cross th»^ blind. He could 
almost have sworn that he caught a glimpse of Morse's Napoleonic 
profile. After a while there were no more shadows. Kenway peered 
round. The place had an odd foreign look, strange in the heart of 
i ondon. Sickly shrubs in green boxes stood about. There was an 
old gun carriage in the centre of the court, with a beam of timber 
painted a dull It-aden blue, doing duty as cannon, but with a pile of 
genuine balls formidably arranged below. "Just like England's 
defences," Kenway snarled and chuckled to himself. " If we have the 
guns, we haven't the bullets ; if we have the bullets, we haven't the 
g\ms. Things won't be much better under a Peace Society Prime 
Minister, I fancy." It relieved him to say this, although only to him- 
self; and he crossed the street again and kept pacing up and down on 
the look-out. 

It was slow work waiting there that Sunday night; but Kenway 
wBiteH. His sJeuth-hound instincts were aided in their work by a 
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patience as untiring as tliat of the forest Indian watching his prey, or 
that of a heron perched on some jammed-up log in a river bank, and 
waiting for a fish to give him a chance of a dinner, Occasinnally some 
woman tried to get into talk with Ken way as he paced slowly up and 
down; he answered her with a word or two of good-humoured jest, 
and civilly shook her off. Now and then a policeman eyed him 
curiously, but soon, with a policem«n's instinct, saw that Keuway was 
what is called a gentleman, and that there was nothing in his case to 
have interest for the "worthy magistrate " on Monday morning. 
More than once a half-drunkeu wayfarer staggereH up and accosted 
him with ** Give us a light, governor, won't you V " and Kenway, always 
with the most perfect good humour and puliteness, took out his silver 
matchbox with its ingeniously-contorted monogram, and gave the 
requested fire. It was not always to much account, for more than one 
wayfarer found his legs too imsteady and his pipe too capricious to be 
able to benefit by the kindness of the " governor.*' Kenway was quite 
in his element, and liked the whole thing immensely. He was con- 
vinced that he was about to find something out. 

At last he saw two men come out of the door of the hotel. The 
men passed across the courtyard, and their figures were clearly out- 
lined against the light in the lower windows. Morse was one. There 
was no mistaking that figure and that walk. But who was the other? 
The two went down the street, on the side opposite to that where 
Kenway stood in shadow ; they did not look in his direction, but he 
could see them distinctly. lie could hear their voices, although he 
could not make out what they were saying. Now the light of a lamp - 
fell straight and full on them, and Kenway saw, to his disappointment 
at first, that the other man was Masterson. No creature could be got 
to associate the name of Masterson with any manner of amorous 
adventure or any gambling-house transaction. His presence alone 
would make scandal of that kind an impossibility. Had Kenway 
thrown all his time, his skuth-hound instinct, his patience, utterly 
away? 

No ; another idea suddenly flashed upon him. Why, this is better 
still ; the best that could be 1 That house is the head-quarters of some 
socialist and democratic conspiracy, and Morse has been induced to 
take some part in it. Morse, the man who hopes to be Prime Minister 
of England, comes down so low as to mix himself up with the mid- 
night councils of a gang of socialist and cosmopolitan revolutionists. 
It must be so, it cannot be anything else. Why, this is more interest^' 
ing than all the gaming transactions from Monaco to the Mississippi 
Kenway went nearer to the house. There must be others there ; they 
would come out ; he would see what manner of men they were. His 
patience was soon rewarded ; the men began to come out in little knots 
of two and three. Most of them were of the class of the regular 
London socialist; most were London working men. Even with 
Kenway's limited knowledge of such London. Me,\ie eoviXi^x^^A *Cc^^\s. 
class and their political creed in their earneat, esi^et, V\^\JwJ^ \aRft»*. 
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But there were others, too; there were foreign democrats, talking 
rapidly, some in French, some in German, some in Italian. Two or 
three, who came out together, conversed in a soft-sounding tongue 
waich was unfamiliar to Kenwa\r. He did not understand German or 
Jtalian; hut he knew that this was German and that Italian when he 
heard it spoken. This limguage was entirely strange to him. He felt 
a 8|)ecial interest in the men who spoke it, and he went their way. lie 
kept up with them, he walking on the other side of the street, lliey 
were going eastward ; he might as well go eastward too, for a little way. 

A new thought struck him. Why not contrive to interchange a 
wo id or two with them? He took out his cigar-case, and acted on 
the hint given him by his "governor" Hcquaintances. He crossed the 
street, and asked if any of the gentlemen could give him a light. They 
all stopped very civilly, and one of them tendered to him a box of fusees. 
A few courteous words were naturally exchanged ; two of the men at 
least spoke fluent and perfect English, with only a faint foreign accent; 
the third man said nothing; perhaps he could not speak English. 
They were dressed in a way which suggested a cross between struggling 
artist and continental working-man ; between the Latin Quarter and 
the Faubourg Saint Antoine. Ken way had a keen eye, and it seemed 
to him that the garb was a get-up, that they were not wearing their 
own clothes, that they were socially of a better class than their out- 
ward appearance was meant to suggest The quiet, courteous, self- 
assured way in which they all stopped the moment he spoke to them 
satisfied him that they were, in Society's language, ** gentlemen.'* **I 
rather fancy I know a gentleman when I see him," Kenway said to 
himself. Kenway \Nas always assuring himself and conveying to 
others that he was a constituted authority on all questions relating to 
the. composition, origin, and ways of a gentleman. 

Now, then, here is the problem. A secret meeting long after mid- 
night in an out-of-the-way quarter — for Morse; the meeting attended 
by Masterson, the wild revolutionary socialist, who was always threat- 
ening that he and his men would descend into the streets ; by several 
foreign democrats, lor such they evidently were ; and by three men, 
dressed as artisans, who were clearly not a'tisans, and who spoke a 
language Kenway had never heard Ixjfore, while two of them could 
also speak fluent and cultured English. What was the language the 
three spoke? Kenway was not long in jumping to a conclusion. 
Why, what should it be but the language of the country with which 
England was likely to go to war? And at the secret midnight council 
in which these men took part, in which Masterson took part, in which 
foreign revolutionaries took part, the future Prime Minister of England 
was also taking part! Gome, that was something to know, at all 
events. There might, no doubt, be some highly satisfactory explana- 
tion ; but the thing was curious. It was weD to have found out what 
Kenway had found out. He went home well pleased — more than 
pleased, highly delighted, with his night's work. 

Now, what were Morse and Masterson saying as they passed near to 
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where Crichton Eenway was standing in the shadow, watching them 
and trying to make out their words ? 

'* I am afridd it is of no use," Morse said in a low tone ; *' I don*t 
see my way. I am with your objects to a certain extent; you know 
that. I am a republican on principle. I don't despair of seeing a 
republic established here, even in my time. I think our people could 
work a republic better than any other peo^ le in the world. I hope to 
found a republican party, open and avowed, if only as a training 
school. But you can't force the thing in England." 

** That is ^e way of all you so-called practical men," Masterson 
said angrily. **You see nothing; you foresee nothing. The revolu- 
tion is at your gates— hammering at your gates, and you are deaf; and 
you brieve that to-morrow must be just the same as to-day." 

"I don't. I want to prepare for a to-morruw. An accident migbt 
bring the whole thing to a smash. A big defeat in some war " — Morse 
npoke now with measured emphasis — ** which was believed to be 
favoured by the Court, one big defeat, might up^et the dynasty. The 
English people have not been tried in that sort of furnace yet. Perhaps 
they would be found not a whit more patient than the French. We 
may see that tested ; perhaps. After all, I am the best friend of the 
dynasty, I think," he added, with a smile, '^for I am doing my very 
best to prevent the test from being applied." 

*' Will you even join with us to stop the succession at the end of 
this reign ? We have our plans and our resources. The country will 
have h^ enough of royalty by that time ; sane men won't be inclined 
to give it a fresh lease under worse conditions." 

Morse shook his head. They were now walking along the darker 
side of Piccadilly, and had got to the railings of the Green Park and 
the deep shadow of the trees. 

" To speak openly, Masterson, T doubt the [»lans, and I don't believe 
in the resources. But 1 don't mind telliiig you that if I were aiive at 
the end of the present reign, and I saw any genuine and wide-spread 
desire on the part of the English people not to start a new reign, I 
sht >uld — well " 

" Give the subject your best consideration, I dare Fay," Masterson 
interposed scornfully. ** That is your ministerial way of putting things 
in Parliament, isn't it ? " 

" No," said Morse, composedly ; " I should go with that desire, and 
do my best to ciirry it out, let the end land me where it would. That's 
aU I have to say." 

" Well," Masterson said, after a long pause, " that is better than 
nothing; especially fi*om you who mean ail you say, and more. But 
you do not go \vith us, in the meantime ? " 

" No; positively not. You are all in the clouds, and I am only able 
to walk the fiim earth." 

" Then what do you think of our general purposes ; our broader and 
more comprehensive purposes ; our purposes for all humanity : not f jI 
England alone ? " 
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Morse turned to Masterson with a look of somethi* g like compassion. 
Thon he said — ** Your cusniopolitanism ? I dun't like the thing at all; 
And I tell you frankly, MnKterson, I couldn't have anything to do with 
it. I don't believe one bit in mixing up our ati'airs with those of youf 
continental democrats. Their aims are not ours ; their ways are no4 
ours. We want reform, and they understand nothing but revolution, 
and social revolution, too- " 

*• So do I," Masterson broke in. "I want social revolution ; in other 
words, I want the salvation of England. Nothing but social revolution 
can save her." 

"Yes; but your social revolution is not their social revolution, don't 
Tou see? You can't long work together. Besides, look here, I don't 
Ike these three gentlemanlike fellows at all. I do not trust them. 
For Gkni's sake, Masterson, don't you trust in them I Do you really 
lielieve that these men, who belong to the country which five out of 
every six Englishmen declare to be our unrelenting enemy, can have 
the interest of England at heart ? " 

" Not the interest of Engl^ind,'* Masterson said sharply. " You don't 
understiind, Morse ; you won't understand. They have the interest of 
humanity at heart ; the interest of the brotherhood of both countries, 
and of all countries. Good heavens! is it possible you don't see that 
there is some stronger and noMer bond than the mere chance bond of 
nationality ? It i% strange that a man like you should so cruelly mis* 
imderstand men like them." 

" Will you bear to be told what I think of them ? " Morse asked, 
and he stop|»ed short and put bis hand gently on Masterson's shoulder. 
" Dear old friend, will you l^ offended with me if I tell you what I 
suspect — for your own snke ? " 

** Say anything you like, Morse ; 1 can stand it from you." 

** Well, then, 1 strongly suspect that these men are the secret agents 
of that Government which they profess to detest ; the Government of 
their own conntry." 

** Oh ! " Masterson drew away with a cry and a look of utter disgust. 
" I am horrified, Morse 1 Such a susiDicion, so unworthy of you ! 
'J hese true-hearted, devoted men 1 You must see more of them. You 
must learn to know them." 

" No, old man ; 1 don't want to see them again. I only wish I could 
get you not to see them ag lin." 

Masterson shook his head impatiently. 

" Well, I know it i>n't easy to turn you from any opinion or ary 
purpose ; and I can only say 1 am sorry I couldn't have anything lo 
do with the business, Masterson. Nothing good will come of it; nothing 
but harm. I would save my dear old friend Irom it if I could, but I 
can't; and so— hallo!" 

'' So what ? *' Miisterson asked in wonder, at what seemed to him 
unmeaning levity. 

" I beg your pardon," Morse said, with a smile. *' It's a tricK T got 
from Richter, Jean Paul, you know — a way he has of putting an end 
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to some argument that can't come to anything. My wife and I have 
fallen into the way of using it, and have dismissed many an unmanage- 
able subject with * and so — hallo I ' Well, I can't convince you, 
Masterson, and you can't convince me ; but we are good fnends still, 
and ever shall be to ihe end of the chapter, I trust; and so— hallo! " 

Masterson was not much of a humourist, but a sort of faint percep- 
tion stole upon him that this, indeed, was about as good a way as any 
of getting out of a hopeless controversy. He made a brave effort to rise 
for once to the level of a joke, and as they were about to part in Picca- 
dilly he fell back a little, then came towards Morse, grasped his hand 
with a grip of strength — ^to which Morse replied by a grip still stronger 
■ — and exclaimed — 

« And so— hallo ! " 

Then they went literally and figuratively their different ways. 



CHArXER XL 

THE FAMILY DINNER. 

" The Family," to use Crichton Ken way's expression, represented in 
Koorali's imagination an awful and indefinite quantity, the length, 
breadth, and depth of which she felt hopeless of gauging. 

For some time after her arrival in England she was bewildered by 
the fact that the family were not Kenways at all. The only Kenways 
besides themselves appeared to be a younojer brother of her husband — 
between whom and Crichton there had been an ill-feeling which now 
seemed to retard their affectionate meeting — and his wife, a Shertield 
heiress, whom he had lately married, and concerning whose manners 
and parentage dark hints and ominous presages circulated. These 
apparently were not included in the family. 

To be sure, there was Mrs. Kenway, Crichton's mother, who lived 
with a companion in a street near Bryanston Square ; but she was an 
old lady with a chronic malady, which had slightly impared her wits. 
Her limp personality was not held in much account even by her son; 
and this seemed a little hard, considering that but for her the family, 
in relation to the Kenways, would have had no existence. 

For Mrs. Kenway had been a Miss Nevile-Beauchamp, who it was 
unde^tood had lowered herself ever so much by marrying a man of no 
county status or connection with the aristocracy. The Kenways, it 
may be set forth as a matter of fact, had not owned the Grey Manor 
from time immemorial, as Crichton Kenway would have liked every 
one to believe. The Grey Manor had in reality belonged to a family 
extinct half a century ago, and one Kenway, a London merchant, had 
bought both manor and ancestry, but had imfortunately only been able 
to keep the latter. 

The elder branch of the Nevile-Beauchampa, on l\i^ o^'et \l"otA^ 
claimed kindred with an historic Diarquisate. TL\i'B "^x^^eoX. tclwq^jca 
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was a long off from the younger branches. There were a good manj 
gradations of lords by courtesy, and honouraMes, before he could be 
got at. Still, there he was, an undoubted fact. He was a Catholic; 
and this section of the Nevile-Beauchamps in which the Ken ways were 
merged had in it a strong Catholic element. Mrs. Kenway, senior, had 
been one of many brothers and sisters.- The women, ijt was curiouB 
to observe, were more essentially Nevile-Beauchanips than the men. 
These had married and brought in collateral relations, so that it was 
no wonder if Kooriili did not at once get to the bottom of the family. 
Some of therri had married Protestants, with country estates and fat 
livings, and had made a compromise in the matter of religion; but 
they had nevertheless kept some of the exclusiveness and narrow 
culture which belongs to the English Catholic by birth. No member 
was supposed to take^any important step in life except for general 
family interests and with the full concurrence of the family. This 
having been obtained, the case admitted of no further question. The 
Kevile-Beauchamps had a constitution of their own, and new laws 
could be passed, or old ones amended, by a majority. To make an 
imdignified comparison, " We and the World " might have been chosen 
as their motto, as in the case of a certain hen in one of Hans Andersen's 
stories. No phalanx could have been more compact, no circle rounder. 
Kooriili had not yet been made a part of the phalanx or admitted into 
the circle. The Nevile-Beauchamps discouraged alliances outside the 
county families. They thought that Crichton would have done well 
to wait, and choose a wife in England. He might become a rising man 
when he ceased to be Agent-General. The colonies they considered 
rather vulgar. They discovered that Koor^li had been married without 
settlements. A woman with a father who had not insisted upon 
settlements must certainly be incapable of appreciating the serious 
responsibilities of life. It was within the bounds of possibility that 
«he and her boys might fall a burden on the family. The family, 
therefore, had better be wary in its advances. A woman who had a 
way of sitting absolutely silent when Conservative politics were being 
discussed must be an idiot. The Nevile-Beauchamps were Tories of 
the rabidly personal kind. They had no scruples in declaring that 
Mr. Gladstone ought to be hanged, that Mr. Chamberlain deserved 
quartering as well, and that nothing short of burning at the stake 
was adequate punishment for the Home Rulers. KcK)rkli sometimes 
in her dreamy way fancied that there might be a case on the other 
side. But that was her odd fashion ; she saw two sides to every 
question. 

A woman who never looked into the Almanack de Gotha or the 
Peerage, who did not warm into enthusiasm over the domestic virtues 
of the sovereign, who had no notion of working in crewels or painting 
on china, who cared nothing about the class distinction between upper 
and lower servants, between townsfolk and county people ; to whom 
church preferment, tenants* rights, kettledrums, game laws, social 
j?recedenc(v AZ^d Debrett^ were all dark mysteries ; such a woman must 
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surely hide beneath a gentle exterior something dangerous and antago- 
nistic to all that was most holy and orthodox. 

Thus it was that at first Koor^li had been welcomed rather tenta* 
tively; and it was not till the bride, Mrs. Eustace Ken way, appeared 
on the scene that a seri s of dinner-parties were organized. At the 
second of these — Mrs. Eustace characteristically refused the first — the 
two sisters-in-law met. This hapi)ened on the night of that very day 
on which Morse had cfiUed at the Cricbton Kenways'. KoorMi was 
drjBaming. She seemed to wake up with a curious, shy smile, when 
any one spoke to her. She scarcely knew most of the people present, 
and shrank from the gaze of twenty pairs of clear British eyes. She 
felt a nervoiis dread of saying the wrong thing. She had been tutored, 
and forgot her lesson. At last she took refuge in abstractedness. Yet 
she had an under consciousness that Crichton was watching her, and 
was vexed because she did not maUe a more startling impression. 
Koorkli wished a little bitterly that she had been bom large and im- 
posing, that she had great blue eyes, massive shouldo'S, and withes of 
fair hair, like the biggest of the lady cousins present. The Novile- 
Beauchamps were mostly large, l^ven those with little fiesh had 
height, and nothing about thtm suggestive of the aerial or the imagi- 
native. There were four aunts, three of them freshly arrived from 
country estates, to whom, while the guests were assembling, EoorMi 
was solemnly introduced. 1'hey were all well preserved, well dressed, 
their lace Flemish of fine quality doing duty for fashion of cut in 
sleeve and bodice; they all had bright, hard, observant eyes, thin 
practical lips, and mellow dogmatic voices. One knows the type. It 
is provincial, even when it has a town house and is mattd with a 
baronet and a rent-roll. Lady Canteloupe owned a bucolic-louking 
husband, from whom — it was her glory to declare — she had never, 
since their union, been separated for a single night. This had been the 
boast of her two predecessors. It was a family tradition. Miss 
Nevile-BeLuchamp when she married took it upon her shoulders. 
Lady Canteloupe had once had congestion of the lungs, and a physician 
had advised a winter in the South. Could Sir John be torn from his 
shorthorns ? No. The Canteloupes never went abroad. The Cante- 
lou^^e ladies died at home. Lady Canteloupe was true to her adopted 
traditions ; but she got better. 

Aunt Ecclesworth was more buxom, but not less severe. There was 
a faint snggestion of the fox-hunting element about her. Perhaps she 
had caught it from her husband, who was an M.F.H., and her two 
daughters good cross-country riders, healthy, vigorous damsels, with 
no nonsense about them. 

Aunt Le Marchant was great apparently at agriculture, and was dis- 
cussing siloes with a benevolent elderly Mr. Nevile-Beauchamp when 
Koorkli made her little obeisance. 

*' Mrs. Crichton Ken way I it's Mrs. Eustace who has the money, 
and you are the Australian. Yes; I went to see poor Louisa this 
alumoon, and she explained it to me as weV\ aa &\i« cnvs\^v\i(yyi \<s»^, 
7 
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I ha 76 come to town expressly to be npar h»*r, and look after her a 
little. I ho])e you like England, Mm. Crichton. Du 3 ou have agricul- 
tural depression in Australia?" 

•* \Vf have a good deal of depression," answered Koor^li simply. 
•*It*s generally amon*: sheep and cattle." 

"Exactly," said Mr. Nevile-Beauchamp, who spoke with a drawl, 
and always prefac< d his remarks with an ejaculation. He turned a 
close-sh«ven face, with the bland iraperturbabl«^ look of a Jai)anese doll, 
on Kooriiii. "Here it's generally among landlords and glebe- owners." 

Admiral Nevile-Beauchamp, who was the host, and had n^ade the 
intro«kiction, laughed softly, and drew Koor^li on. Mrs. Le Marchant 
was now in a position to state that the new niece-in-law might be 
pretty, but was certainly very odd-looking, and had fearluUy colonial 
manners: 

'•/^cr husband is a Squarson," said Admiral Nevile-Beauchamp, as 
though he were explaining everything. Koorili only vaguely wondered 
what a Squarson might be. She was not familiar with the witticisms 
of Sydney Smith. Just then a Miss Nevile-Beauchamp acc« sted her 
— ^another aunt, who, however, was unmarried, and liked to be called 
by her Christicm name — appropriately Diana — without a prefix. She 
had already made KoorMi's acquaintance. 

" 1 was going to call on you to-day," she said; **but I have had so 
much to do shopping, and the Le Marchants staying ; and though it 
i8 a great pleasure to have any of the relations with us — we are such 
a united family — still, taking them up and setting them down, and 
pictures, and their boys to be entertained, and special services and 
Grerman Reeds and Maskelyne and Cooke — it all makes ^ much for 
the carriage. We went to a lecture at the British Museum, this after- 
noon," continued Miss Diana. ** It was on Egyptian antiquities and 
inscriptions, by a lady. She had got it all up out of books, and all the 
ancient customs, and the hieroglyphics, and the Pyramids, don't you 
know. J3ut as she had never been in the country, 1 thought we might 
have read it all up for ourselves. And then these dyuamitards are 
going to blow up the British Museum next; and I didn't really think 
it was worth risking our lives — now, do you ? '* 

Eoor5.li assented. 

Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp approached. She was the hostess — the 
Kitty of whom Crichton had Sjioken, who had social ambition, and 
would like to know Lady Betty Morse. She was a little w^»man, with 
a purring voice and cat-like feminine ways. Her face was soft ana 
rather pretty. She dressed trimly iu perfect taste, and knew just the 
right amount of rouge to put on, and just how far her eyebrows and 
eyelashes might be accentuated. She had a little air of feline dignity 
and rectitude, and of admirable self-confidence. She went in rather* 
for fads in decoration, pretty devices in lamp shades, a hotch-potch of 
efi'ects — bulrushes and blue china. She had gained quite a reputation 
among the Nevile-Beaachamps for originality and the brilliancy of her 
entertainments. If she had not been accQ\3ted without reservatium 
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the family might have felt a little scandalized sometimes at the highly 
respectable samples of the literary, artistic, and theatrical professions 
to be seen occasionally at her parties. As it was, Kitty was indulged 
and admired as being ** quite unlike anybody else;" and when sho 
gave her dress a little pat, p/eened her small head, and observed in her 
staccato manner, with her little emphases here and there, ** 1 do not 
say that I am an authority, but 1 think it right yw«^ to contribute my 
tiny suggestion," that always settled a mooted point. 

" I have a letter for you, dear Diana. I do maintain that I take no 
responsibility, though I know what it is about — a bazaar in which I 
am interested. It was sent to me to be [losted, and now I can give it 
to you and get it off my mind." 

** A bazaar ! " exclaimed Miss Nevile-Beauchamp. ** Oh, I hope no 
one has asked me to do anything. I really cannot. I am far too busy. 
If it had been for some charity in London — but a coffee-house in the 
country 1 Put it in the waste-paj^er basket, dear — or stay, I may as 
well keep the unused stamp." 

Miss Nevile-Beauchamp carefully detached the stamp, and just then, 
as Mrs. Kitty was remarking, " It really is too bad of people to keep 
every one else waiting," Mr. and Mrs. Eustace Ken way were announced. 

The heiress got her clothes in Paris, that was evident. Only Worth 
could Lave pr(»duced so startling an arrangement. The marvellous 
satin petticoat embroidered in wreaths of gold ai.d silver, cunningly 
interspersed with humming-birds' plumage; tLe gorgeous velvet train, 
the twinkling diamonds, the high-beeled buckled shoes, the humnnng- 
bird fan of Palais Royal design, the long gold-embroidered gloves, all 
these details quite distracted attention for a moment from the face and 
tigure of Mrs. Eustace Kenway hers. If. 

•*0h, what bad style; what very bad style!" murmured Lady 
Canteloupe. 

** Money in the funds — not land," briefly commented the wife of the 
Squarson. 

** Puts one in mind of * New Men and Old Acres,' or somethmg of 
that sort," whispered Admiral Nevile-Beaucham[) to KoonMi. 

But the face, with its clear skin — a little too russet in tint — its 
open, brown, dog- like eyes, its somewhat blunt features and crop of 
short dark hair curled closely to the head, was frank, fresh, and 
taking; and the figure, though it was square and robust, with rnucli 
roughness of movement and gesture, had a certain British, milkmaid 
comeliness of its own — the sort. of face and figure suited to a linen 
blouse or flannel boating-dress, which would have seemed at home in 
a hayfield, on a tennis ground, romping with dogs, or wielding a pair "f 
sculls ; but which was singularly out of keeping with Pi^risian frip[jenes. 

Mrs. Eustace, coming forward with firmly planted feet and squared 
elbows, like a school-girl in a hurry, made her apol ^gics. 

" I am afraid we are b-beastly late," she began. She had the slightest 
hesitation in her rii:>eech, and fougiit a little with. "Viet ^ci\iOsA.-Wj ^^xv^« 
«It was all Eustace's fault, though. He won't \iUTry. \ <i»sC\. m^<\ 
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him hurry. I like to go through life quick— d-double trot. He dooH. 
I'm always ready before him. Ain't 1, Jo?" 

She apiiealed, as site shook hands with her hostess to a dark pretty girl 
following behind, dressed very quietly in black, who answered meekly— 
" Yes, Zon ; you are always ready." 

The brothers said, " How do you do ? " as unemotionally as though 
they had only been |)artcd a dozen hours. Eustace did not loi^k as 
though he could be emotional. He was rather after Grichton'i< pat ten, 
only not so tall, and without his long neck. He was more withered 
up and neutral-looking. He wore an eye-glass. His clothes, or some- 
thing about him, gave one the impression that he bad lived a goud 
deal in Paris. By the time he had made his new sister's acquaintance 
the move to dinner began. Admiral Nevile-Beauchamp led the way 
with Kooriili, and, as a compromise, Eustace Kenway brought up the 
rear with Mrs. Kitty. 

" I met a friend of yours the other night, at Lady Betty Morse's 
party, Mrs. Eustace," snid Grichton Kenway across the table to his 
sister-in-law. '* Lord Arden, I mean." 
. Mrs. Eustace had just answered the Master of Foxhounds* question 

whether she liked hunting with the declaration 

^ It's the only b-blooming thing I can do." She paused a moment, 
and there was an odd little change in her voice, as she said, '* I don^t 
know Lord Arden well. I shouldn't say he was a friend of mine. I 
met him in Itome, ever so long ago. My mother took me to Rome. 
She said it would improve my mind. I did my Peter's and my Vati- 
can, but it didn't improve me, nut one little bit.'* 

"Now, really I" drawled Mr. Nevile-Beauchamp, who was always a 
little behind the conversation. " Hunting the only thing you can do ! 
But there »« something else, Mrs. Eustace ? You know how to talk 
slang." 

" Yes," returned Mrs. Eustace imperturbably — " and I know how to 
slang the pcoi>lo I don't like. I picked it up from the boys. There 
was an old man living next us, with six boys and not a woman in the 
house. I learned a great deal from them. Ask Jo." 

" Who is Jo ? " asked Admiral Nevile-Beauchamp, who was rather 
enjoying himself between the two Mrs. Kenways. He found KoorStli 
interesting, and Mrs. Eustace decidedly amusing. 

•* She is the young lady I brought with me. Her name is Josephine. 
YiyvHd call her Miss Garliiig, though nhe is a relation of ^'ours. I found 
her in a pension. She's an orphan, don't you know. Her mother whs 
a Nevile-Beauchamp. You'd ail like to su|»pres8 her — oh yes, I know, 
don't tellmo! You'd like to suppress me — but you can'r. Admiral 
Nevile-Beauchamp — not much! Isu't there any way of shortening 
your name ? It's a name and a-haif now." 

" You might call me Abraham. Thot's what I was christened. I 
don't know that it's much better. I don't want to suppress you, Mi^. 
Eustace. On the contrary, 1*11 give you every opportunity to dart j'J.' 
Jjke A Jack'iti'tlic'hox, and astonish us all. NVe «Lte 8^ dull aet," 
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•*Well — ^I should think you were— just a little," returned Mrs. 
Eustace, impartially surveyin^r the table, ** some of you. I exptct I 
fhall astonish you. My mother says I astonish every one. She says 
my manners are dreadful. I tell her it's her fault. She should have 
blown me up. And she didn't. Nobody ever did." 

** It isn't likely that any one will begin to reprimand you now, Mrs. 
Eustace," gallantly put in old Mr. Nevile-Beauchamp. 

" Well, it's nice of you to say that," returned Mrs. Eustace. ** You 
were better up to time then. And now I'm going to talk to you a bit. 
Do you like dogs? If you do, you must come and stay with me, and 
I'll show you my street of kennels. I've got tweuty-eight at the 
Priory-by the-Water." 

Admiral Nevile-Beauchamp turned to KoorMi. 

**So you've met Arden. He's coming in to-night. He's a queer 
fellow, but not so queer as his father. Lord Forrest. Aiden ^ets things 
on the brain. He has temperance and virtue on the brain just now. 
I knew him in the South Seas, when I was commodore out there. 
He had Pacific- Isleomania then. Do you know what that is, Mrs. 
Crichton ? " 

** Yes," said KoorSlU. ** In Australia my sitting-room was hung with 
tapa^ and my boys had a Kanaka for a nurse." 

** It's fatal while it lasts, Pacific-Is I eomania. If you want any more 
tojTO, I'll give you some to set a new fashion, or to wear at a fancy 
balL I found Arden blossomed into a representative of her Majesty — 
what would that old Jacobite his father have said ? — with a seal as big 
as this plate, and power, to make treaties with native princes, which 
the Government here at home was bound to mtily." 

** Did he depose any reigning sovereigns or annex any territory ? " 
asked Koorkli. 

"No; happily for Lord Derby. He rummaged about the islands, 
trying to convert the white reprobates to moralitv. There's a white 
man on every island, Mrs. Crichton. I don't know how they got there, 
but there they are — ^and the scum of the earth into the bargain. First, 
the scum of England goes to Botany Bay. Excuse me, if I hurt your 
feelings. The scum of Botany Bay goes to Fiji. The scum of Fiji 
goes to Samoa; and from Samoa floats to the islands. It's a long 
process." 

" I'll tell you what's a long process ! " exclaimed Mrs. Eustace, " and 
that is dinner on a fast day. I'm a Catholic, Mrs. Crichton, and I was 
at a party last night, and forgot to eat my supper before twelve o'clock. 
I hope you'll give us some supper after twelve to-night, AdmiraL I * 
like good things to eat." 

The sign was given, and the ladies departed. It was Mrs. Nevile- 
Beauchamp's leception night, and the n>oms soon began to fill, so that 
Eoorkli and Zonobia were not long left to the tender mercies of the 
women of the family. Though the party was supposed to be small and 
early, it was in reality very crowded, and Koota.V\ vj^% «.V\sy«^ \si ^^ 
compojativcly unnoticed. This would have au\iv)^^^Cv\v^\.ati^\ia^'^ 
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been aware of it, but he did not at first perceive her, and was studying 
the company on his (»wn account. 

Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp's parties were amusing, and if her celebrities 
were for the most part of the second and third rate order, some of them 
at all events were in the theatrical and artistic set. Politicians and 
diplomatists did not c^me to Mrs. Ncvile-Beauchanip's house, nor was 
it the resort of the frivolous "smart" set. 'J he court flavuur was 
distinctly wanting. Some actors «nd actresses, however, who were in 
t^ociety, might be found there; some poets and painters of the Rossetti 
school ; composers and drawing-room singers and reciters, who gave 
their performances gratis, and were not herded like goats among sheep, 
but chattered in broken French and Italian, and gave a sort of life to 
the entertainment. Crichton Ken way, not yet very well versed in the 
intricacies of London society, wandered about making observations. 
Comparing this assemblage with that at Laily Betty Morse's house, he 
came to the conclusion that though it was his tixed intention to shine 
in the highest sphere, this one was on the whole more enjoyable, and 
not to be despised, seeing that it offered facilities for gaining the ear of 
society journalists, for securing admission to studios and privMte views, 
and perhaps getting a glimpse at an artist's pretty model now and 
then ; perhaps receiving an invitation for Koorh-li to sit for her portrait 
to a Royal Academician. He had learned that there was one present 

Miss Jo had communicated the fact. He found that, in spite of her 
demure look and recent residence in a foreign pension, to say nothi?ig of 
her being one of the family, she was a very well-informed young lady 
as to the ins and outs of London life. She knew who every one was, 
and commented upon each in a quiet little voice. 

** They are nearly all Bohemians here," she sa'd ; but they are all 
awfully proper Buhcmians. They are very particular. Some of them 
get married twice over, to make sure. Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp wouldn't 
have any that weren't strictly proper. I think some of the improper 
ones are more interesting, don't you?" 

Kenway assented with a man-of-the-worM air; but he thought to 
himself that he would set Lady Canteloupe on Jo, for she was hardly a 
credit to the family. 

" Like the people in * Claire,' " continued the young lady, naming a 
novel which was not consMered food for babes and sucklings. " There's 
the man who wrote * Claire.' He's like his books, there's a bad taste 
about him, but I think he's perfectly splendid. He's mashed on Mrs. 
Melville, the actress — who makes you laugh so in * Barefaced ' — don't 
you know ? She doesn't make you laugh much off the stage ; she is 
rather stupid. A great mariy of them are. Now we must stop, I 
suppose, because Gallup is going to fool for a bit." 

When Mr. Gallup, the comic sin'jer, had ** fooled for a bit," as Miss 
Jo and her patroness Zen expressed it, another comedian stood up, and, 
after makirig a few faces, made a speech. 

** Ladies and gentlemen," he said, " I am accustnme'l to ping on the 
^^ag-e. Slid retreat by the wings to this sort oi aouii^' ^xA \ift foi^blj 
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clapped his hands. ''I don't see any wings, and I don't hear any 
clapping, so I shall sit down asain." 

Every one applauded this as being extremely witty. 

Afterwards, an aesthetic young lady, in a red gown with a sacque, 
olayed the zither. People begun to move about more, and Crichton 
(use Miss Jo. '1 hiTe was nothing for him to do but liste:: to tbe scraps 
of conversation, which were priiicipa'ly of the artistic 8hi»p kind. 
Crichtf>n felt ra'her out of it, but decided that he was quite superior to 
this kind of company. 

He heard a wild-lo<jking lady remarking plaintively, ** Oh, I'm never 
at home on Saturday afternoons, Tm always hunting after eogagemeuts 
at matinees.*' 

A little further on, a young man who looked hardly equal to the 
exertion of carryin^j his opera hat, was delivering himself of the 
stat-ements, ** Wi'll, Zola is out of fishion now; he is quite Philistine 
and behind the time. Our school is infinitely more realistic than Zola. 
We would show liie as it is, if only we could get our works published." 
While another young man remarked mournfully, " Publishers want 
suppressing." 

" And managers," put in a third gentleman, whom Crichton inferred 
to be a writer of plays. 

Mrs. Eustace meanwhile had sought her sister-in-law, to whom she 
bad in her impulsive way takei\ a fancy. 

"I mean to come and have lunch with you one day," she said abruptly. 

*' I shall be very glad," answered Koor^li sbyly. ** What day will 
you come ? " She took cuurage, and spoke more eagerly. 

" I wonder if you'll tumble to me," continued Mrs. F^ustace reflec- 
tively. There was something wilful in her eyes as she looked into 
Koor^li*s face. She began drawing on one of her long French gloves. 
**0h, I hate putting my fat pads into coverings I ** she excLiimed inter- 
jectionally. "I don't expect you'll like me; Eustace's people don't. 
Eustace thinks I have very bad manners, only he is too polite to say 
so. Is your husband polite ? " 

** I suppose so," faltered KoorMi, startled by the abruptness of the 
question. 

** I never saw him before to-night, you know. I don't know whether 
I want to see him again to-monow. I want to see you though. He 
has an ai)pointment, hasn't he ? " 

** He is Agent-General for South Britain," replied KoorMi. 

" It takes a lot of cleverness to get an appointment like that, don't 
it ? He lotjks as if he knew that. I say ! — he doesn't want to let one 
know that he thinks no end of himself, but he does, all the same. He's 
got his eye on us now. 1 should just say he was weighing us in a pair 
of scales, shouldn't you ? You've got the b-beauty, you know, and the 
— ^the rest of it — manners, and all that — and I've got the shekels." 

"Oh! " exclaimed Koorali, drawn from her reserve by this childlike 
frankness, " I wish it were so. I don't always knoT? vj^"ai\. \ft ^«^. ^^'ax 
m; tihjr. It's ah strange. I don't know what \a exi^cV.^^ oi o^aai^ 
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**Woll, I dare say that'll wear off,' oVaerved Mrs. Eustace, com- 
placently unfurling her fan. "My mother thinks I'm horrid," she 
pursued; "but I don't much min^ that, for she is horrid herself." 

"Your mother I" repeated KoorMi, in wonder. 

** She is not m}* real mother, she is my stepmother. I don't mind 
telling you that she is awfully bad form, very v-vulgar. Ijord bless 
you, even / can see that. She always let me do any blessed thing I 
pleased, and have just whatever I howled for, and that was the onlj 
good thing about her. Not that it was so very good either. My jolly 
old guardians said she had a Ix^astly bad effect upon me. My guardians 
wanted to get me away from her. My guardians wanted to get rid of 
the responsibility, and so they bothered me into marrying. I didn't 
want to marry. I wanted to have sofne fun out of life first. I think 
its awfully slow to be married." 

" My dear Mrs. Eustace, what terrible sentiments for a bride," said 
Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp, perching herself gracefully upon an early- 
English settee besMe the sisteis-in-law. "You inust forgive me lor 
admiring the embroidery on your dress. It is quite magnificent." 

"Yes, I like it. 1 think it's pretty smart," saui the bride, in her odd 
blunt way, stroking the gorgeous wreaths with a most sim[)le satisfac- 
tion. " A Frenchman designed it for me. He died just afterwards. I 
sent him a wreath for his coffin." 

Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp moved off to receive some entering guests. 
" I don't like Kitty — much," announced Mrs. Eustace. " She aske<l 
me to call her Kitty. May I call you by your name ? It's a funny 
one, ain't it ? " 

" KoorJUi." 

"KoorMi!" she repeated. "And mine's Zenobia. I don't know 
why they gave it me. What does it mean ? It's too showy for my 
style, ain't it? But most people call me Zen. It's shorter." 

" I j^m sure that we shall be good friends, Zen," said K(K)rkli. 

" Well, anyhow, we can stand up together against the old I)0under8 
— ^I mean the family," said Zen, with an odd little twist of her head 
that set all her diamonds twinkling. " But you don't know anytliing 
about me yet." 

"Yes, I do," replied Koor^li. "Lord Arden told me something 
about y<»u; and he said that 1 should like you very much." 

Zenobia let her fan fall, and turned her eyes full upon KoorMi. 

" Tell me exacttly what he said," she commanded. 

" He said that }ou were frank and unaffected, and that you had not 
been spoiled." 

" He'd better not ask the jolly old guardians, or Eustace. Anything 
else?" 

" No — at least, nothing very particular." 

" C<»me, there was I There wa% something else. Tell it me— 
quick." 

Koor^li smiled, and said reluctantly, " Only that you had scraped 
the rriory, ** 
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Mrs. Eustace stared. 

*' Well ; it wanted cleaniiig. I don't like to see a hou'e covered 
wi*h green mould, and grass growing on the tops of the walls. Clean, 
clean ; I want every thing clean, don't you know. And perhaps you'll 
not mind my be^ng imperious. Eustace says I'm imperious ; — ^it's his 
word. I don't see how 1 could help it. Of course I mean to have my 
own way. What's the goud of living at all if one don't get one's own 
way ? " 

There flished through Koor^li's mind something Morse had said to 
her. She remeniberfd when she had been yoimg, like Zen, and had 
expected to have everything her own way. She met suddenly Zen's 
wistful glance, which was somehow in contradiction with all the rest of 
her. In spite of her off-hand manner, Zen had a watchful observant 
look, as though she were feeling her way. 

"I wish you'd tell me what you are thinking," she said; and went 
on without waiting for a reply. ** I always like to turn people inside 
out. When I'm talking fastest, I am always thinking most." Zenobia's 
eyes were at that moment fixed upon the door. Lord Arden had 
entered, and was shakiuii hands with his hostess. ** Mrs. Nevile- 
Beauchamp is a c-cat," continued Zenobia, " She wants tt) manage 
me. I'd like to see her do it 1 I don't go in for being managed. She 
is very clever. Sbe id so clever that one is obliged to notice it. The 
cleverest pe<»ple are the ones who make you believe they are stupid. 
Ain't that so, Lord Arden?" she added abruptly, addtressing Lord 
Arden, who had at once made his way to them. 

Zenob a held out her hand, her face beaming. It was evident that 
she was glad to see him. 

Lord Arden talked to Zenobia for a few minutes, and then some 
chance turn in the conversation drew K<»or^li into it. Something 
or other brought up the subject of colonial populations and subject 
races, whereon Lord Arden was strong, being filled with the principles 
of the Aborigines' Protection Society and Mr. F. W. Chesson. Lord 
Arden began giv in <z out his views m a deprecitory sort of way; and 
only because Koor^li asked for them. He expect d probably to find 
in Mrs. Kenway, the daughter of a colonial prime minister, a shrill 
feminine representative of the views of the old-fashioned colonist, who 
held that the soil of the colonies was given to him by providential 
decree to hold for him and his heirs for ever, and that the aborigines 
were put into his hands by divine design, in order that through his 
energetic agency they might be improved oflf the face of all creation 
when they hatl ceased to be of any further use to him. Lord Arden ' 
was much surprised to fija d - that Kuo Fkliwent far indeed with his 
ideas, and was full of^jf^iLi^l^^^ni''^|[e/^patHces and of anger against 
the utter selfishnesi^f^ some of the coloni^/NProm one topic they 
passed ou to anotKkij until Kooi^tti^found hdraelfy talking with eager- 
ness, animation, ana ^jm^Y£4u^yit^p/:,^'lj0Myoun2 philanthropist was 
fairly charmed with her^ jma pefire hal f an hour Iti csusva Xa \k'\&,»>ift».\. 
Lord Arden was \raiely consUiT'ftlg Koorkii i>ix aoma c^vkft^xKa^ ^Qts* 
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nocted with the South Sea Islands; was eagerly iDterposing, "but 
then, Mrs. Ken way, is it your opinion?" or "what I was particularly 
auxious to have your ideas about, Mrs. Kenway, was this;*' until 
Zenobia's breath was fairly taken away. 

" My goodness,"* she said at last, when a pause came in the conver- 
sation — a pause which hhe knew would most certainly be filled up at 
once if she did not strike in — ** you are a pair to talk I Why, Koorkli, 
you do take me off my feet. To think of your knowing all about these 
things, and being so clever 1 Who would have thought it of a de'lcate 
little shrinking thing like you ? Why, I didn't suppose you could say 
boh to a goose! " 

" You were wrong, you see ; she can say boh to mc," Lord Arden 
said, with a smile. ** She has s 'id boh to some of my choicest theories 
very effectively, I can assure you." 

*♦ Has she really ? " Zcnobia asked innocently. ** Well, my dear, it 
strikes me that, though there are only two of us, the family won't get 
much change out of us two. I Hay, shan't we just give them fits, you 
and me? I suppose it's *you and I,' Lord Arden ain't it? But I never 
could quite make out, and it sounds funny, don't it — that ' I ' standing 
all alone at the end of a sentence?" 

** Like the criminal in the dock," Arden said gravely, " when the 
judge has finished the words of doom." 

" Yes ; that's it, now," Zenobia said simply. But to think of you 
two taking so much interest in the affairs of other folks, and foreigners, 
and niggers, and all that lot 1 Why, I was never taught to take the 
least little bit of interest in any mortal thing but my own concerns. 
Yes; I have been jolly badly brought up," Zenobia went on reflec- 
tively, looking straight before her with the wistful yet alert expression 
in her brown eyes ; " that gets more and more clear to me as I go on 
and meet people. Kooikli, my deur thing, won't you teach me to 
think about niggers and people as well as myself? Lord Arden, will 
you — like ever such a good chap, I wish you would — show me how I 
am to think about my fellow-man sometimes ? After I have done up 
the Priory/* she added. "I haven't time just now. It takes a lot of 
thinking when youVe lining your rooms with plush ; and you want it 
dyed to suit your complexion." 

" I hope you will think about me sometimes, as one fellow-man," 
liOrd Arden said gallantly. 

" Oh, that I shall ! " Zenobia replied, with a certain innocent fervour 
in her tone. It was beginning to be faintly borne in upon her that 
there were other objects of interest to human beings in this world than 
gowns embroidered with humming-birds, and the furniture and trap- 
pings of a rich woman's house. 

Just then Admiral Nevile-Beauchamp brought up a Grosvenor 
Gallery painter, and introduced him to Mrs. Eustace Kenway — ^to 
the annoyance of dichton, who had been watchi* g the little group. 
Zenobia accepted the painter's arm and his invitation to go downstairs. 
Be bein^ oi the Burne Jones school, cast & ^tsxxtV^^ ^^\i<cA a.t her 
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gorgeous draperies as she rose, but Zen straightened her feather- 
trimmed train with childlike satisfaction. 

** Mrs. Kenway," said Lord Arden, " won't you come and have some 
tea or something ? ** 

KooiAli rose. There was a little block just in front of them. A 
young actress, to whom Crichton had a moment before been intro- 
duced, was making play with her large bistre-shaded eyes, and trying 
to keep two or three admirers in tow at pnce. Koorkli watched her 
with a wondering look, and Lord Arden witched Koor^li. The actress 
was very pretty and taking, after her ty])e, but it was a type which 
bewildered Koor^li a little. She had gol(l-pow<lered hair meeting her 
brows, with big black eyes, and a melodramatic manner which she was 
exercising now on Crichton. 

" Mr. Kenway, here is Signor Charqui tragically imploring me to 
take him down, because he has to go home and write an opera, and his 
doctor says he will die unless he has plenty of stimulants. And here 
is Mr. Foxwell declaring that he also is dying to get me some jelly; 
and that the completion of his Academy picture is in question. What 
am I to do? Mr. Foxwell expiring for me, and Signor Charqui for 
want of stimulants I I must leave them to die togetlier,** and she put 
her hand within ('rch ton's arm. 

Lord Arden and KoorMi moved on. 

** Jt is a littl^* perplexing for you," said he, with a laugh, "to see 
people you only know across the footlights dressed like the rest of the 
world." 

** I suppose they are like the rest of the world," said KoorMi. 

" Anyhow, they mean you to think so," he replied. " When you 
are introduced to the fair Miss Mauleverer, Mrs. Kenway, you must 
avoid anything remotely professional. You must ask her lif she was 
in the Park this morning, and if she went to Lady So-and-So's party 
last night, though you know that according to physical laws she must 
have been at the Burlington Theatre." 

As they came out of the supper-room, Kenway made his way to hia 
wife. He had given Miss Mauleverer up to Mr. GuUup, the comedian, 
and those two, with the lady who hunted at matinees and the young 
man who was more realistic than Zola, formed a little knot at the 
bottom of the stairs. 

"The social status of the actor," Mr. Gallup was saying — "the 
social status of the actor may be summed up in one word — Houp I " 
and he executed an acrobatic bound and a series of funny grimaces. 

" Come along," said Kenway, touching KoorMi — she had got sepa- 
rated for a moment from Ar.ien — " we will get away from all this 
internal rot." Then, seeing Lord Arden, he made an elaborate little 
speech about his wife's delicate health and the bore of having to go 
to two or three places in an evening. 

"Good night," anid Arden. "I shall see you soon again, Mrs. 
Kenway, at Lady Betty Morse's. She has proimsod Xo «&Vl \aft \a 
»j<eet yoa at another Sunday dinner." 
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Ken way was pleased that the hystanders should know that ba 
dined at the Morses'. He bade Arden good night with cordiality. 

" 1 hat man ir a cad," thought Arden to himself, as they moved cff; 
'* and I shouldn't think she liked it, poor little thing 1 " 



CHAPTER XIL 

THB "languorous TBOPIO FLOWEB." 

Criciiton Kknwat had passed through three several stages of 
with regard to his wilVs position in London society. When they 
wore on the way to England, and for the first few days of their stay, 
he felt convinced that he was the happy possessor of a wife who was 
destined to become a star of the L< ^ndi >n season and of many seasons. 
Alter the party at Lady Betty's, which was really their first appearance 
in what could be called society, he fell into a condition of profound 
disappointment. He was convinced that Koor^li was a dead failure, a 
hopeless failure ; and he was wroth with her and almost hated her. 
She became transngured in his eyes. Her very face, her very figure, 
did not seem the same to him. Up to that time, in his Sultan-lib 
fashion, he had been delighted to feast his eyes on the beauty of her 
face and her form. Even when she annoyed him, he regarded her 
much in the light of a horse, a dog, a picture, some chattel which 
bc'Umged to him, and might be either scf»lded, admired, or simply 
ignort d as the mood took him. After that he began to wonder where 
he could have seen charm of feature, or figure, or movement in her. 
She was so shy, he thought; she looked so awkward ; she did not dress 
well; she did not w&ir her clothes well; smart dresses would not seem 
smart if put on by her. Then came the third stage. Kenway did not 
quite understand soiety in London; Lady Betty did. Lady Betty had 
said that Koorkli would be a great success, and Lady Betty was light ; 
for she knew her world and her people. She knew that the very 
novelty of Koor^li's shy ways, her little bursts of a sort of intellectual 
aggressiveness, which was only shyness taking another form, her halt- 
dreamy poetic sympathies and fancies, which Lady Betty perceived 
from the outside though she did not understand ihem, her originality, 
her utter lack of afl'ectation — Lady Betty had seen at once that 
peculiarities such as these, when combined with a graceful figure aud 
a singularly pretty and picturesque face, would tell on London society. 
And in truth, they did tell. Belore Koorkli had been many weeks 
going about in society, there were found pretty languishing girls who 
tried to walk, and stand, and lean, and use their eyes, and move their 
hands after what they conceived to be the pattern of the young 
Australian married woman that all the world was talking of. This 
was Ken way's third experience. He was not yet over his anger and 
disappointment at her social failure, when he had to change his ideal 
all round once more, and to wonder and delight over hec avjcial succetUt 
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Yeo; there was no mistake about it. The reaUty could not be ignored 
merely because it was a pleasant and unexpected reality ; he was tho 
lawful owner of the successful beauty of the London 8eas<m. 

Ken way was especially interested in observing the manner in which 
Sandham Morse took to KoorMi. He was pleas* d to see how much 
Morse evidently liked her. Crichton Ken way was not a martyr to fits 
of jealousy. He had a placid faith in his wife. He did not believe 
ehe had one drop of passionate emotion in her ; he felt sure that no 
temptation in the world could induce her to do wrong. He did not 
particularly admire her for this; she wanted blood, he thought. She 
had not " go *' enough in her to care for love-making and that sort of 
thing. In some ways it was very lucky for him that she was cast in 
Buch a mould ; at any rate, it relieved him from all apprehension. He 
could trust her where other men could not trust their wives; that is 
to say, he could make use of her where other men could not make use 
of their wives. 

It was clear to him that Morse was the rising man in English 
politics ; and he meant to rise with Morse. It was clear to him that 
a time was coming, was close at hand, would come alter the next 
f^eneral election, when the democratic party must, get a chance ; and 
with that time would come Morse, as Prime Minister, or, at the very 
least, as leader of the House of Commons, with some noble flgure-head 
in the House of Lords to be set up for the nominal part of Premier. 
Then Kenway wanted to get some permanent appointment. His 
recent London experiences made him now rather scorn the colonial 
governorship which had at first been the object of his desires. He had 
not the means to go into Parliament, although he had some ambition 
of that kind. He wanted a secure place, with so many thousands a 
year, and the admission into good society. He wanted to be certain 
of a handsome income ; to live well ; to have no more debts ; to dine 
out every evening in the season at good houses ; to make a round of 
visits at castles and country seats during the recess; to know every 
one in society ; to be consulted by every one ; to be in the thick of 
everything, and to snub the Family and make them wild with envy. 
Now, all this could be assured to him by a permanent appointment in 
the Colonial Office, and this he intended that Morse should get for 
him. He began to think that Koorali might be of inestimable service 
to him, provided she did not indignantly revolt at this sort of intrigue ; 
and he therefore saw with peculiar gratification that Morse seemed to 
like her more and more every day. Kenway never could talk to her 
much now;, they had hardly anything in common. When she and 
Morse sat together they seemed never to want for subjects of conver- 
sation. Secretly, this incensed him, and at times he almost hated 
Morse — ^not from jealousy, but fn-m a sense of inferiority. Then he 
refiected that even a statesman, when he wishes to gain the favour of 
a pretty woman, must unbend and make her believe she is his intel- 
lectual equal. A husband's position naturally releases him from tha 
ceccssity for such affectations. 
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He was, of course, far too cleyer and too knowiog to consent to 
6gure in society merely as "beauty's husband." Such a position 
accepted by him would not serve his purpose at all. He meant to 
make a distinct mark upon society for himself; and he succeeded. He 
cuuhi do a great many things remarkably well, and he had the art of 
making the most of his accomplishments. He rode splendidly; ha 
knew that when the autumn came on he would be able to show hirasell 
i good shot ; he was almost a brilliant talker; he knew many countries 
«rell, and had a courier-life gift of polyglot ci»nversation. He could 
give advice on almost any subject; and there was no question on 
which he could not come to a decision in a moment. Kothing im- 
presses the majority of men more than the capacity to give a judgment 
on the instant. Solomon himself, if he asked for time to consider a 
point, would not be half so impressive, so necessary to his friend, so 
comforting to mankind in gjneral, as some one who gave a wrong 
opinion, but gave it at once, and with an air of decision. What if the 
opinion be wrong? Nobody cares after the thing is over; unliss, 
perhaps, the one man who has acted upon the opinion, and he does not 
always remember whether he did act upon it or on some judgment or 
impulse of his own. Th** rest of the world forget all about the matter, 
and only remember that Crichton Kenway, by Jove, sir, is a man who 
can tell you ofl-hand exactly what you ought to do under any given cir- 
cumstances, by Jove! An uncommonly clever fellow, everybody said. 

Yes ; Koor^li was a social success. She came upon London society 
towards the close of a season when there was a sort of reaction 
against the professional beauty, and people had raved themselves into 
weariness over the favourite actress. Koorhli's shrinking wild-flower 
looks and ways — or what Lady Betty called her wild-falcon ways-^ 
had a sudden attraction lor all who just then were yearning for novelty. 
Lady Betty had falUn straightway in love with her eyes, her tigure, 
her style generally ; and she had set various other great ladies also in 
admiration of them. A royal prince begged to be enabled to make 
acquaintance with the Australian visitor ; and highly commended, not 
oniy her appearance, but her manners and her odd, pretty name. And 
then, Kooikli's very mode of dressing, so unlike that of regulated and 
conventional soi ial life, had its charm also. 

She first made a sensation at Mr. Whistler's "ton o'clock." Lady 
Betty shejihirded her assiduously, and took care that just the right 
word should be said alx)ut her to just the right people. It was one of 
liady Betty's little whims to take up occasionally ai d make the reputa- 
tion of some pretty, witty, or charming woman. She did not care for 
l>eautie8 who ** ran " as such, and on patriotic grounds she disai)proved 
<»f the craze for American loveliness. She had thought for some time 
that the colonials should have a chance, and had tiicd a little while 
ago to start the daughter ot that great shearer of sheep. Sir Vesey 
Plympton, and the wife of a possessor ol many gold claims, who, how- 
ever, had been a dead failure. Lady Betty had submitted to a little 
good-natured chafl'on the subject of her " Australian with the nuggeta,"* 
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who smelt of Ballarat, and whose startling Worth toilettes had occa- 
sioned as much talk as Mrs. Langtry's famous costumes at the Prince's 
Theatre. Now, Lady Betty was pleased to make it evident that an 
Australian woman could he charming and original without over- 
dressing, under-dressing, talking strange Antipodean slang, and aggres- 
sivtly suggesting nug^^ets. She laid some stress upon the fact of 
Crichton Kenway's modest circumstances, while at the same time she 
alluded vaguely to his political prestige and his views upon the 
"annexation of New Guinea, and Lord Derby and federation — a sort 
of model for the Irish nationalists, don't you know." Lady Betty, in 
her pretty inconsequent way, addressed a champion of Home Hule, 
who was too distinctly and nntionally humorous to be excluded from a 
circle which craves amusement, ** With our dear princess's husband at 
the Castle; as he is a German there could not be any ill feeling." 
Lady Betty was quite taken with the idea, and presented the Home 
Ruler to Kuon\li forthwith. It is not quite certain, however, whether 
Crichton Kenway would have relished her description of him, could he 
at the Universe Club have heard it given. Lady Betty caught the 
attention of the art cl que first, as in duty bound to her entertainer; 
and after Mr. Whistler's lecture, of which in truth our young bar- 
barian understood but little, Koorili found herself the centre of a group 
of striking and Mephisiophelian figures, and in the novel position of 
a kind of lightning-conductor diverting the shaits of the leaders of 
rival schools, of which one might be said to find "Le beau dans 
rhorrible," and of the other "L'hnrrible dans le beau." Koor^li felt 
the whole thing a little bewildering. It was a very curious and repre- 
sentative gathering — rank, fashion, politics, art, literature, medicine, 
and the stage, hobnobbing joyfully. The house at which the party 
took place had got the name of Noah's Ark, from the variety of speciee 
which were wont to c«)ngregate in it. No fitter scene Cuuld have been 
chosen for Koortili's first success. 

Lady Betty was interested on her own account as well. She realize<? 
her ambition to make the acquaintance of Doctor Maiia LakesweU 
'i'ubbs, and Koon\li was included in the arrangement which ensurec?' 
the dangling of the skeleton before a select feminine company in Pari- 
l^ne. Lady Betty began to meditate a physiological crusade, and th* 
c nlightenment of her own sex upon the dangers attending tight lacing 
She did not allow the arti«ts and the Home Kuler, however, \a 
monopolize her cha ge tt»o Inng. La<ly Betty knew how to manag« 
thing-i. A duch< ss, whose eldest son was talked of as the coming 
governor of a great Australian colony, was sweetly propitiated. Othei 
great ladies were taken in hand in turn. Then an elderly peer, whc 
was also a ix>et, a storv-teller, and an admirer of beauty, asked for an 
introduction to KoorMi. He told her his latest good thing, laughing 
a fat chuckle at his own wit. He asked her three times where she 
lived, and the next day sent a card for an "at home." After him 
came another literary man, an aged masher, with tiny shrivelled fornix 
thin silvery hair, tremUiug hands and bleared \Auft e^'^^-AsviX. ^.^ "^^^ 
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in his sphere, a critic whose verdict made or marred a book or a heauty. 
He was a liviug volume of scandalous chronicle, dating back to Byrun 
in his prime; descending from the Guiccioli to luxuriant matrona 
preseut, at whom he glanced, shaking with impish merriment. "They 
are so pruj^er now," he murmured, " with their daughters beside thera 1 
But the tales 1 could tell I " 

And the tales he did tell I Horror I Koor^i shrank like a wounded 
fawn. She turned a pale indignant face, to meet Lord Ardeu'sey(S. 
He had dropped in iat-e. He gave her his arm and took her dowo tc 
supper. He felt 1 ke some kni«ht protecting an innocent maiden. 

**1 know what Adrian Maybank's conversation is to men," he said; 
"I can imagine what it might be to women. When he was younger, 
he became a sort of star in the drawing-rooms ; and it was the fashion 
to smile behind fans at Mr. Maybank's spicy anecdotes. I will tell 
you what a great woman, who is dead now, once said of him. It will 
show you that there are queens of womanhood who know how to defeDd 
their royalty." 

There was a repressed enthusiasm about Lord Arden's waj' of talking, 
even when he was inclined to be a little cynical, which made him seem 
an odd blending of knight-errantry and nineteenth-centuryism. 

" This woman had been a singer. She was a genius. The blood 
of the tragedians flowed in her vems. She was a muse herself. I wish 
I could describe her to you. She was diamond-eyed ; and when roused, 
she could break mto flashing speech. I mean Adelaide Kemble; and 
I get Carlylesque when she is my subject. I saw her one evening a 
few years back — she was }>ast her prime, but magnificent still — in 
a room full of people, clever and fashionable, when Adrian Maybank, 
his talent, his wit, his social charm were under discussion. She was 
silent, with her elbow resting uix)n a table, her chin upon her hand, 
her eyrbrows bent ominously, till appealed to by her hostess. * And 
you, Mrs. Sartoris, what is your opinion ? ' I tell you, it was some- 
thmg beautiful to see the dramatic gesture, the flame from those dark 
eyes, the Kemble head thrown back; to hear the clear, thrilling voice 
which spoke slowly and deliberately — * When Adrian Maybank enters 
a room in which I am, there is but one thing I would say, '* Women 
and boys, leave the court."' That was all, Mrs. Kenway. She went 
back to her former attitude, but no one seemed very ready then to 
carry on the pi aise of Adrian Maybank." 

The ejjiaude of this introduction did not end here. The next morn- 
ing Koorkli received from Mr. Maybank a tiny presentation volume ol 
poems which celebrated, in language of old-fashioned free gallantry, 
the charms of various well-known ladies, to whose initials the poet 
had, for the stranger's enlightenment, appended in his crabbed hand- 
writing the other letters of their names. Enclosed with the volume 
was a copy of sparkling vers de society, addressed to the fair Austrnliaa, 
They were the last Adrian Maybank ever wrote ; for he died suddenly 
the following day. He had, however, distributed the little poem 
widely. 
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Thus was KoorSlli made famous ; to Morse's vague regret ; to Lady 
Betty's childlike satisfaction ; to the envy of Mrs. Nevile-Beaucharop ; 
and to the astonishment and alarm of the Family generally, who were 
convinced that such sudden notoriety could not be consistent with 
good morals. Some paragraph in a social weekly, and a few indis- 
criminate rumours penetrating the sacred circle, finally brought about 
a family conclave, in the course of which Lady Gantcloupe gave out 
the resolution that it was desirable Mrs. Grichton should be snubbed; 
for Lady Canteloupe was one of those strictly proper ladies who hold 
the theory that virtue is a tender plant which can only flourish in the 
domestic forcing-house. Zenobia was not included in the family con- 
clave. She had quite made up her mind that she and Koi 'r^U were 
pletiged to an offensive and defensive alliance against the Family. 

"Well!" she said abruptly to Ki)orMi, when according to her 
announcement she came to luncheon, " do you feel a little less cheap 
than when I saw you first — now that you are being turning into a 
professional beauty ? You see, I was right. If I have the money, you 
have what is higher in the market.^' 

Zenobia often came to call on Koorkli. Crichton shuddered faintly 
at the sight of her carriage, which he used to notice standing at his 
door; and he always hoped, on these occasions, that none of his 
fashionable friends would call at the same time. It was a very mag- 
nificent turn-out, with as much gold plating and ornamental chain- 
work as could be attached to the harness. 

" I wonder you don't persuade your wife to drop that style of Lord 
Mayor's coach," Crichton said once to his brother Eustace. 

" Ah ! " Eustace had a cjuiet irritating way of putting his eyeglass 
in his eye, and languidly answering a question or remark which an- 
noyed him. '* It's her money, you know. I suppose she has a right 
to buy a Lord Mayor's coach if she likes it." 

Crichton said no more. He was clever enough to see that Eustace a 
exaggerated tolerance of his wife's eccentricities concealed a gall. It 
was very evident that Eustace had uiarried without love, and was 
ashamed of having done so. 

Koor^li did not, as Zenobia herself would have phrased it, " tumble 
to" her sister-in-law. She was oppresse*i by Zenobia's exuberant 
vitality, by her frankness which seemed a want of delicacy, and by her 
slang and boyish manners. There was almost nothing in common 
between them except a certain sincerity and love of truth, character- 
istic of both. Koor^li thought, at first, that Zenobia was vulgar. 
Aftei a while, she began to feel that the over-dressing and apparent 
ostenhition of wealth were not vulgarity, but were due to the fact thtt 
the poor little Sheffield heiress had had no experience of anything 
else. It all came as iiaturally to her as the dignity of simplicity comes 
to others. Then Koor^li saw that Zen -bia was making discoveries 
that she was not happy, and that she found it hard to adapt her crude, 
hoydenish, material views of life to the more complex condition of 
things which her marriage had brought about. TYi^t^ N«^a ^siiQj8iCsi!^\\^^ 
8 
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in her attitude which touched KooiML She seemed to be always 
obserying and drawing conclusions. 

Zonobia observed |mrticularly Koor^li's relations with her husband, 
and Keuway*8 way of treating his wife. Crichton, though never abso- 
lutely rude or rough, had a rasping, overbearing manner at home, in 
marked contrast with his manners when abroad — a way of harking 
upon mean detail, of fault-finding, and of attributing the lowest motive 
to every action, which often caused Koor^li to wince, destroying l.ei 
B]X)ntaneity and self-confidence, and making her timid and reserved, 
and less and less a thing of flesh and blood. 

Once, when Kenway had left the room, after some irritating dis- 
cussion on household affairs, Zenobia said, with a touch of bitterness— 

" There ought to be a training-school for girls who mean to marry. 
They should tell us beforehand tliat we are going to become items — 
pieces of furniture. If one of us happens to be rich, she is rosewood, 
gilded ; that^s all the dirierence. I sometimes wish I were plain deal, 
and then, perhaps, Eustace might permit himself to storm at me." 

" Should you like to be stormed at, Zen ?" asked Koorikli listlessly. 

" No, dear, it would be b-beastly. But I should like it better than 
nagging or being let alone. Not that Eustace nags — he leaves that to 
Crichton. He is too polite. He only lets me alone. It's a little 
crushing to find one's lover asleep when one has been making tender 
speeches to him. Eustace went to sleep regularly in the train on our 
honeymoon. He tried to keep awake, but he couldn't. He was too 
]olite to begin reading all at once; now he doesn't make any b-bones 
about that. He buys French novels; and then I want to box his ears 
and say, d-a-m-n — so there ! " 

" Oh ! " exclaimed Koorkli suddenly, with a passion that surprised 
herself. ''To be let alone is just the one good thing in life one may 
not have." 

At that moment Lance, the child, came running in with his hat in 
his hand. 

'* Aunt Zen, Uncle Eustace is waiting in the carnage, and he says 
he wants you." 

" Tell Uncle Eustace I'm not a spaniel," said Zenobia ; but she said 
good-bye to Koorkli and went. 

Zenobia sometimes met Lord Arden at KoorMi's house ; and she 
threw herself with enthusiasm into his schemes of philanthroi>ic 
loform. He was at this time much interested in a plan for providing 
homes and places of recreation for young workwomen. Zenobia lis- 
tened to him one day, and the next sent him a cheque for a large sum 
which she begged might be used at his discretion. Her imj)ulsive 
generosity somewhat embarrassed Lord Arden, and also her eagerly 
exi)ressed wish to have an active share in the work. Mrs. Eustace 
Kenway, in her French dresses, with her gorgeous carriage and pow- 
dered footmen, seemed incongruous among the workwomen. But he 
had taken a liking to the good-nature ^, s])()ilt child ; and he, too, dis- 
cerned something of that pathetic element below the surface whicb 
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touched Koor^lL Zenobia was always less bnisque, somehow, when 
he was present. It was at one of his benevolent entertainments that 
Zenobia first met Lady Betty Morse. She came to be known in Lady 
Betty's set, as ** that dreadful sister-in-law of pretty Mrs. Crichton 
Kenway ; " which was a little hard on poor Zen, though it was but 
too natural that she should set Lady Betty's teeth on edge. Lady 
Betty WHS in some sort a revelation to Mrs. Eustace, who began t«) 
have faint glimm'erings on the subjects of over-dressing and gold- 
plated harness. But the glimmerings were very faint, and did not yet 
broaden to the Priory, for which Zenobia was just now buying the most 
magnificent moiiem furniture that Tottenham Court Road could produce. 

Koorkli was herself one of the very last to tind out her own success ; 
and when she did at last find it out she was much amused, and went 
into the part as she might into an evening of private theatricals. She 
did not care in the least about the success, except that it amused her 
and helped her to escape from thinking of other things. Moreover, it 
oiled the wheels of domestic life ; for Crichton was pleased, and appre- 
ciated her in proportion as she was made much oL 

A French diplomatist of rank, who sat next to her at dinner one 
day, paid her many compliments in his own tongue. Koor^li was not 
listening very attentively, and perhaps had not that perfect mastery of 
the language which is apparently the natural possession of every heroine 
of fiction. She heard the diplomatist talking a great deal about a 
certain " languorous tropic flower ; " and she thought he was giving 
her a description of some new discovery in botany. It was only when 
she compelled herself to pay a httle more attention to his talk, that 
she found out that she was the languorous tropic flower, and that her 
neighbour was paying her an elaborate compliment. 

** But you know," she quietly said, in as good French as she could 
command, " Australia is not in the tropics." 

** Still, the place you come from is all but tropical. Oh yes, I 
know," he insisted. 

She told him its degree of latitude. The compliment withered 
under this mode of treatment, even as the tropical flower itself might 
have fared under a shower of sleet. The diplomatist afterwards gave 
out that Madame Kenway was witty, but a little, just a little malign, 
which did not harm Madame Kenway much in society. 

Koorkli's success, intensely gratifying to her husband, seemed to 
him his success, too. In fact it was so. They had three tiutes more 
invitations to dinner than they could possi lily accept; and Kenway 
positively insisted on their accepting all they could. Koorkli did not 
mind much ; she was as willing to do one thing as another. Perhai)S 
she would rather go out anywhere now, than remain at home a whole 
evening with her husband. Only two men had much interest for her 
in all the crowd she used to meet. One was Lord Arden — ^and she 
frankly admitted to herself her interest in him ; the other, of course, 
was Morse ; and about him she did not admit heraeVl \a vsi^ V\i\\i^\^<^ 
aelf-examinadoii — bs yet. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

THE TEBBACE. 

They met very often — Lady Betty's charming patronage of KooiMl 
and pretty way of "making things nice for her," brought this aboT:t 
most naturally — at Morse's hou^e. Koorkli became quite a feature cl 
the little luncheon parties for which Lady Betty was celebrated, and 
at which Lady Deveril gathered plentiful "copy." But apart from 
such occasions, she saw him frequently in her own home. Perhaps 
Lady Betty was hardly aware of the frequency of these visits, but had 
she been so, she would have thought nothing of it. It never occurred 
to Morse either to suppress the fact of his friendship with Koorkli, or 
to make much of it. He had glided quite naturally into the intimacy, 
quite naturally into a habit of dropping in at Mrs. Ken way's on his 
way to the House in the afternoons, and of talking to her, at first 
vaguely, of his political opinions, his hopes and fears for England, all 
the "views" which Lady Betty had a fashion of dismissing as being 
merely picturesque and the proper thing for a Radical statesnian. But 
Eoor^li took them seriously, and had a grave way of listening and of 
looking at him as he talked, and of putting in every now and then a 
word or two of intelligent sympathy that had a strangely soothing 
effect upon him. 

Exciting questions were comins: up. The ejections were talked of 
and the cliances of war, which rumbled like thunder in the distance, 
or like the slow upheaving that heralds an earthquake. In the lull 
before the storm, the Government was affecting to busy itself with 
Australian affairs, a safe nubject to handle; and the first reading of 
the Federation Bill, of which Morse had spoken to Koor^li, was to 
come on. The first note which she ever received from Morse was 
written from the House of Commons, and in reference to this debate 
It gave her a curious thrill of pleasure. No one had ever before 
written to her from that place, it seemed to revive crude girlish 
dreams, when she had visions of being a power in unwritten Austra- 
lian history, and of swaying the councils of public men. She began 
to feel within her breast a rising up of her old self, her real self, which 
her marriajze had crushed. She seemed to know suddenly that she had 
resources of intellect and emotion never yet brought out. It was an 
odd sort of fancy ; it frightened her a little. 

Morse's nine was short, scarcely telling her more than that he would 
speak the next evening. One little passage at its close, however, 
touched her, for it seemed to speak of weariness and dejection. 

*'I am writing to you from one of the lobbies 'upstairs,' as our 
phrase is here. The debate going on below drags and drones, and I 
would that I were a travelling tinker, and mi^ht wander away through 
{nreen fields and down by the river with the bulrushes, which somehow 
1 associate with Australia and vou." 
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It bad been at Grst settled tbat Lndy Betty sbould UVq Koor^li to 
tbe House of Commons, but when the time came, it happened that the 
del)ate clashed with a graad r<lte flt the Inventories — almost the last 
event of the season — ^a sort of Floral Fair, at which lloyalty had 
graciously consented to hold a stall, and at which Lady Betty Morse 
was to assist Royalty, attended by the boy Lennic dressed in mediseval 
page's costume. All the professional beauties, aud many beauties who 
were not professional, would as a matter of course be at the f<gte. Lady 
Betty insisted that Koor^li must take her stand amongst them. 

Ken way was at first very much annoyed when after luncheon that 
day she declared her intention of going to the House of Commons 
instead. She did not at the moment say that Morse was to speak. 
It was one of Koor^li's faults perhaps, at any rate one of the reasons 
why she and Kenway did not "get on,** that she could never even in 
a trivial discussion meet him frankly with mind bared, as such a 
woman would naturally have dooe had she been sure of sympathetic 
comprekension. She had a nervous, almost physical dread of being 
misinterpreted, and shrank from an abrupt word as a timid woman 
mi^iht shrink from an expected blow. This attitude irritated Kenway 
inexpressibly; and Eoor^li felt and owned to herself that he some- 
times had reason on his side. 

** What an infernal fool you are,'* he said wrathfully. " You have, 
opportunities made for you which don't fall to the chance of one 
woman in a million, and you don't know how to take advantage of 
them. Last night you wouldn't go to the Coulmonts, because you had 
a headache, or some such rot, and my lord was as grutf as could be. 
Tou might remember that this season is a sort of si^eculation to me. 
Do you suppose that I should go in for it if I didn't mean to make 
money out of it? You might consider my interests." 

**I don't know how I should be serving your interests by going to 
the Inventories this evening," said KoorMi. " I should certainly not 
make any money, and that is what we most need just now." 

Crichton got up and stood with his back against the mantelpiece, the 
picture of angry discontent. 

" I am glad you are beginning to realize that," he said in his grating, 
cynical voice. "As a rule, you take things as coolly as if you had 
been born a millionaire, instead of — what you were. The fact is, that 
unless my speculation succeeds, you will not be likely in future to see 
much of the people you may meet to-night. Every day we are getting 
deeper into debt. That would not matter much if I had any way of 
raising money, but I have next to none now. I am sure to lose my 
appointment before long. In the Australian telegrams to-day, the 
South Britain Ministry is described as shaky. What shall you do 
then? How :>hould you like to go back to Australia, or to vegetiite 
down at the Grey Manor ? " 

Koorkli got up from her seat too. 

•* Crichton," she said earnestly, "I have told you over and over 
again that I am williog, anxious, to Uve m 8k ^xcis&'&t \l<;s^^s^ ^sl^ ^^^^ 
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up the carrii^ and all that, or to pro to the Grey Manor. Tou mlgbt 
have rooms near your office; I shouldn't mind, I should like that. 
But while we are living in this way — so far beyond our means, and 
making no effort to retrench, the only thing is to try and forget the 
falseness and hoUowtiess of it alL And so I take things coolly, as you 
say." 

" It would be more to the purpose if you helped me, by makiig 
yourself agreeable to Lord Couimont and people of influence. But you 
let men drop in the most tactless way — fellows who might be of ser^ 
vice to me. You offend them, and do more harm than good." 

*' You should rather say," answered Kuorkli with sarcastic emphasis, 
" that they otfend me." 

*' My dear, what woman was it, that boasted she had never lost a 
lover without turning him into a friend? I am afraid you haven't 
learned that art. All men of the world make love to a pretty woman. 
You are old enough to take care of yourself I don't see how it can 
hurt you if (Couimont, for instance, who will be at the Inventories to- 
night and on the look-out for you, should make you a few pretty 
speeches. The man is pleasant — and may be— useful." 

Koorkli said not a word. She moved to the writing-table. 

"What are you doing?" asked Ken way. 
• *' I am writing a note to Lady Betty Morse to say that I can't be at 
her stall this evening." 

Crichton strode forward. **I must beg that you will change youi 
mind," he said, his tone suggesting intense anger bottled up. He 
paused suddenly, and added abruptly, *' Why are you so anxious to go 
to the House?" 

" Because," replied Koorkli, turning to him with clear eyes, ** Mr. 
Morse is going to speak on the Federation Bill, and he has sent me a 
note to say that he has got a seat for me in the Ladies' Gallery." 

She saw the expression of her husband's face change completely. At 
the same moment, a rush of crimson dyed her own cheeks, and some- 
thing seemed to catch her breath and almost to choke her — a swiftly 
darting thought, sensation, she hardly knew what it was. She turned 
away her eyes. The china figures on a bracket near were outlined 
with odd distinctness. It was as though she had never noticed them 
before. She could not look at Ken way with that consciousness between 
them. She could not go on with her note. The words ** Dear Lady 
Betty," which she had written, seemed to stand out like letters of fire. 

It was only for a few seconds. There came a quick revulsion. 
Self-wonderment and scorn, and the sense of loyalty to her friend 
thrust away the suggestion that stung her, and she seemed to be 
stnnding at arms, nut in her own defence, but in defence of others. 
Slie hardly heard her husband's words. 

"You are quite right, Koorali. You ought to go and hear Morse, 
especially as he wishes it, and it's an Australian subject. I'll square 
things with Couimont. He won't think any the worse of you, or of me, 
because Sandham Morse values your opinion." 
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Koorkli uttered a little cry, almost of pain. 

** Crichton ! " she exclaimed, and there was an imploring note in het 
voice, " yi>u talk in a strange, hard way sometimes, as if you thought 
nothing mattered about me, or about anything, so lung as we get 
money and are sought after by great people. But you don't mean it ? 
You wouldn't like me to be spoken lightly of, or — or to lose my own 
self-respect? You can't like this hollowneas and mockery, and the 
jarring there is between us whenever we talk about real things. Oh, 
Crichton I if you had only been more gentle with me — if you had only 
understood me better, we shouldn't be such poor companions to each 
other now ! " 

** I don't find you a poor companion, KoorMi," said Crichton, hall 
amused, half touched. " You have improved very much since you 
have been going into society, and have learned how to dress and how to 
talk. You see now that South Britain isn't the world, and that it's 
the way of doing things which makes all the difference. As for wish- 
ing you to be * lightly spoken of,' you must surely be aware that I am 
the last man to allow my name to be dragged in the mire." 

Koor^li had stretched out her hands involuntary to him. She drew 
them back now, and let them fall by her sides. 

" As for understanding you," continued Kenway, with a little laugh, 
** you seem to fancy yourself a sort of Chinese puzzle, that has to be 
taken to pieces and put together again. That's not my idea of a 
woman or of marriage. If so, there is something decidedly rotten about 
the whole thing." 

** I quite agree with you, my dear Crichton," said Koor^li, with some 
spirit, sittirjg down again and beginning to dash off her note. " There 
is something decidedly rotten, as you express it, about the whole 
thing. I fancy that view would commend itself to most men and 
women who ever think at all about marriage in the abstract " 

** Come," said Kenway, going up to her and putting his hand on her 
shoulder — ^he did not notice that she winced ever so slightly under his 
touch — "you need not gtit savage or go into a forty-eight hours' sulk 
about nothing. Wish me luck at the bank, rather. I'm going to try 
and screw an advance out of the manager, ai^d shall have to make up 
some cock-and-bull excuse for wanting it which won't damage my 
credit. I think I had better lay it on you, and say we have been send* 
ing money out to Australia to your brother. They know he has been 
nearly cleaned out with the drought, and has had a row with Middle- 
mint. But no, that story won't do; they might try and verify it." 

The bank with which Crichton Kenway had dealings was the London 
branch of an Australian firm. The principal knew Kenway well enongh 
to grant him an overdraft now and then ; and hitherto, by some lucky 
chance, things had always been put straight again. But these accom- 
modations and the friendly footing they were on entitled him, as it 
were, to ask free questions as to the uses to which the money was to 
be applied, and the ins and outs generally of Kenway'a i^tWate affiaita^ 
with a view of comse to the security of the loan. Iv. 'TJ^a «k\\\A\^ ^x^SL- 
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cult nlwAys to wriggle safely out of thew inquiries; but Kenway'g 
tipeciousness served him on such occasions in good stead. He had the 
rare knack of making out a good case, and of inspiring confidence in 
his integrity, which had tided him over many a serious crisis. But this 
was a much more serious crisis than any he had yet had to encounter. 

"I bhali ask Bonhote to dinner," continued Ken way, taking out his 
engit^ement book and looking over it. Bonhote was the manager of 
Xh» Bank. ** I see we are free on Sunday. One can get so much moro 
out of a man over a bottle of Leoville. Remember, if he comes, thai 
you don't say the wrong thing. You have an uuhax)py knack of doing 
that, dear, when a little yZf?c«s« is required." 

** Oh, do not let us tell lies," crieii Koor^li. " I can't bear it. Some- 
times, when I hear you making up a plausible tale, I shudder. \oa 
would lie even to me, if it served your purpose." 

** I wish you wouldn't take things like that," returned Ken way, a 
little discomposed. ** 1 am only doing my best for you as well as for 
myself. We are in a hole, and we must get out of it. If I can't per- 
suade the bank to give me another leg-up, I must go to the Jews. 
Well, good-bye. Go to the House. You'll take the carria'nje. And 
get Moise to give you some coffee. Go with him for a walk on the 
terrace, and make the running with him — in politics, my dear — as for 
flirtation, I suppose you are both above that — but keep an eye to 
my interests, and don't shirk being introduced to any fellows worth 
knowinjij." 

He was leaving the room. A.t the door KooriHi's voice stopped him. 

« Crichton." 

"Well?" 

" Will you go with me this evenincr ?" 

** To the House ? No. Why should I ? Morse will look after you. 

I don't care a straw about federation, thouuh, of course, I mustn't let 

people think so. And then I want to make it all right with Coulniont. 

It won't do for a Cabinet Minister to fancy you mean to drop him, be- 

V cause he has been foolish enough to admire you." 

Kenway laughed again that rasping laugh, which grated so on his 
wife's nerves. He did not give her time to make any remonstrance, 
but left the room ; and presently she heard the hall door closing with 
a bang behind him. 

Koorkli did not at this time know much about the House of Com- 
mons; but she expected somehow that Morse would be waiting to 
receive her, and that he would put everything right for her. Slie 
drove to the door of the Ladies' Gallery in the inner courtyard, and 
there she did find Morse waiting. He was a little surprised at seeing 
her alone ; but he did not say anything of that to her. She evidently 
had not thought about the matter, or did not know that ladies do not 
usually come alone to the House of Commons. He could get Lady 
Betty to ^ive her a hint some time, he said to himself; and it really 
did not matter much in any case. So he took K< or^li to her place in 
the gnUtrjr, and in due course of time there came on the motion for the 
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debate on the second reading of the Australian Federation Bill, and 
Morge made his speech. It was not a long- speech ; it did not op[)ost$ 
the measure ; it merely warned the young coldnies against the pe8|»on- 
si bill ties, political and moral, of a close fillowsftip and partnership with 
the old empire.^ There was a democatic and almoht a republii-aii 
dash about the speech which delighted the little republican trom Soutli 
Britain. KoorMi felt her old enihusiasm revive. Morse's voice was 
strong, sweet, and penetrating, with a metalUc ring in its scornful 
tone. It thrilled iter as no other voice had ever done. Koor^li recalled 
afterwards to her memory, with a certain shamefaceJness, that she 
found heiiself trembling with excitement when Morse began to spiak. 

After his speech, he came to the gall.ry for Koorkli, and brought 
her downstairs. Hq had asked her to come and see the library; but 
she refused. She had not many minutes left, she said; she wished to 
get home before it became late. 

Now, when the excitement was over, she felt shy and strange. She 
had a painful consciousness of some hidden meaning in Ciichton's 
words that afternoon, a meaning she might have discovered readily 
enough had Lord Coulmont or any other man been in question, but 
whicii she could not, would not, apply to Morse. 

She declined his offer of coffee ; aud she shrank from introductions 
to any of his Iriends. She grew hot as she reniembered the change in 
her husband's manner, and bis reference to influential people; hot to 
think that he had recommended her to *' make the running,** even in 
|>olitics, with Morse. When Morse bego^ed her at least to take one 
turn on the terrace, she hesitated and looked troubled. 

**Mis. Ken way," he said, "why are you in such a hurry to leave 
us? You are not going anywhere this evening, I know; and your 
husband is at the Inventories enjoying the Royalties — as much perhaps 
as Lady Betty," he added with a little laugh. 

*• J^y Betty " Koor^li began, and stopped awkwardly. The 

thought struck her suddenly, how strange it was, that while the hus- 
band was almost denouncing monarchy in the House uf Commons, the 
wife should be in devoted attendance upon its future representatives. 
It seemed to tell of a divergence of aims and interests ; it seemed an 
iDcongruity. It was sad, she thought, and it deepened in her mind 
the impression — always there, though sometimes argued against as 
foolish— ot Mt»rse's kneliness. Lady Betty enjoys everything," she 
added ; but the words were obviously not those she had been on the 
point of uttering. ^ 

** And you too ? " he said. " Yes, I think you da Do you kno fi 
that, in spite of the wear and tear of fashionable life, you lo<k 
stronger and brighter now than you did when I first saw you in 
England — at my own house ? " 

** Yes," she answered simply, " I am happier now." 

To him there was something infinitely pathetic in her reply. She 
was too truthful to hide from him that she had not V»ecL\i«^YJ'»^^^^ 
she was not now quite happy. It touched hka atiaxi^'^^ \)tiaX ^^ 
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should not make any flimRy pretence to him. Her sincerity was in 
harmony with the nature of their relationship to each other. It was 
an unoonecious tribute — not to his vanity, for he was not vain — but to 
his manliness. And yet she had never knowingly ^iven him the least 
insight into her married life. Koorkli was so loysd, that not even to 
her closest friend would she utter one word in disparagement of her 
husband. Morse had heard her, under stress of social necessity, put 
on the conventional wifely air, say pretty things implying acconl 
"between herself and her husband, and respond outwardly to Crichton's 
^devoted" manner. All the time he had known it was acting, and 
had felt intuitively that she knew he saw through such sad, wifelV) 
pious hypocrisy. He had always an impulse to protect her in some 
fashion, as though she were a child not underst«)od by its parents, and 
bewildered at being forced into an attitude furei«j:n to its nature. He 
wanted to take the little thing's hand, as it were, and lead her away, and 
let her be her own swt et, truthful self. He felt thus at this moment. 
He could not hold his voice in restraint, tiiough his words were calm. 

" No, it doesn't satisfy you,** he said. " You don't care for the sort 
of thing people call * getting on in society '" 

" Oh,** she interrupted impulsively, ** the falseness, the seeming to 
be what we are not — that is what I cannot bear." Then, as if regret- 
ting her outburst, she faltered, <* I — I mean, Mr. Morse, that we are 
not like you and l>ady Betty — it suits you ; it is your right place, but 
with us — it all seems a mistake somehow." 

He looked down upon her. They were on the terrace now. There 
was no moon, but streams of amber light poured out from the windows 
of the library. The river, hemmed in there by the Westminster and 
Lambeth Bridges, looked like a narrow lake edged by brilliant points 
of fire. These, reflected in the water, gave curious straight bars of 
light, alternating with broad and dark lines, crossed here and there by 
the black outline of some heavy barge. A solitary lamp upon the low 
mast sent out its reflection like a lengthened flambeau till the shining 
trail was lost in the leaden stillness of the central stream. Furthei 
back, on the south side, all seemed dusky in contrast, the great block 
of St. Thomas's Hospital looki d an ill-defined mass dotted with rush- 
lights, and the grey keep of Lambeth Palace showed solemnly among the 
shadows when a ripple on the water put out the reflected lights in the 
river and allowed the objects on the shore a better chance of being seen. 

" You have no need to seem anything but what you are," he said 
very gravely ; " for no one who knows you could misunderstand you. 
But you are right, Mrs. Ken way ; it doesn*t suit you — this merry-go- 
iT und sort of existence. I of en think, when I watch you at pai ties 
aiid places, that though you are talking and smiling, and quite in the 
world, you don't really belong to it; and that you would be better 
pleased to be with your children, and" — he paused for a moment, 
and his voice deepened ever so slightly — "with 3'^our — I mean in your 
own home. 

She laughed a little jarringly, and her voice trembled too. ** I don't 
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know, Mr. Morse. You mustn't think that I am so domestic as that. 
I don't think I like staying at home very much." 

There was a silence which lasted several paces till they turned again 
in their walk. Morse had mechanically returned the salutation of a 
passing member, and exchanged a word or two about his speech that 
evening. The member glanced at Koorkli and raised his hat. He 
seemed to wish to prolong the conversation so that an introduction 
might be effected; but Morse moved on. 

** I know what you were thinking a minute or two aso," he said 
abruptly. " It struck you that Lady Betty would not have approved 
of my speech to-night." 

"Lady Betty does not think that you are in earnest," Kooridi 
answered. 

" But you know that I am very much in earnest," he said gravely. 

There was a little silence. 

"I wish your words could pierce to the very heart of all our 
colonies," Koorkli said with emotion. This was her first direct com- 
ment on his speech. 

" You liked what I said?" he asked her quite seriously and gravely, 
as if he were talking with a man. 

"Oh yes. I felt every word of it; I agreed in every word. That 
is ouj danger; I have long thought.it. We shall become corrupted 
with this false glory of war. We shall think we are sharers of 
England's strength and fame when we are only becoming conspirators 
against justice and mercy. But is it not hard for you to be so im- 
partial, being an Englishman ? " 

She spoke brightly and without shyness. It was a relief and yet 
a half-admitted disappointment that they had gone off the more 
personal ground. To discuss any general subject with Morse was 
always a great pleasure to her; for even the shortest conversation 
seemed to reveal new meeting-points, new harmonies. But to know 
that he took a deep individual interest in her gave her a curious thrill, 
half of pain, half ot delight. She did not analyze the feeling. She 
shrank from acknowledging it, but she was conscious of it all th« 
same. She was glad when their intercourse was of a bright happy 
kind, and this was often ; for then it was a compan'onship of mind and 
temperament such as she had never known before in her life. 

" They tell me I am anti- English — the paners do," Morse said, with 
a smile. '* My own fear is that 1 am rather too much inclined to make 
an idol of England. I want her to do right." 

" Some day you will speak with the voice of England," KoorMi said, 
her own voice swelling with enthusiasm. ** x wonder if I shall be here 
then ; or if we shall have gone back to South Britain, and I shall only 
read in the papers of all that is going on in England ? Well, I shall 
read with all the more interest because of what I have seen and heard 
to-night. I shall n^t forget this." 

" 1 hope you will be here," Morse said, " whatever happens to the 
political fortunes of us and our parties." 
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" Yes ; I should like to stay in England for a little yet, and see 
what happens." Then she almost caught up her own words, and 
hurriedly said, "It is very kind of you, Mr. Morse, to take so much 
trouble ; and I am delighted ; and I shall always remember the debate 
and your speech ; and 1 think I must go now." 

''Yes; I suppose you must go," Morse said. "I am so glad we 
agree on the-e questions. Mrs. Kenway, and I hope we shall meet again 
before long. You will allow me to come and see you again some day 
soon V " 

"Oh yes," she answered impulsively; "the sooner the better." 

She turned her- soft dark eyt-s with a look of almost childlike con- 
fidence up to him — she did seem very childlike in face, form, and 
expression even still — and then he conducted her through stony courts 
Aud diaughty passages to her carriage, and she drove away. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

** SHALL I GO TO SEE HEB?" 

It must not be supposed that Koor^li,' on discovering herself to be 
uncongenially mated, had sunk ar. uuce into the at'itude oi femvM 
incomprie, A bright imaginative girl, accustomed to supremacy, with 
ideals and aspirations fed by a cour*e of romantic reading, but with no 
practical knowledge of life or human nature, even of the most lioaited 
kind, she had married under stress of girlish sorrow and disappoint- 
ment, just as a child whom its guardians had deserted might trustingly 
put its hand into that of some kindly speaking stranger who had 
oU'ered to take it home. Koor^Ii had never seriously retiecled that she 
might be making a grave mistake. She was a very ignorant and a 
very pure-minded giil, and she did not think much about the obliga- 
tions of marriage, or of marriage itself, except as being, she supposed, 
the ultimate destiny of all women. 

Crichton Kenway, good-looking and well-mannered, with a certain 
political repute, an assured position that seemed to oflfer a prop in her 
loneliness, and an unlimited self-coniidence which impressed Koor^li 
with a sense of security, attracted her fancy, as was natural enough; 
and he, being very much in love with the Premier's pretty daughter, 
and making a frank display of apparently good-humoured it" somewhat 
unheroic devotiun, would have saiisried a girl less ignorant than KourMi 
and with not so strong a craving for sympathy and affection. 

They were engaged only for a mouth or two. IShe had very little 
time tor self-anjilysis. Occasionally she lelt a faint qualm of doubt as 
to whether this were the all-absorbing love, the perfect kinship of 
heart, soul, and spirit, of which in poetic moments she had dreamed ; 
but when she B\^ke of this to Crichton, he always soothed her with 
the hackneyed ass irance that love in its fullest sense is to a woman 
an impussibiiity before marriage. Even at that time Koorkli hail 
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glimmering of the fact that there was not a great deal of soul in 
Crichton Keoway. It was not, however, till after she had married 
him, and hourly familiarity had rubbed away all illusions, that indeed 
nhe found out how little he possessed, how shifty was his standard of 
the right, or even of the becoming, how self-interested were his 
motives, how material his views of life. Underneath Ken way's veneer 
cf refinement there was, in fact, a certain grossness, all the more 
rei)elling to a sensitive, sincere woman, because in ordinary intercourse 
he did not allow it to become apparent. He was not vicious, but he 
was innately coarse. All delicacy of manner and expression, all pretty 
euphemisms, all poetic veils, he considered as so much of the em- 
broidery of social relationship, so many affectations, very nice in their 
way, and necessary to the probationary condition; but after the 
marriage ceremony, superfluous and a sign of weakness in sensible 
peisons. 

Crichton roughly -plucked his flower, and was surprised and angry 
that it withered. Or, to use another metaphor, the girl, all tender 
end sensitive, full of capacities which he might have developed and 
passionate instincts that he might have turned in whatever direction 
he pleased, was like a stream frozen at its source. 

At first Koor^li was almost too bewildered to realize the position 
completely. She only knew that marriage shocked and oppressed her. 
She struggled against the feeling, and fancied that it must come from 
something unnatural in her own temperament; and she fought very 
bravely against the nervous horror, the craving to be alone, to belong 
once more to herself, which made life terrible to her. Often at nights 
she would lie awake and cry silently, and wonder why she cried — for 
she could not at first bring herself to admit that her husband's com- 
panionship was repugnant to her ; she only said to herself that she 
disliked marriage. 

She suffered in health, she grew pale, and was inclined to be 
hxsterical. This annoyed Crichton. He lost his temper. He was 
able to swear without rai.-ing his voicp, and to say crude, hard things 
in a way that hurt like a blow. He Irightened her ; she was not strong 
J hysically. She feit sometimes like a slave who is full of passionate 
rebellion and dares not strike. She could n«»t swear. She could only 
keep cold silence, or, as a woman dees, say bitter words. Then began 
the warring over petty matters which is the curse of ill-assorted 
unions, which is weariness to body and spirit. KoorMi was ignorant. 
She had nevei been taught housekeeping. She knew almost nothing 
of the intricaeiis of table-serving and such-like matters. Her own 
])eople were not what is calle«i "particular." Mr. Middlmist did not 
much concern hims^-lf that his claret should be at exactly the right 
temperature, or that pdti de fole gras^ Bombay ducks, and such 
foreign additions to a purely Australian bill of fare should be provided 
f«.r him. Crichton Kenway did greatly care about th se and other 
things; and in his estimation, Koor^i, as a wife, fell short in a 
thousand ways. She did not understand that in an I1q^U&1i «&taHi&br 
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yjent things were ordered thus, and thus only, and that to transTien 
the gastronomic code was crime far more heinous than to teti a lie or 
t<) commit a mean action. Her pride revolted against Een way's 
Barciisms, v/hicli seemrd intended to remind her of the inferiority of 
hiT origin. When she had brought herself into a condition of quiet 
endurance, or even contempt, which is in some sort a satisfaction, the 
Hcnse of contest was borint;. She felt this fashion of intercourse to be 
slow staivation of heart and spirit. She learned to piease him as a 
honsekc'e))er, but this did not much mend matters. Ken way in 
a htate of serene content after a dinner which he had enjoyed was to 
K((Or^ii no more ot a companion than Ken way in a state of wrath. 
Ue was one of the husbands who, conscious of having hut a limited 
stock of interest in intellectual subjects, economically keef s whatever 
store of knowledge he ma,> {X)s*ess for use outside his domestic circle. 
He did liOt like to see his wile read. He liked her to be at his beck 
and call. He did not care to talk about books, or even about politics, 
except from the personal ^xtint of view. A natiorial questi* tn was uf 
no vital interest to him in itt^if, thoush in the legislative chamber or 
at a Government House dinner-party he c«»uld enlarge very glibly ou 
the glory and honour of South Britam. He could always be intensely 
patriotic when that was to his own advantage. But a question as to 
the possibility of serving himself by means of " back-stairs " influence 
he felt to be of real importance, and Koorkli's first thrill ot' repugnance, 
tirst bewildered realization of the gulf between them, was caused by her 
hu.sband*s revelation of himself under this aspect. 

Koorkli's bhort married life had heen a succession of painful shock* 
and struggles — vain efforts to reconcile the inward with the out ward, the 
ideal and the real, ending at last in a s >rt of dazed acquiescence. She 
had been ill lor a long time after the birth of her second boy, and body 
an<l mind reactCil ujx)!! one another. She got into a way of taking lie 
as it came, and of not reasoning about it. She bt^gan to believe that 
she was really stupid and wanting in common sense, as Crlchton so often 
told her, and that he had rea>ouable caune for complaint. She had 
almost lost her girlish enthusiasm, her girlish capacity for enjojrmeut. 
It often seemed to her that the " Little Queen," the romantic child 
who had had such firm faith in nobilit}^ goodness, and happiness, had 
died before her owm wedding day. It was all a mistake. Life was 
cold And colourless. Purity of motive, high aims, love — except the 
love between mother an<l child— were all illusions. There w^re no 
thrilling emotions, sa^e such as thrilled with pain; and tint pain so 
unheroic, having its springs in what was so poor and mean and petty! 

Thus things were, when Km way, alter a short period of comparative 
impecuniosiiy and of tip.liciug on the Opposition benches, received the 
«pix)intment of Agent-General. Middlemist's party came into flower, 
and Middlemist was able to gratify his t-on-in-law's ambition to visit 
Eu<:land, at the expense of South Britain. But Middlemist was 
tottering, and Kenway knew, when he accepted the Agent-Generalship, 
that his own tenure of office might be a short one. Any telegraphic 
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despatch mi«:bt contain the news of his downfall. He knew already 
who would be hiH successor. In that case, failing Morse's patronage 
and the lucrative English appointment on which he n^w dc'jjended, it 
was open to him to drag on existence in London or the country as l^est 
he nii.ht on the small income arising from Australian investments that 
he could not realize, as he would have liked to do, or to go back a^aiii 
to iSouth Britain, and once more force iimseif into place, lie hod 
calculated risks, and was prepared to play a bold game. 

So they bad '*oome home,*' as the Sitying is. Only such an entire 
change of scene and of the circumstances of her 1 fe as this was could 
have aroused Koor^i from the numbed condition into which she had 
fallen. And the spritigs had begun to move. SShe who had fancied 
that everything was over lor her found that her real nature was only 
coming into play. 

K« cr^li watched with the closest attention all that she saw passing 
around her. Mie England which she was looking on was so like, and 
so unlike, tho England of her drenms, that she hardly knew whether 
she was pleased or disappointed. In some ways it was disappointing. 
It seemed to her like a tapestry of which the colours had faded. There 
was a want of freshness. The society hhe mingled with appeared to 
be gracefully outworn. There was a lack of energy, of mtercbt, of 
sympathy. She felt at first not merely that she \ias alone in the 
midst of if, but that every one else seemed al<*ne also. She grew to 
like Lady Betty. She felt tenderly grateful to her ; but she ct»uld not 
open her heart, she thought, to Lady Betty. It appeared to her some- 
how that if she had anything to say which was long in the telling, 
Lady Betty would not be able quite to keep up her intere.-Nt in it. 
Lady Betty was evidently of a symiwthetic nature, but the sympathy 
had nothing very particular in it ; she was able to put herself at 
once into general sympathy with every one ; but it did not get much 
deeper with one than with another. 

Of the men of her circle Kooik i liked Lord Arden perhaps best. 
She felt already as if she had known him for years. He evidently 
liked her too, and came to see her whenever he pleased. 

Morse she did not class quite with other men. He seemed to belong 
to her old life — to her dreamy girlhood. In regard to him, it was not 
a mere question of liking; the sense of companionship with him was 
too strong. She felt for him the warmest admiration. He had no; 
disappointed her. He wiis cxa<*tly what she would have wished him 
to be. He was strong, he was brave, he was independent, lie h»id 
evidently a heart full of generous human feeling. He seemed to 
Koor^li's enthusiasm a man to lead a state ; to lead a nit on. She 
admired his complete self-posse.Nsiou ; his undisturbed cahnues-*. The 
old Napoleonic ideii abmt him came back to her mind no^ a.jd then ; 
hut she did not n«iw think him like Na(>oleon. He seemed far too 
unselfish ; too much of a patriot. She was in truth quite ready to 
make a hero of Morse ; all the more so as his sweet (X)mpos(: J manner 
towards herself, always friendly and sympjithetic, was never demoustni- 
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tivo. And though occasionally he showed her that he in his turn con- 
eidtrrd her as n-moved from the crowd, he lelt her free to think anything 
she liked about him. She might have been afraid to allow her^ioif to 
idenlize other men ; but for Morse it did nut matter. She woulJ not 
let herself think it mattered. He seemed to stand high above women, 
and ai)art frum them somehow — such at least were Koorkli*s ideas^ 
it was nothing more than a sort of duty that a woman should luuk 
up to him with admiration. She understood him so well, she chought. 
lie liked her; that was clear. It was a sort of tacit unde^taudiLg 
between them that she was to him a link with the past- -a past of 
unt'ultilled dreams, perhaps, like her own ; and she was gratified by 
the knowledge. She had been so long misprized in a cartain sense, 
that it w^as the lifting up of her self-respect again out of the worldly 
miie when u man like Sandham Morse showed that ke telt respect I'ur 
her. 

On the whole Koorilli was now almost happy. She enjoyed the 
]>ageant, even when it sometimes disappointed her ; though she was 
galled now and then by the sense of a false position, and this most 
when in Crichtou's company. It was, uevertheles;^, delightl'ul to her 
to mix wiih all these bnglit clever men and women, and to be accepted 
as an equal, even regard^ as a favourite among them. She had not 
been so happy before since her marriage. Her imsband and she were 

fettiiig on much better now than had been their way for long bifore. 
[e leit her more alone, though, while she was unaware of it, he 
watched her closely. He felt that he had struck a wrong chord in 
their conversation upon the day of the Federation debate ; and for the 
present threw out no more insinuations in regard to Lord Coulmont or 
other influential admirers. He saw that he had shocked her. This 
would under ordinary circuuistances have given him no uneasiness; 
but he was careful not to do so further, lest his plans about Morse 
night receive a check. So things were going smoouily on the whole; 
and he was less irritable. His debts did not press so heavily upon 
him. The bank had refused to advance the sum he required, and he 
had been oblig« d to have recourse to a money-lender. He had tried 
to get a loan out ol Eustace, who had remained languidly im]xirvidu8 
to hints. Zenobia, however, having got an inkling of his embarrass- 
ment, sent him in the prettiest manner a cheque for several hundreds. 
Zenobia said not a word of this to Koor^li, or any one else, nor did 
Crichton. His manner to his sister-in-law changed very much. He 
treatei her to a style of exuberant friendliness; but the little trans- 
action made no ditierence in the contempt he expressed for her when 
bis remarks were not likely to reach her ears. 

Koorkii thought he was greatly improving ; she even began to ask 
herself generously whether she had not been most in fault alJ througii. 
Yes ; she was almost happy. 

Morse's feelings towards KoorMi were curiously compounded. Her 
intuition concerning them was a true one. They were perfumed by 
a memory of youth ; they had in them the recollection of the *' divine 
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reelings that die in youth's brief morn," as Shelley says. Kocrlili's was 
a liviug furm irom a bright time when life was still in its opening for 
h^m. Besides this he admired her much. He was in a strange, 
half-untonscious way in sympathy with her; he was pleased with her 
frank outspoken confidence in him and admiration for him; and he 
kntw well that she was not happy. Morse v as a man of the world, 
and would have understood, of course, if he had put the question to 
himself, that it would not do for him to admire this beautiful young 
Australian woman too much, or to be with her except iu the most 
ordinary and commonplace sort of way. But he had not the least 
iuclination to pay her any marked attention of the kind that society 
comments upon. He was sincerely anxious to make her time in 
London as pleasant as possible fur her, and he was glad for her sake to 
eourt the companionship of her husbaiid. He ha I a strong idea that 
they did not get on very well together, and it siemed to him that a 
woman's respect for her husban i is often increased by Ujc respect 
which others show to him. So Morse was very attentive to Crichtoii 
Ken way, whom all the while he did not greatly like. But Kenway 
had impressed him with a sense of capacity and titness, and Morse 
often thought that if ever he g(»t a chance of making such an appoint- 
ment, Kenway would be a remarkably good man for some permanent 
place in connection with the colonies. 

Is a prudent, well-meaning man, who is no longer young, bouTid to 
avoid the company of a married woman the moment he begins to feel 
any special inrerest in her, the moment that she seems to take an 
especial interest in him ? Can there be no friendship between a woman 
and a man ? Is it all the " fire and tow " princi|)le in which Crichton 
Kenway faithfully believed? Morse certainly was not a man to 
l^lieve naturally in this iLinoble doctrine. He had no feeling towards 
Koorkli, as yet, which might not have been laid bare to Lady Betty, 
and have had Lady Betty's cordial approval and sympathy. Siill, 
after the evening on the terrace, he had some little doubt now and 
then as to whether he ought to go and see Koorkli at her house so 
frequently, even when sometimes Lady Betty suggested the visit, 
.l^ut the chief reason for his doubt was not because be was afraid of 
falling in love with Koorkli, or of her falling in love with him. 
About this latter possibility he never thought at all ; only he asked 
himself whether it would be well to get into a habit of calling on 
Koorkli and to encourage his interest in her, seeing that she might 
go back to the colonies again, and then he should miss her, and should 
have put on himself a needless pain. Of course, if her husband could 
get a permanent appointment, he and she would stay in London. 
But, then, would it be well to admit that idea into his mind ? Would 
it be well to allow himself to think that a permanent place for Mrs. 
Kenway's husband would keep Mrs. Kenway in London, and enable 
him to call and have a talk with her every now and then? 

" Shall I go to see her ; shall I not go ? " Morse was one day asking 
of himself. Why should he not go ? he thought; was it not aLmost asv 
9 
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offence to ber even to hesitate, to raise any question on the subject? 
She was a dear friend ; why allow such profanation \jO the sincerity 
and sacredness of their friendship as was implied even in the momen- 
tary doubt whether ho would not do belter by keeping away from her? 
And yet ; and yet 

While be was thinking, somothing oddly decided for bim. La<1f 
Betty brought a young and euthusiustic girl of eighteen, a friend ol 
hers, just come out, to see Morse. Morse had not met her before since 
she was a child. He had grown to be a great man in her estimation, 
and was indeed her especial political hero. When they had talked for 
some time, and she was going, he held out his hand, and the pretty 
yoimg enthusiast suddenly exclaimed, "Oh, Lady Betty — ^please— mav 
I kiss him ? " 

*• My dt ar child, kiss him by all means," Lady Betty replied, muck 
amused and delighted. So the girl kissed him, blusbijg crimson at 
ber own audacious impulse. 

Now, what had this pleasant little incident to do with Kooi^li? 
Just this much. "Come," Morse said to himself, "that settles it. I 
am no longer anything but an elderly man. He whom pretty girls 
offer to kiss is beyond the time of scandal. I am growing old. 
Nothing could make this more clear to my mind than that volunteer 
kiss. I may go and see any woman ; it does not matter now.^ 



CHAPTER XV. 

KENWAY ACTS THE HERO. 

One morning, a few dnys before Goodwood, Crichtnn Ken way came 
into his wife's room while she was dressing. She had risen rather late 
after a ball. He was pale with anger and anxiety. He held a news- 
paper in his hand, and without preface or comment, except a low 
muttered oath, read aloud a telegram from Australia. It was to the 
effect that the legislative chamber of t^outh Britain had passed a 
vote of want of confidence in the Mid diem ist Government, that Mr. 
Middlemist hal resigned, and that Sir James Burgess, chief of the 
Opposition and f)f the anti-squattinoj party, had formed a Ministry. 

Crich ton's calmness did not last long. Eoorkli had presently to 
listen to a low torrent of irrational abuse directed a^G^ainst her lather, 
who " might have held on a little U>nger ; *' against Australian corrupt 
practices, against corrupt English practices, against democracy abroad 
and conservatism at home, against the tardy elections, jingoism, Morse. 

Koor^li's face whitened. It has been said that Crichton Kenway 
could swear so as to hit hard without lifting his voice. 

" What has Mr. Morse to do with it ? " she asked, her spirit rising. 

"Just this, as you know very well, only it suits you to play the 
'defile me not' part. He has promised me an appointment if he 
comes into power ; and my future—and yours — depends upon how h* 
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swims witli tlie tide — ^upon whether he becomes Prime Minister or 
not." 

** He will not swim with the tide," KoorSili answered, her eyes 
givins: out a proud little flash. " He will breast it." 

"You think so?" exclaimed Crichton in a different tone. "He 
talks to you of his prospects— of what is going on behind the scenes. 
I know that he often writes to you from the House. You can give a 
guess as to his chances of coming in? He believes himself safe, then?'* 

Koor^li looked at her husband with the faintest expression of con* 
tempt on her face. It was mingled with vague alarm. 

" I don't understand you, Crichton. It pains me to hear you speak 
in that way, for you cannot really mean it. I am very sorry that you 
are so distressed and angry. I know that it is a serious matter for us ; 
but for a long time we have had to face the thought of it ; we knew 
that it was coming." 

** It has come at a confoundedly inconvenient time," returned Ken- 
way. " Three months hence it would have mattered less. How are 
we to carry on now ? I can tell you that your London life has come 
to an end." 

** We might live at the Grey Manor," said KoorMi. " It could not 
dost so much there, and we have still our own money — from Australia." 

** Which will go a long way — in paying interest to the Jews — in 
keeping up a staff of servants, hunters, and all that. You don't sup- 
pose that I am going to live like a beggarly parson, within two miles 
of my younger brother and — the family estate — driving a one-horse 
trap, with a parlour-maid to wait, and a groom taken out of the 
cabbage garden ? " 

Koorkli was silent. 

"Well," said Kenway, "you haven't answered my question. I 
have a strong notion that you know something of Morse's plans. Does 
he consider himself safe ? " 

" Safe ? " Koor^li echoed. " I don't know what you are aiming at, 
Crichton. I don't think I want to know. Mr. Morse must always be 
safe, for he will never act against his convictions of what is right and 
best for England, I am sure of that. As for his chance of being Prime 
Minister, how should I know what he thinks? He does talk tome 
sometimes of politics — I am proud that he does not think me too 
stupid to sympathize with his aims — but not in that sort of personal 
way. What does office matter to him ? And if he did tell me the 
Bccrcts of his party, should I be likely to betray them, even to my 
husband?" There was an amount of scorn in KoorMi's tone. "Mr. 
Morse will not join the war party because we wish to stay in England, 
or because he has ] promised you an appointment if he gets into power. 
But I can't quite think that is so." Her eyes met Ken way's steadily. 
" Has he promised you an appointment, Crichton ? " 

"It is an understanding," replied Crichton sullenly. "You are a 
fool to suppose that public men ever commit themselves. A word or 
two conveys a great deal Such things are geneiaiV^ >3iA^x%\akA^ 
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Koorkli did not answer. She got up from where she had beeD 
seated before tlie toilet taMe. She had dismissed her maid upon 
< richton's entrance, and had gone on herself with the coiling of her 
hair round her sleek little head. It suddenly struck Crichton that his 
wife looked particularly well in the soft white cashmere robe she wore, 
with its delicate frills and trimming of lace. There came into his {%/:» 
a look which she had seen there more than once lately, and which 
gave her a feeling of repulsion, she knew not why, for she would not 
let herself try to trace the workings of his mind. She saw the look 
now, reflected in the glass before her. 

" What do you call that thing you've got on ? " he said. " A kind 
of tea-grown, isn't it? An>how, it's very becoming. You should 
wear something like it next time Morse comes to see you. What have 
1 said to shock your sensitive nerves ? Ladies wear tea-gowns, don*t 
they?" 

Her large dark eyes, full of trouble and indignant appeal, which 
were turned quickly upon him, startled him. Her lips were quivering, 
and he saw that she was trembling. A horrible sensation of insecurity, 
of utter loneliness, of revolt had come over her. She could not com- 
mand herself. 

" Koor^li, what is the matter?" he exclaimed. 

She had flung hereelf upon the sofa at the foot of the bed, and with 
her arms thrown over the back of the sofa, and her face buried in 
them, was shaking with suppressed sol>s. She did not reply, and the 
tfv mbling grew more violent. Crichton was a little alarmed. It was 
not like Koorkli to lose self-control completely. 

He went to her and tiled to soothe her, showing some genuine 
nnxiety. ** Come, don't give way like this. I didn't mean to frighten 
you about things. It's a bad look-out for us just now, but we shall 
pull through all right. The season is over, luckily, and we should go 
down to the Grey Manor anyhow. And I can't be kicked out till the 
other man comes. Perhaps by that time Morse will be in, a id I shall 
be a deuced sight better off than if I were lianging at the Le3l8 of a 
colonial Government. Don't cry. I hate it. Haven't you got more 
],luck?" 

His remonstrances brought no answer in words, but her trembling 
abated a little. 

** I know what it is," continued Crichton. " You are hysterical and 
overdone with all the going out. If you keep quiet for a bit you will 
be better. Lie down, and let me put a shawl over you." 

He awkwardly tried to alter her position. She nii.ds a motion of 
entreaty that he would leave her. He went away with an angry 
{)rote8t. When he came back a little later she was sitting up, and 
was tolerably composed. She got up as he entered. 

" Thank you," she said. ** I am b<tter now, I am sorry to have 
made a scene. It isn't my way, is it ? But you are right ; I am 
overdone with too much going out. I shall be myself again presently." 

!She made no allusion to their conversation or to the misfortune 
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which had befallen thera, nor did he. After a few moments he left 
her again. She heard him calling to Lance, who was his favourite, to 
come dcwn and amuse him whilst he breakfasted. Lance was to his 
father something between a poodle and a court jester. And little 
Miles stole in " to see beautiful mamma dressed." He knew his father 
did not want him. 

When Morse came to see KoorMi that afternoon, he saw that she 
was anxious and that something had occurred to troul)le her. Ue 
guessed what it was, for he had read the telegram from South Britain 
that morning. 

Ue did not say anything about it to EoorMi; he did not know 
whether she would care to talk about it. Ue had an instinctive 
impression that the best way to get a sensitive woman out of a feeling 
of her own troubles is to tell her of the troubles of others, and he 
therefore started off at once in a half-jest whole-earnest dissertation on 
the difficulties 1;hat were coming over and clouding his own path in 
politics. The country was about to be swept away by the war-passion, 
he t«'ld her. No influence, be feared, could stand up against it ; but he 
was going to try his best. Ue wuuld rather give up public life alto- 
gether, he declared, than have anything to do with countenancing or 
sanctioning this war. But he meant to make a good fight of it before 
he gave up public life, 

" Perhaps if you stay in England some little time longer, Mrs. Ken- 
^^Jy yo^ n^ay see me the most unpopular man in the cuuntry." 

"But you won't mind that?" she saiH, with lighting eyes, and for 
getting for the moment all about South Britain. 

** I shan't like it," Morse replied. ** We none of us like to be 
unpopular ; but I shall go on all the same." 

" Yes, 1 know," Koorali said. " You would go on all the same." 

Morse smiled. " Do you know," he said, ** that there are people who 
know me, and pretty well too^ and who say that I shall not go on all the 
same? I have been a very popular man, and I enjoy popularity and 
power, and I shall perhaps have a great chance soon put in my way " 

" After the elections ? " 

"Yes; after the elections. I see you are beginning to understand 
all about our affairs. Quite so; after the elections. Then they say 
that I will accept my gieat chances and forget my theories about the 
war. Some people who know me pretty well say that of me." 

She looked at him straightly. 

" To know one pretty well is just not to know one %t all. I know 
ym won't change." 

They were standing near each other. He had risen to go. Impul- 
sively KoorMi put out her hand. Ue took it in his for a moment. 

" Thank you," he said quietly. 

Something in his tone made her eyes fall, and she withdrew her 
hand. She began to fear she had said too much about him, had 
claimed too much for herself. Just at that moment, however, her 
Lubband came in. 
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EoDway as he entered sent a keen glance at Morse and at her. 
Then he advanced with elastic step and a sort of cheery defiance in 
his bright, ever-movinj; eyes. 

"Chucked again!" he said. "You've heard the news, of course? 
We're out on tlie world again, Koorilli and I." 

^ Yes, 1 have hearii the news," Morse said. " I didn't like to speak 
* to Mrs. Ken way alx)ut it. I thought perhaps she would rather I 
diin't. So I have been telling her of my own troubles.*' 

*'0h, Kf>or^li is a plucky little woman ; she won't mind, /don't 
mind. We've been through worse things before, haven't we, girl ? I 
know I have plenty of capacity and courage and all that, and I shall 
make a way for myself here or there— here, I think. We shall be all 
right. It's a facer for the moment; but one comes up smiling and 
ready for another round. People talk of ruin staring them in the face. 
I have always found that if you only stare hoUUy back you can put 
ruin out of countenance. I have done it before, and I mean to do it 
again. So that's all about that /" 

Ken way put down on the table a little ymcket of papers with a 
determined, business-like air. He placed himself against the chimney- 
piece, and stood, his long neok upreared, looking at Morse as if ready 
for any fate. He played his part well, and Morse was impressed. 

KoorJlli looked up at him with a certain wonder. After all, was there 
not something brave, manly, admirable about him ? She had surely 
not done him full justice. She found her eyes growing moist at the 
thought, in the hope that she really could admire him. What did it 
matter if they lost everything, so long as the very loss itself brought 
out what was best in him? Was not that to gain and not to lose? 
** The moment Mr. Morse goes," she said to herself, " 1*11 kiss him 1 " 

" You take it pluckily,* Morse said, with a smile. " But you are 
really quite right ; you have nothing to fear. You have talents, and 
you have friends. I can speak for one friend. If he should ever have 
anything in his power." 

Koorkli cast a grateful glance at Morse, and then felt a little abashed 
somehow, and feared she might be misunderstood. Her gratefulness 
was for Morse's appreciation of her husband's couraze and capacity, and 
not at all for his promise to befriend them. She would rather, some- 
how, that they fought their battle for themselves, or with the help of 
some of those on whose friendship Kenway had older and stronger and 
other claims. And then it strucK her that when she had doubted her 
husband's account of Morse's implied intention to get him an appoint- 
ment, she had wronged Grichton a little, and she felt still further 
remorseful. 

When Morse was gone, K<M>rkli was true to her purpose. She went 
up to Kenway, put her arms round his neck, called him tenderly, " my 
husband," and kissed him. If at that touching and tender moment 
in her history Grichton Kenway could only have understood the true 
meaning of that kiss ; of the little it asked for, the much it promised ; 
the meaning of the words that called him hor husband, and thus 
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i)£reTed a new and an abiding union of heart and taitb and life ; if he 
could have understood what that new offer of a wife's devotion meant ; 
and if he could have appreciated all and accepted all — there would be 
but little to tell about the rest of these two lives which could interest 
the reader of fiction. But Kenway looked surprised, incredulous; 
then returned her kiss with interest, piled up lavishly in numbers and 
in warmth, until Koorkli actually felt compelled to disengage herself 
from his arms, and he said — 

" Why, KoorMi, I do declare you are a good girl after all, and 1 do 
believe you care about me. I do believe we shall get on well together. 
I declare I feel quite in love with you I " 

"Oh, let us get on well together/' she said fervently. "I hope and 
pray that we may; I think we shall, now. I am glad you take all 
this so well, Crichton.** 

** Yes ; I think I did that well, KoorMi," he said in the tone of a man 
who begins to feel that he may be confidential. '* I think I've got 
Morse ; I am sure of it. There was a stroke of genius in thatj* 

" A stroke of genius in what, Crichton ? " 

" Well, you know, I saw at once that Morse is just the sort of fellow 
who is greatly taken by pluck and energy and a stout stand-up against 
fortune and odds and so forth ; and I put myself in |K)sitic»n accord- 
ingly. It took him at once, didn't it?" he asked triumphantly ; **and 
I know I can count on him now. Hell stand by me. He would have 
cared nothing about me if I had let him see that I was down in the 
mouth. We shall be all right, Eooi^li ; you'll see ; you'll find." 

'* I hope so," Eoorkli said in a melancholy, faltering tone. The note 
of distrust was sounded again. " I hope we shall be all right." 

He looked at her inquiringly. 

** In our lives, I mean ; you and I. In our ways to each other ; in 
our feelings," KoorMi explained. 

** Oh yes ; we shall be all right enough," he said carelessly. 

Eoorali's spirits sank ; her mind misgave her. 

The season was drawing to a close. Yet a little, and the light on 
the pinnacle of the Clock Tower would cease to shine of nights over 
London. Perhaps there may have been some cynical persons who 
held that the lantern of the light so soon to be put out was a symlol 
of the Parliament so soon also to be put out ; being showy, far-&hining, 
and empty. London itself might then be compared, by some fanciful 
person, to the Cyclops in Virgil — 

•* MoDstnim informe, ingens, cui lumen ademptum." 
*' A monster, shapeless, hnge, whose light bad been put oat.** 

The last Sandown meeting had taken place, and the summer 
toilettes, their fir>t freshness gone, and the tired look on the faces of 
their wearers, had somehow given to the crowded slope the appearance 
of a garden in which the flowers were overblown and drooping. Good- 
wood was over, too. There was a suggestion of aatieVj ^AiswA. Ls>?cl^vsv\ 
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— satiety of pleasure and excitement. Even a nine days' wonder, in 
the 8hH|ie of a great fashionable political scandal which was flashed 
over Euroi)e, failed here to stimulate jaded ap))etites to any remarkable 
activity. Loudon — indeed, England — seemed to have drawn a long, 
deep breath; to be waiting for greater excitement still. All who could 
leave town had already gone. iSome of the great theatres were closed ; 
otherd were still kept open for apparently no other purpose than to 
enable aspiring Hamlets from the country and ambitious Juliets from 
amateur theatricals at the West Knd to exhibit themselves to select 
circles of invited friends in the jihastly light of an afternoon jTerfor- 
mance. Editors of papers were taking their holidays, and carrying, as 
Emerson says, their giants along with them ; in other words, having 
their newspapers always on their minds, lt»nging to see the newsj^apere 
everywhere first thing, and yet dreading to look ai the journals because 
of the possible blunders made in their absence. Fashionable lady 
novelists, Lady Deveril among them, were seeking fresh breath of' 
inspiration at Cowes and Ryde. Fashionable preachers had gL»ne to 
preach to select British audiences in foreign cities. Fashionable 
doctors were off to recruit their jaded and delicate nerves and to talk 
scandal in the Engadine, The j)ainters were scattering everywhere,' 
from the Crinan Canal to the laud of the nddnight Kun. Later on, 
those who deal in Oriental subjects, and whoso dusky Eastern beauties 
and Egyptian sunsets, with the picturesque Arab and the lean camel 
in the fore;;round, are institutions as fixed as the Royal Academy 
itself, will be found in lazy dahabeahs on the Nile, or by the Jaffa 
Gate of Jerusalem. Later on, everything will have changed again. 
The wheel will be turned and the kaleidoscope will have had another 
shake. But now the interval was one of expectancy and transition. 
The last sands of the season were running out. 

London began to remind one oddly of an old-fashioned illumination * 
in its expiring hour, most of the lamps gone out, and those that still 
burned tiickering faintly into decay. " Ah, surely," says Byron, 
" nothing dies but something mourns," and no doubt there were hearts 
that mourned over the dying season. Girls, whose first season it was, 
mourned over it because they loved the excitement of the balls and 
parties, and were sorry that the fun was at an end. Girls who had 
seen many seasons mourned still more bitterly because of the pro- 
])<jsals which had not been made, and the sad inexorable lapse of time, 
ftnd the inward conviction that their friends were counting their years 
aud wondering whether they would never get married, or worse still, 
wondering whether they would ever get manied. Many a member of 
Parliament lamented the decay of the season, because its close must be 
followed by the tjeneral election, and he knew only too well that an 
unappreciative constituency would put some other nmn in nis place. 
Tender sentimental regrets were thrown back on the season by other 
men and women for other causes, as one throws kindly flowers on 
a grave. Truly every season is a grave of deep hopes and ambitions, 
of afifections that pined and withered, and of ruined chances; but it is 
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8l80 green with fresh grass spriDgiug up, and gives the promise of now 
flowers. 

Morse was still in town, waiting till Parliament should be dissolved. 
Lady Betty was not with him — would not be with him for some 
weeks to com^. She was in attendance upon her father, who had been 
ordered to Hombiirg, and Lord Germilion*s health was perhaps a 
happy plea for Lady Betty. Horahurg was very gay that season. 
Some of her favourite Royalties were there, and there were to be races 
of exceptional interest, and, later on, a roval wedding in one of the 
German capitals. 

Crichton Ken way and Koor^li were at the Grey Manor — or rather 
Koorkli was there, with her children, for Crichton had accepted an 
iavitation to shoot with some bachelor friends in Scotland. 



CHAPTER XVL 

" COO-EE I " 

Thb Ghrey Manor was a quaint old house, part of which had been 
built in the Tudors' time, and part in that of the Georges. Like 
most of the old houses in the Midlaiids, it was built with stone of 
a wan sort of grey, which had brown veins streaking through it, and 
patches of reddish lichen clinging here and there, and the oldest part 
was almost covered with ivy, which spread tendrils across the small 
niuUioned windows — picturesque in themselves, with their queer Utile 
panes of thick glass sunk in lead and curious iron hasps and fastenings 
— and over the tiled weather-stained roof and twisted chimneys. This 
oldest part consisted mainly of a long low hall, with massive oak 
doors facing each other, and a row of bedrooms above. When both 
doors were open, one looked straight through the house from back to 
front. The Georgian bit was an addition of four lofty rooms, with 
the tall windows that belonged to that style of architecture, stuck on 
at right ar»gles to the narrow gabled building and irregular rool-top. 
The house was quite small, and could hardly pretend to the title of 
Manor. It had been a manor-house once, but for years and years had 
been tenanted by generations of farmers, who had cultivated the fields 
all roimd it. Now it had been bought by some speculative person in 
a neiGjhbouriug county. A bailiff occuf ied a cottage near the farm 
buildings, and the Grey Manor, not sufficiently commodious or well- 
situated to be rented by a family of means, was usually let as a hunt- 
ing-box, and as such had been taken by Crichton Ken way. 

It 8too<i at the end of a sloping avenue of gnarled and half-dead 
beeches, on a raised terrace which overlooked a flat stretch of nieadows, 
banked by rising ground. These uplands were laid out in grass and 
com, and joined the horizon line, except where it was broken by the 
tall chimney of an iron foundry and two straight rows of poplars 
flanking a. distant farmhouse. The river Lynde tan ^>3kS>a. m\^ \\«i 
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•edgy banks down the valley — a narrow stream, forkinsc a little higher 
U]», where it was spanned by a huge railway-bridge, and curving and 
twifltinii, so tl.ai in every part of the meadows some gleam of it might 
be seeu. The view would have seeemed commonplace to an ordinary 
observer. There was nothing picturesque in the foundry, or the rail- 
way bridge wiih it^ iron girders, or in the slioemaking town showiug 
along the valley less than a mile ofl*. Yet the landscai^e had a wild- 
ness about it and a variety of aspect which appealed strongly to the 
poetic mind. In the summer daytime, it was a peaceful Eiigli>h sceDc, 
all green grass and waving corn and rippling water, which neverthe- 
less reminded Koorkli of the paddock ot an Australian head station, 
with the farm cattle and sheep browsing close to the house, and the 
apparent absence of boundaries. But the wind sweeping down the 
valley in stormy weather had beaten the pollarded willows, dotted in 
rows here and there, into fantastic shapes. In such weather now they 
looked like olive trees, with the silvery side of the leaves upward under 
a wrathful sky. In winter they seemed to resemble a procession of 
gaunt old crones, with bent and witcblike forms, beseeching alms. 
The sun set over the town, and then the ugly buildings and smoky 
chimneys were transfigured by purple and golden light. There were 
red str< aks on the river ; the outlines blended in a poetic haze, and a 
traveller might have fancied he was looking across one of the plains of 
Argos or 'J'hessaly. Later on, the furnace reddened the sky. Some- 
times there was a mist, and then the tops of the willows showed as 
islands in a white lake, and a passing express flashed above it like 
a comet leaving its trail of fire. 

There were no gardens or shrubbery about the Grey Manor. A stone 
V all, on which seedlings grew plentifully, closed in on two sides the 
little square lawn. There was nothing else but the exposed terrace 
walk, with a natural arbom: of yew trees, hundreds of years old, at 
each end, and a steep grassy bank in which were cut two curious holes 
that might have been loopholes for mediaeval warfare, but were in 
reality intended to give light to some rambling cellars beneath. 

There was, indeed, the tradition of a subterranean passage connecting 
a winter camp of the Romans, upon which the neighbouring village of 
Lyndchester stood, with their summer camp beside the river Lynde, 
on the site of which the Grey Manor was built and the cornfields of 
the farm flourished. Traces of the Roman encampment still remained, 
in the shape of a pair of rough-he\vn stone cofiins standing at the end 
of the lawn, in which some clumps of sunflowers had either bean 
planted or had sown themselves. The whole place was old-world, and 
full of impressions and associations. It aHected KoonUi most strangely. 
It deepened her dreamy moods. It was all in harmony with her fancies 
and yearnings. Sometimes, as she wandered alone hy the river, she 
could almost imagine that she was once more roaming in the Australian 
bush. She had a curious sense of irresponsibility, as if she knew her- 
self to be a mere straw in the current — a plaything in the hands of 
destiny. And she had another odd feeling about the place — ^a sort of 
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prophetic instinct that it was hound up with her own fate; that a 
great joy or a great sorrow — she dared not guess which — would hefSll 
her there ; so that everything about the grey house, every phase of the 
landscape, the terrace walk, the solemn yews, the shadows and the 
mists in the valley, the leaping fires of the furnace which she often 
watched late into the night, seemed to her to have some special 
significance and to be identified with her own mood of tender 
melancholy. 

Yet her melancholy was not painful. The gentle depression which 
comes after strain or nervous excitement is sometimes almost plea- 
surable. Koor^ii told herself that this was what she was feeling. IShe 
was tired, she said; she had been seeing too many people, taking in 
too many new impressions. She was tired of dressing up and laughing 
and talking "the fine weather." Why did the tears come into her 
eyes as she remembered Morse's phrase? She had found the great 
world of little account to her; and her own home had seemed no less 
barren than formerly, in contrast with the glare and glitter of London 
life. She was glad to be here, among the grey stones and the grim 
yews and the relics of the dead and gone Romans ; glad to be without 
her husband, and with only her boys for companions ; glad of the repose 
and the loneliness. 

For she was very lonely. It came upon her with a shock sometimes 
that she had never in her life felt so lonely. She used to wake up at 
night and hear the train rushing by over the river, and the thought 
would overwhelm her suddenly, as such thoughts do, that among the 
myriads of sympathetic souls in the world, there was not one to which 
hers could turn with certainty of being understood. In the deeper 
Kense of the relationship, she had neither father, mother, brother, 
friend, nor husba d ; and she felt an alien among strange people in a 
strange land. 

She was restless, and she hardly understood why. She occupied 
horself in arranging the knick-knacks she had brought from London, 
in hanging draperies, and decorating the white-panelled walls. She 
walked a great deal, strolling for miles in aimless fashion along the 
river bank, where there was a towing-path, while the boys ran hither 
and thither, picking blackberries from the hedges, and reeds and marsh 
forge t-me-nots. She did not show herself in the road or the town, and 
avoided acquaintanceship with the neighbours. That would come soon 
enough, she thought, when Crichton came back and insisted on dragging 
her into evidence, and when Zen, settled at the Priory-on-the-Water, 
should begin the series of garden parties and entertainments she had 
been planning. 

One afternoon in late August she was walking alone by the river. 
The children were not with her. They had been taken by their nurse 
to a fancy fair at Lyndchester, and she had come out, carrying a little 
hooked implement, to gather bulrushes with which to decorate her 
drawing-room afresh before Ken way's return. She had gone some 
distance. Her depressi'jn seemed to have le£t her, an^ %\i<& i^^* ^i^t^f^ 
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gether more light-hearted, more capahle of pure physical enjoyment 
than she liad been for a long time before. As she fill^ her hands with 
the reeds and with trails of the nightshade, in this month red with 
berries, her pleasure in the occupation was almost childish. Every 
now and then she would pause and look over the meadow, and watch 
the cattle »nd sheep, and sniff the new-mown com. The reapers had 
been at work, and the air was sweet with the breath of harvest. It 
wiis all unfamiliar to KoorMi — the flat landscape, the green grass, the 
yellow com. "England b beautiful, too,*' she said to herself. She 
liked the crisp feel of the stubble underfoot as she strayed away from 
the towing-path. There was a fascination about the slate-coloured 
stream between its sedgy margins. In some places the current ran 
swiftly, in others there were still leaden pools, with patches of velvety 
slime and little islets of tufted mshes. Where the water was clear, 
the reflections showed distinct as in a looking-glass. The sky was 
dull, with white woolly clouds banked up on the southern horizon 
Away to the west lay the town, and the valley seemed to stretch very 
fat*. Koor^li had reached a spot where there was an old. grey stone 
bridge, vandyked as the bri«^ges are in this county. Close to it, the 
river divided again, and made a tongue of land, on which stood a red 
brick water-mill. A delicious walled-in garden belonged to the miU— 
a garden filled with currant, gooseberry, and raspberry bushes, and 
with borders of fat hollyhocks, sunflowers, honesty, and Canterbury 
bells, and all the blossoms in the children's picture-books. EooriUi 
could smell the lavender and the late camations across the stream^ 
She thought of Miles's pet rhyme — 

•* Mary, Mary, quite contrary ; how does your garden grow ? 
With silver bells and cockle shells, and ** 

She could not remember the rest, anl was amused at her own childish 
longing to go into the garden. But these little commonplace things 
had the charm of novelty for the Australian girl, and her nature was 
a sweet and simple one that did not need artificial excitement to make 
its happiness. IShe liked the whole scene. There was to her some- 
thing i-oetic in the little promontory and the gnarled pollarded willows 
growing close to the edge, in the cold still water, and in the solitary 
white swan which sailed about intensifying the impression of loneliness 
and tender sentiment. 

Koor^Ii's course was interrupted by a dam that served the mill. 
She turned, crossed the bridge, jiettino: on to the towing-path again, 
and walued along homeward, still looking back regretfully at the old- 
fashiuned flower border across the stream. There was a bull arazing far 
away on the path in front of her. Koor^li eyed the animal nervously, 
ashamed of her timidity, yet afraid to go on— fur even her Australian 
training had not enabled her to overcome a constitutional terror of 
cattle. It tossed its head — aggressively she thought — advanced a step 
or two, then stood still. It moved when Koorili moved, but it came 
for>yar.d while she retreated.. . She. coo-eod half involuntarily. A 
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shock-headed youth slouched out of the mill yard. He did not seem 
to notice her, and she coo-eed again, louder. 

** Hoi," he drawled. And then in answer to KoorMi's question 
whether the heast was quiet, drawled again in strong L} ndfurdshire 
accents, " Yeow wun't get no harm, Oi thoink." 

" He thinks" murmifted Koor^li tragically. She was enjoying the 
small adventure. 

** W horn does the hull helong to ? " she a^ked. " Is it a bull ? Can't 
you drive it away ? ** 

" It be Muster Dobito's; and it he a bull," rejoined the youth, "Oi 
thoink. Yeow go straight by. He win't stur, Oi thoink." 

Koor^li fairly laughed aloud. The laui^h made a pretty tinklins; 
sound over the water, and she herself, standing with the tall reeds in 
her arms and the amusement and perplexity brightening her eyes, was 
a very charming object. 

Just at that moment, and to her utter surprise, her Australian 
"coo-ee" — the peculiar cry, long, clear, and vibrating, with a sort of 
])laintive tone, the cry by which wanderers in the bush call for help 
and companionship— was answered by another coo-ee, as genuinely 
Australian as her own. The cry was in a man's voice ; and it might 
have cume from the very heart of the Australian bush. 

Some one stepping out of the mill parlour thought instantly of a 
picture he had seen years ago — a girl, slender of form and with a 
dreamy joyous face, outlined against a grey sky. 

Koor^li's coo-ee was an echo from the past. It had startled Morse 
as he was taking leave of the miller after a chat on Dissent, politics, 
and the sentiments of the agricultural labourer, that unknown quantity 
which might decide the future destinies of England. He had hardly 
known at first whether it was a real coo-ee, and then he came out and 
pave, haif-uncon>ciously, his answering call, and saw the little c»eature 
standing there, separated from him by the cold grey line cf water, 
with her pathetic face as childlike and as unconscious as when first it 
began to haunt him. Not the Koor^li of London drawing-rooms, but 
that Koor^li of the Australian dawn, which seemed to stand apart 
from his everyday life, and to have enshrined itself in the mobt poetic 
recesses of his nature. 

They looked at each other across the narrow river. Kooi^li uttered 
a low exclamation. To Morse, the cry of surprise and joy mounded 
inexpressibly sweet. But all was sweet atid dear — the scene, the 
fadiuij afternoon, the unexpected sight of her — too sweet and too dear 
to Lady Betty's husband, to the party leader, the man of the world, 
the Right Honourable Sandham Murse. 

Koor&li bent forward, with arms outstretched involuntarily. Her 
lips were parted. Her face, a little upturn* d, was more eloquent than 
she knew. It was such a strange little face, Morse had often thought. 
It could look so frozen up at timf s, so grave and sad. But, then, wticn 
a smile of true feeling broke over it, and with a natural gesture, the 
throat curved backward, showing the chin foreshurteuod^ the no^^tvibi 
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dilated, aod the quiver-shnped lips trembling, there came into it an 
cxprebsion of intense sensibility, and the suggestion it gave of capacity 
lor ^tassionate emotion roijht well stir the heart of such a man as 
Morse, and take away his self-command for a moment. 

But he recovered himself immediately. 

"Mrs. Ken way I How refreshing to hear an Australian coo-ee! I 
did not know that the Grey Manor was near enough for you to walk 
almost as far as Bromswold. Til be over with you in a moment, and 
ni drive away the bull and carry your reeds for you." 

Before she could answer he was walking along the bank, and presently 
ho had crossed the bridge, sent the bull to the other side of the meadow, 
and was beside her. 

** Fur your future comfort, Mrs. Kenway, PU tell you that legislation 
provides against the letting loose of dangerous animals in a field where 
there is a towing-path. The bull was a very peaceabU animal ; quite 
a benign old bull." 

Kior^li looked very bright now, and laughed at her own discom- 
fiture. 

" I wasn't really frightened, Mr. Morse. 1 wanted to imagine myself 
into a draniatic situation; that was alL But, tell me, where is 
Bromswold ? And have you become a travelling tinker, as you said 
you wished, that you are wandering by my river?" 

Koor^li held out her hand, and Morse took it in his own, his eyes 
resting on her with lender interest. 

"No, Mrs. Kenway, I haven't turned travelling tinker yet, though 
it is true that I sometimes wish I were one, and out of the turmoil of 
politics and the great world. And I don't mean to let you claim an 
entire right to the river. It belongs to Bromswold too, which I find 
now can only be a short distance from the Grey Manor across the 
meadows. It is six or seven miles by road." 

** You are there now ? " asked Kooriflli, using the pronoun collectively. 

** / arn there — taking advantage of being alone to get up my speeches 
for the election, and to review the |iolitical situation, as the newspaiieis 
put it. No ; as a matter of fact, I have what a public man should 
never own to — private business to look after — farms unlet, and that 
sort of thing. But Lady Betty is not here. She is still at Homburg 
with her father." 

Koor£lli had noticed that, unreserved as he was to her in regard to 
political matters and even his feelings and opinions, he did not ofteu 
talk to her about his wife, and he always mentioned Lady Betiy 
formally. She asked if Lord Germilion was better. They seemed to 
be in the conventional atmosphere once more. 

" A.rden and two or three other fellows are coming down, I believe, 
next week," Morse went on rather hurriedly ; " and I must confess to 
abetting a slaughter you won't approve of, Mrs. Kenway. One of the 
men is great at pigeon shooting, and wants to get his hand in for the 
Monte Carhj matches ; so I have been interviewing my friend the millei 
on the subject of pigeons." 
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There was a little silence. They had begun to walk slowly along 
ihe river bank. 

•*Tell me," he said abruptly. **This place suits you, doesn't it? 
There is something wild and picturesque about the long stretch of 
meadows, and the willows, and the sun.set reddening the water? It*s 
the sort of place to roam about and dream in. It isn't English, except 
the mill there, which might have come out of one of G^rge Eliot's 
novels." 

** I have been thinkiug of Miles's story-books," said KooriilL ** And 
I have been longing to go into the garden and Usten if the flowers 
wouldn't each tell its own story, like the flowers in the old witch's 
garden when Hans Andersen's little Gerda went out into the wide 
world." 

*' Come, then," said Morse, with an eagerness foreign to his usual 
manner. *' It is a garden in a story-book. Let us be like children for 
once, and I will ask the miller to let me gather you a bunch of lavender, 
and the flowers you fancy. They will tell you a story, perhaps, though 
they won't have any for me." 

The two had crossed the bridge, and he opened a gate in the red 
brick wall, and took Koor^li into the garden. The house door at which 
he tapped led strai:^ht into the little parlour; and here, over a tea- 
service and a large plate of buttered toast, sat a purple-faced old man, 
with a Bible open beside his plate, an elderly woman in rusty black 
and a purple " crossover," sourly sanctimonious in expression, and a 
younger woman, lugubrious-looking also, and in deep weeds. 

Morse explained that the old gentleman was Mr. Popkiss, the miller's 
father, the elderly woman his daughter, and the younger one a lodger. 
He introduced KoorMi, and accepted for her and for himself the cup of 
tea which was oifered. His manner was delightful, KoorMi thought ; 
it was so frank and easy. She did not wonder at his popularity among 
the poorer classes. 

" I want you to let Mrs. Kenway pick a bunch of flowers for herself, 
Mr. Popkiss. I don't thiuk she has ever seen an old-fashioned garden, 
with real English flowers in it, quite like yours. Mrs. Kenway is an 
Australian, and only came over to this country a very short time 
ago." 

The information seemed to impress Mr. Popkiss somewhat. He was 
delighted at Koor^li's admiration of the garden ; and then he asked a 
good many questions about Australia. He thought it was ^a pity 
thers weren't a many more young men making for Australia, instead of 
starving in counting-houses." ** Why, sir," he said, turning tu Morse, 
^ there are boys in the big cities that don't earn enough fur bread and 
cheese — no, nor bread by itself. I've got a nephew out in Australia as 
makes as much in one day at the plough, as his brother does in a wei'k 
in a tea merchants office in London. He'd set his heart on that, 
because he thought it a tiner sort of thing. Twenty-five pounds a year, 
and expected to dress like a gentleman in a topi}er and a cloth coatl 
Why, I wouldn't stand tliat, ma'am; I'd first just kick tha crow a 



136 ''THE RIGHT HONOURABLE^ 

out of the Bhiny hat, and then Td ofif to Australia. Bless me, if I 
wouldn't 1 " 

** N(», you ain't a-going to tell me that, Popkiss. Yim'd stick to the 
old country, even though she's going down," said a big burly man who 
came in at that moment. 

He stopped short in the middle of the room, while Morse got np, 
and held out his hand with a cordial " Ahl how are yon, Mr. Dubltc? 
I heard of you out cubbing this morning. How's the n)are?*' 

"Oh, I'm topj)ing well, and she don't want no nussing, Mr. Morse. 
She's a wonderful good 'oss, if you don't overpace her. Not a jdeasaiit 
'o8s, not an easy month ; but there ain'c a stiff fence or a trappy ditcii 
that iht can't find her way over. She's as clever as a cat, she is. 
There weren't ever a fence she couldn't get through. She run soand 
— she do." 

Mr. Dobito sat down after delivering this emphatic encomium on 
the mare, and went ntraight to his business, which appeared to be with 
Mrs. Prowse, and concerned a pig which he had bought at her request 
at Lyndchester market. When it was done with, he got up again, 
but di<l not seem inclined to go away. He was a curious-looking man, 
a perfect type of the old Mi«iland farmer, tall, square-built, with a 
-weather-beaten face, and a bald head fringed with iron-grey. He had 
another fringe of more stubbly growth round his chin. His eyes were 
black, beady, and humorous, his eyebrows and lashes thick and over- 
hanging. His upper lip was long, his teeth were long also, and his 
mouth seemed the same width at the corners as at the middle. 

•* You weren't at the Liberal meeting at Lyndchester the other night, 
Dobito?" said Morse, anxious to draw him into conversation. 

*'I'm no Liberal, nor yet Consei-vative, nor Radiail, Mr, Morse. 
Where's the good ? I'm for the farmers, I am, and which of 'em all 
will listen to what the farmers have got to say, and call 'em aught but 
a grumblinv lot? Why, God bless my soul, it's not because it's the 
nature of farmers to grumble; it's because of the extray burdens 
and the working man 1 I'm quite tired of that there working man. 
The Radicals and the noospapers have made an idol of him— they 
have." 

** But they tell me wheat is going to rise, Mr. Dobito," said Morse. 

" It'll rise when we've done growing it," said Mr. Di»bito, with a dark 
and ominous frown. "Mark ye, Mr. Morse, England's going down. 
I don't say that she won't pick up; but there's too many cheap things 
sold. That's where the mischief lies. The work ain't well donew 
There's the shoes now." 

Mrs. Prowse and the widow nodded in tragic assent. 

" You ain't a-going to tell Twe," continued Mr, Dobito, ** that the 
Russians, or the Belgians, or the Japanese, or any other ese is a-goiag 
to stand shoes with paper sules, and to send their leather over here 
when they can turn it into shoes at home. These manufactors all 
about here ain't got a conscience. They all stood ahind the door when 
consciences were given out. They make articleji that ain't no articles 



at all. But mark ye, ma'am,'* and Mr. Dobito fixed Koor^li with his 
glittering eye, " when the great Maker of all things has Hm word to 
say, why I reckon He*ll make it hot for 'em 1 *' 

•'Mrs. Kenway hasn't heard about the paper soles yet, Dobito," 
explained Morse. " Siie has only been at the Grey Manor for a few 
weeks. We mnst enlighten her about county affairs — you and I." 

•* Not Mrs. Kenway at the Priory ?" said Mr. Dobito, looking doubt- 
ful )y at Koor^li. ''Quite another sort, begging your pardon, ma'am. 
That's Mrs. Eustace." 

** My sister-in-law," said Koor^li. 

*• She's no mean galloper, she ain't," exclaimed Mr. DoMto enthusi- 
astically. " IVe seen her giving her 'oss a stretch. She do love dogs 
— why, she has a street of 'em, and she wants me to give her my opinion 
al)0ut a foxhound terrier she's got, and she's a-going to bring him over 
to my ricks. I don*t think so much of her husband. He don't care 
about hunting ; a coach and pair, that's about hU form. Looks as 
though he wanted roast beef and port wine. I reckon he lives on kick- 
shaws and your new-fangled soda water, or Apollinaris, with a dash of 
whiskey in 'em, that makes it worse. I don't hold to that rubbish. 
It's my way to go on straight with the port." 

** Really, Mr. Dobito, I think you're a little unjust to my brother- 
in-law," said Koor^li, laughing. **I assure you I've seen him go on 
straight with the port too." 

** Maybe," returned the farmer. ** I did hear of him the other day 
buying two hunters — I didn't see him, mind — I didn't see him ; but 1 
thought to myself ' That l<x)ks better.' Well, gooil <iay to you, Mrs. 
Prowse, III see about the pig cominoj. Good-hye, ma'am, I hope I'll 
see you again, with Mrs. Eustace. Good-bye, Mr. Morse." 

Old Popkiss,in his capacity of host, hobbled to the door, and watched 
Mr. Dobito mount. When he came back, lie seemed determined to 
have his innings, for Mr. Dobito had monopolized the conversation. 
Mr. Popkiss talked volubly and discursively. Ue addressed Mor^e 
principally, 

Koor^li was a little shy, but she tried to make conversation with the 
women. Presently, however, the younger one in black got up with a 
somewhat trao:ic air and withdrew. 

** She's a widow that we have here with us, ma'am," remarked Mr. 
Popkiss confidentially. " She's the widow of the doctor's assistant at 
Lyndchester. She's in deep sorrow." 

*' Oh, I hope that she didn't mind our coming in," exclaimed Eoorllli 
sympathetically. 

"It c<»nies hard upon her," continued Mr. Popkiss; **for she has 
been used to high life — to high lile," he repeated impressively. "A 
horse and shay and a pound a day. Not that she ain't comfortable 
now ; but for them as has been used to high life, it's hard to come 
down to that which is low. But I says to her, * The Lord must ha' 
set great store on you, Mrs. Bird, or He wouldn't have taken your 
husliand from you.'" 
10 
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**Some of us might think that view of Providence rather a hanli 
one," 8ai<i Morse. 

" There's my daughter, Mrs. Prowse," Mr. Popkiss went on, takin^ 
no notice of the remonstrance, '* a widow likewise ; and her husband 
was a sore trial — as must be a consolation to Mrs. Bird ; for it's com- 
forting to the affl.cted to be with them that have passed through the 
deep waters." 

KoorlLli looked sympathetically at Mrs. Prowse, who cast down her 
oyes, conscious api>arently of having been unjustly bufife.ed by Fate, 
and heaved a dee|> sigh. 

** It were an awful trial," she murmured. " No one knows what it 
18 but them as has to endure it. 1 wouldn't wish my enemy worbe 
luck nor a husl)and as ha* got a liver.** 

Morse laughed pleasantly as he rose. 

** We've all got livers in these days, Mrs. Prowse — ^we men; and 
tempers, too. 1 am afraid that botii Mrs. Kenway and my wife liave 
to suffer from them sometimes. Now, we'll go and gather our tiowerd, 
if we may, and I shan't let you come out with us, Mrs. Prows*, for 
the mists are rising, as I know that you are apt to take a chiil and 
are not as strong as you might be." 

They said good-bye, shaking hands with the old people, and left the 
parlour. As Eoor^li 8t<»opjd over the lavender bush undrneath the 
opun w ndow she heard Mrs. Prowse remark iu a tone of gratification— 

** There he a difference in the hearts of men, to be sure. Now, Mr. 
M'rse, he do sh«)wa heart for sickness. There's parson at Lyndchestr 
— Ac don't understand a poor lx)dy*s complaints. I met him the other 
dav, and I'd just put my foot out, to pick up a few sticks. * Why, 
Mrs. Prowse,' savs he, ' I'm pleased to see you so well, and taking a 
walk.' And he m<ght ha' knowed," added Mrs, Prowse, with sorrowful 
resentment, "that 1 were btit weakly in my health, nud couldn't get 
as tar as the bridge to save my life, nor have done it this many years." 

Koorflli laughed softly, and looked up at Morse, who adde I clove 
pinks and sweet-smelling stocks to her lavender, and soon they had a 
goodly bunch. He watched her as one might watch a happy cbiLl. 
In truth she was very happy. She enjoyed the little experience. 
QMiere was in it something idyllic, and, simple as it all was, unlik ^ any 
other experience. He too seemed to have unbent, and to be more of 
the schoolboy than the statesman. As they walked along the river 
bank towards the Grey Manor they talked in an inconsequent fashion, 
which was^ for that reason perhaps, very sweet. It was the eaiy 
interchange of passing thoughts between two dear companions, who 
are living just in the hour and in the certainty of each other's sympathy, 
and underlying the light flow there was the faint consciousness of 
emotion, at once exciting and soothing. She knew, though he did not 
tell her, that he had Ix^en thinking much of her during their separatiou. 
Nothing definite was said about the loss of her husband's a[)[)Oin ment 
and the political crisis at hand. Yet she felt vaguely that both bad 
been in his mind in connection with her wishes lor the future, lit 
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af^ked her, "Did she like the Grey Manor? Did she regret Loiidon? 
Would she miud living in the country for a time, or would she prefer 
to go back to Australia?" And from her simple replies, and the 
chance revelations she made of her occupations, her interests, her train 
of thought, he learned with a curious pleasure that she was bepnning 
xo be fond of England, that she could be very happy with her children 
in the quiet natural life she led. It was monotonous, perhaps, she 
8Mid ; but nothing jarred here. And she thought she liked hem? dull, 
and sometimes even melancholy was pleasant — " like sad poetry." She 
liked to be left alone, and she liked "ttie peace of it all." And then 
it came out that all this time her husb^ind had been away. 

Morse asked when Ken way was expected back. 

" To-morrow, or the next day, I think,'* she answered ; " but Crichton 
is always uncertain, and it depends upon whether he has good shooting 
and is amused." 

" I hope he will be here on the 1st," said Morse, " and that he will 
tramp a few turnip-fields with me. I can't tell what sort of a bag we 
Hre likely to get off Bromswold; but, anyhow, we shall have a few 
birds." 

'1 hey had come to the bend of the river below the railway bridge. 

The sun was gone down, and there was only a faint radiance in the 
west. It did not seem to re^ch them. Here the water whs leaden, 
and the images in it of the trees and the arches of the bridge looked 
bhick and sharp. A man fishing at the sedgy border of the bend stood 
reflected — two figures, as it were, joined at the feet — a strange lonely 
object against the sky. There was a thin vaporous moon shining above 
the Grey Manor, which rose on the opposite bank. 

Morse was struck by the aspect of the place — the raised terrace, 
with its odd loopholes, and the grey house, ivy-grown and set between 
the clumps of solemn yews. Ue, too, at that mstant felt something 
oi' Koorkli's prophetic instinct. 

He went with her to a wicket gate at one end of the terrace beneath 
the yews, and opened it for her to pass through. Then he held out 
his hand. 

** You won't come in ? " she said, with timid questioning. " I want 
you to see the house and some Australian things 1 have put up."* 

*^ Not tliis evening. I shall ha^ e to walk fust to get home in time 
for an appointment. But may I come to-morrow afternoon and see 
you — and the Australian things?" 

" Oh yes, I shall he so glad." A bright look of pleasure flashed 
over the sensitive little face. She gathered up her reeds and her 
flowers, holding them close to her so that the bulrushes framed her 
head. 

He seemed to linger. " Yes," he said, at once musingly and abruptly, 
" I like this background for you better than the London one. It seems 
somehow to bring you back as you fir^t appeared to me. Do you 
remember, when we met in London, how your name — KoorMi — came 
to my lips at once ? I feel the same sort of impulse here." 
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Koorltli turned her large soft eyes straight upon him in that silent 
way she had- No words she could have uttered then would have 
conveyed to him what that look told. It was so childlike, and yetw 
full of divinity, of pathos, of trust 

He took her hand in his. His eyes were no less earnest, no less 
untiinchin^ in their gaze. *• Good-bye," he said, " KooiMi, my little 
queen.*' 

" Gcwi-bye," she answered, in a strange, subdued voice, and they 
parted. 

As he walkid homeward and from the river bank looked up at the 
terrace, he saw her standing there still, with her children by her side. 
She was witching hiiu ; bat her children were by her side. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

"one touch LKJHl'S UP TWO LAMPS." 

'i>iv next morning's post-bag, which came when Koor^ili was brealc- 
fastitrg, brought no news of Crichton. Ko(»rMi had half expected to 
bed/ 4hat he would return that day. Now she knew that he was not 
coming. As she put down the last of the pile of unopened letters, at 
which she hnd glanced one by one, and was certain that there was 
none from him, she was almost frischtened at the wild bound her 
heart gave. Another day of peace and irresponsibility — of freedom, of 
happiness. What lia«l come to her? Why the soft glow at her heart, 
the secret hngginsj of moments, which owed their charm to pleasurable 
anticipation '? To what did she look forward ? She had been lonely; 
she had been vaguely sad- Now she was no longer lonely and sad. 
Her spirits had regained their elasticity. The world was beautiful, the 
fky was briglit, and the air sweet She wanted to wander out in the 
sunshine, to breathe th(> scent of flowers and corn and meadow-sweet, 
to have her pulses stirred by the rustle of the wind, the singinjf of the 
birds, the murmur of the bees. Why should she not yield to this 
luxurious sense of delight, which was in itself so pure and so natural? 
She shook herself free of the chill terror which for an instant seized 
and bewildered her. She caught up her letters ajain, and took little 
MUes's hand in hers. Tlie child had been wwtching her wistfully, 

" Come, my little boys," she said, ** we shall have such a ha;)py 
morning, and while I read my letters, you shall go and get your rakes, 
and we will make the lawn tidy, because we are going to have a visitor 
to-day." 

•'Who?" tri2d Lance. And Miles asked eagerly," Is it Mr. 
Morse ? " 

** Yes ; it is Mr, Morse," answered Koorilli. 

" They were talking about Mr. Morse at Lyndchester fair yesterday," 
said Lance, " and one man saiO he was a coward, because he wanted 
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the English to knock nnrler and not fight. Fight who, mamma? 
And another man — I tbink it was Mr. Dobito — was very angry, and 
he said he wished they'd make Mr. Morse Prime Minister, because 
he'd take taxes off the people." 

Koor^ i listened with interest. ** And what else did they say. 
Lance?" 

" Oh, I don't know," said Lance. " I didn't care. I want to go 
back to Australia; it's all jolly humbug here. Oh yes, T remember. 
They were tilking about Prime Ministers, and Mr. D.>bito said there 
was old Gladstone wouM stand up with a long glib tongue and talk 
a lot of bosh, but that Mr. Morse was the man for the farmers, for he 
wanted to make Enslishmen comfortable, and didn't care to go about 
the world killing savages. What does that meaa, mamma? Who 
is killing savages ? " 

Koor^li read her letters under the yew trees. One from Zenobia, in 
a great square envelope, fantastically ribbed and mottled and emblazoned 
with the Kenway arms, t<»ld her that her time of seclusion was almost 
over. Zen wrote a big round hand, like the hand of a schoolboy of 
nine. Her epistolary style was discursive, like her conversation, and 
sometimes amusing. She wrote from the C'anteloupes' place in York- 
shire, where she and Eustace were staying on their way back from 
Scotland. 

"Dbarest KoorIli, 

** We are going to be at the Priory on the 2nd. You and 
Grichton nre to come over and stop a week with me, and admire the 
house now it's done up. 1 think you'll say I know how to make 
myself comfortable. Having done that, I shall get you and Lord Arden 
to show me how I can make the village comfortable. It's all beastly 
new — I mean the furniture. The village is as old as the Knights 
Templar. I notice that in most houses the furniture isn't new, and 
that it looks dirty. 1 like things clean — spi<k-and-span ; floors you 
could eat your dinner off. Anyhow, I'm new, so it will suit me, if it 
doesn't suit Eustace. I think I'm too new for him, only ho is too 
polite to say so. The Family hasn't snuffed me out yet. There are 
sixteen of them here. It's jfamily sauce with everything. Some of 
them are Catholics and some are Protestants ; that's the only variety. 
I notice there's an awful lot of ceremony in the way Protestants approach 
their Creator. Sunday is the State function. It must be something 
real serious before they'll venture on a confidential week-day com- 
munication. Old Canteloupe, in his own housi^ looks about as com- 
fortable and as much at home as a cat in a cold bath. Her ladyship 
snaps him up pretty sharp. She's a bea<<t, with a long nose and short 
petticoats — 'suitable for country wear, my dear' — and she looks at 
my velvet frock with an evil eye. I do love velvet, but it seems to 
get the mange when she looks at it. I feel a patchwork of brutality 
and blasphemy when she empties out Solomon's precepts over me. 
Tell Cricbton there's a man here with his eye on a spaniel exactly 
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tnswering to the description he gave me of what he wanted. She ii 
black, without a white hair ; nine months old, teuder-mouthed, used 
t» rabbits, bat isn't acquainted with partridges. Her mother took 
necond prize at Birminubam, and she costs four pounds. If Crichton 
won't have her, she shall go into my d«»g-street. I am afraid, my 
dear, the horizon of }our prospects is beastly clouded. The Family 
• is a widow's cruise of dark prognostics. * Sweet are the uses of 
adversity.' Rot I A splendid plaster to another i>erson'8 gnsh, but 
hot iron to your own. However, il Morse comes in it will be all right 
for you, and, see-saw, down with the aristocracy and up with Hodge 
and his cow. Tra new, so it won't do for me to be a democrat. I 
belong to the Primrose League, and I am ordering a primrose skirt 
JSIian't I look lovely ? 
** GKxxi-bye. Mind, you are to come on the 2nd. 

** Your affectionate sister-in-law, 

*'Zknobia Kexwat.** 

KoorMi smiled softly as she read Zen's letter, but her face became 
grave when hhe finished it. She did not like the suggestion 'that 
Morse would provide for them if he should come into power. She 
would rather that their fiiindship should be without taint of time- 
serving or self-inteiest. It pained her to have it brought home to her 
that when Zen spoke out many others must be thinking. 

When Morse arrived, the children were having tta in an odd 
excrescence leading off the hall, a queer little room of no particular 
shape, with a deep muUioned window, over which the ivy crept, and 
a panelled mantel-board that lifted up ai]d showed dark cavities once 
used for keeping tinder in, the delight of the boys, a store to them of 
fathomless mystery and inexhaustible possibilities of concealment. 

Lance jumped up, crying, "Mr. Morse." He had caught sight of 
Morse's tall form passing the window. 

It was KooiMi herself who appeared in the open doorway just as he 
stepped within to reach the ancient iron knocker. 

" We are very primitive, you see," she said, smilinoj. ** We don't 
indulge in the luxury of bells, and we let our door stand open because 
it is so heavy, and the latch is so huge and clumsy that the children 
could not draw it if they tried." 

Morse admired the thick oak beams studded with immense nails, 
' and the rusty iron bars and gigantic key standing in the lock. He 
admired also the low hall, with its oak panelling notched and defaced 
in many places, its dingy ceiling cn^ssed with beams, its massive doon 
opening in all directions, and its stone-flagged floor, on which Koor^li 
had thrown opossum rugs and kangaroo skins. Though simple even 
to bareness, it was all very picturesque, and it seemed to him in 
keeping with Koor^li herself. 

** It puts me in mind of Australia," she said, "except for the grey 
itone and the oak and the Romans. I must show you the coffins pre- 
sently. The kitchen is next this, so we haven't far to go for anything 
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we want. And ob, Mr. Morse, there is qute a manorial fireplace in it, 
and a real in^ile-nook ! " 

He had the same feeling as yesterday, that li''e was altogether more 
natural and joyous, and that the restraints of conventi« nality might 
1^ cast aside. She looked so simple and childlike with her children. 
She brought him into the little room and gave him t«a with them. 
She did not summon a servant, but with Miles waited upon him. 
Lanre was sent lor a fresh cup and plate, she herself went for some 
wonderlul strawberry jam, for which the boys had pleaded in honour 
of the guest. They wt-re very merry, with just an undertone of emotion 
running throng;h the merriment. Morse had a pleasant way with 
children. He lauglied heartily when Lance gravely asked him whether 
he was really afraid to let the English fight, and if the Queen would 
make him Prime Minister, and repeated Mr. Dobito's remarks. 

When tea wms over Koor^li sent the children away to their play, 
and took him into her tiitiuii-room, which was one of the Georgian 
rooms, and had lofty white-panelled walls, and tall straight windows, 
with wind- 'W-seats. She had mana^red to make this like herself too, 
with the bits of drapery flung about, and the Australian weapons and 
skins and pieces of tajm. contrasting oddly with the knick-knacks she 
had brought from London and some specimens of Roman pottery ranged 
on the high mantel-shelf. 

Their talk rippled on much as it had done the day before. 

" 1 don't thujk people get half enough out of life," Morse said, 
**bal( as much as they niight." 

" But you snrelv have got a good deal out of li'e?" KoorStli said, 
looking at him with a kind of wonder. He had seen so much, done 
so much, lived so much. 

" Yes, I have got a good deal out of it. I have tried to warm both 
hands before the fire of life." 

" That is a good way of putting it. I like that,** KoorMi said 
quickly. 

" Ii's not mine ; it's Savage Landor*8. The fire is apt to scorch 
sometimes." 

" With most people to turn into embers and ashes, I think," Kooriili 
said, and then wished she had said something else, or said nothing. 

'* Ah ! " he exclaimed ; ** you haven't much confidence in the 
theory that every one is meant to be happy." 

She smiled a little sadly. " I haven't much confidence in anything. 

I think it all left me when I " She was going to say, " when I 

manied," but she did not. She said, ** when I grew to be a womau." 

" Why, then ? " he aske<l. 

" I don't know. Perhaps I had too much confidence before, and 
expected more out of life than Pd any right to." 

" One has a right to expect a good deal out of life. There ought to 
be material enough in life for each of us to have his heart's desire, 
guoner or later. The worst is, that we most of us make it a * too 
tmon ' or a * too late.' " 
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•* Ah, yes," Koor^Lli said quickly. 

*• The pieces are all therv-," Morse went on, •* but we shako them up 
imimtieutly, and the right ones cau*t by auy reasonable possibility be 
got together, aud the wrong ones are wedged lasi ; and it ends in a 
stalemate rather than a checkmate, tor toe most part." 

There was a short | aiise. Her breath came a little faster. It was 
strange to hear the successful man talk thus, with his melanchoiy 
metaphor about life's stalemate. KoorMi was seated before a Utile 
table, on which she leaned with her hands clasped upon it. All tlie 
time they had been speaking his eyes had been turned away from hers. 
Ouce or twice he had inoveil as if he were going to say good-bye, arid 
had only remained because of some question or remark from hc-r. 
Suddenly he changed his place, and tooK a chair op|X)8ite her. As ho 
did this lie bent forward, aud by some chance his hand for a secoud 
touched her clasped hands. Uis iiand was withdrawn in an in^tatlt; 
the gesture was merely accidental and unconscious, but the feeliu^ 
which it brou<j;ht was like that of an electric shock. For an instant 
he held his breath, as a man might do who fears he has unconsciously 
let out a secret. But with this, too, was a personal sense of surpri>e 
and dismay ; he had revealed to himself his own secret. That could 
be hidden no lunger— from him at lea^t. 

When his ha .d touched hers, KooiA i looked up at first a little sur- 
prised. Of course she knew that the touch was unconscious, inadver- 
tent, accidental, and yet she felt her forehead grow hot, and she bent 
her liead as if she would hide some sudden expression of feeling. She 
drew herself back behind a line of mental reserve, and there was a 
moment's awkward silence. Each felt, each feared that the other 
knew and felt also. Then there was a plunge into talk again, each 
rushing at the opening of a conversation, each apparently trying to 
get the first word. Morse had, liowever, quite pulled himself together 
by this time. He had come there with the intention of speaking to 
Eoor^l^on what might be called in very strictness a matter of busi- 
ness. Under the fresh charm of the situation and their talk, he had 
put off" and ott' the difficulty he found in approaching it. Now, how- 
ever, he was determined that the question must be raised at onca 
His own feelings of a moment ago warned him that he must come to 
the business he had in his mind. It would have had to come, in any 
case. He had thought it out for some time, but the warning his 
heart had just given hitn was only another reason to show that he had 
thought it oiit to good purpose. So he stopped her rather abruptly in 
a little speech she was bejAinning on some subject in which she had no 
manner of interest. As he interrupted her lie got up and stood with 
his hat in his hand ready to go. '1 he moment he rose Koorkli rose 
also. She did not know why ; it looked as if she wanted him to go- 
almost seemed ungraci 'US, she thought. 

" Mrs. Kenway," he said, " there's something I wanted to say to 

fou. Our talk yesterday set me thinking about you and your future, 
don't know why, imless it was because you seemed so contented aud 
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like your real self in this place. I don't think the life of London 
would ever quite suit you. I fancy that I've told you that before, 
haven't I ? 1 think you might be happier, and thit it might be bettt-r 
for you and yours, if your husband got an appointment which would 
take you away from Lon Ion." 

He watched her anxiously as he spoke. He saw that she did not . 
realize the full import of this tentative suggestion which he had pre- 
pared so carefully. Her face took the blank chill look that comes over 
the face ol a child at the first hint that its holiday must end. 

** Away ? " she repeated. " Out of London ? I don't know that I 
should care for that, Mr, Morse, tho'igh I am very happy here. I am 
afraid that when CrichtoTi comes back, this simple, dull sort of life, and 
my satisfaction with it, will come to an end," she added, with a rather 
sad little laugh. '* There will be so much more needed to make us 
happy — so much that we haven't got. But if Crichton is fortunate 
enongh to get an English appointment, it must be in London." 

Morse felt a |>ang of pity and tenderness at her half-unconscious 
revelation. " I suppose," he sail, "that an appointment out of London 
would mean one out of Englantl. Should you mind that very much ? " 
She looked up in a startled way, and met hia eyes. She saw the 
anxiety in his face, though he spoke in quite unemotional tones. " I 
— I don't know," she said falteringly. *' 1 haven't thought about it 
lately. I am afraid that I take lile too much as it comes, and don't 
trouble sufficiently about the morrow." 

" 1 wish that I could keep you from any need to trouble about the 
morrow," he exclaimed. Then he went on with insistent emphasis. 
" Just think over this idea of a colonial appointment, Mrs. Kenway — 
that is what I me^mt — and tell me what your wishes really are. Oddly 
enoughj when I got home last night, 1 found a letter which showed 
me a chance of serving you in that way " 

He still watched her intently. A faint flush came over KoorSlli's 

face. She did not answer at once. Then she said in a chilled voice — • 

** Mr. Morse, yi'U are very good to us, but I don't feel as though we 

bad any right to be considered. Crichton has no claim " 

"Oh yes, Mrs. Kenway, your husband has a claim, and he has 
interest, which comes to the same thing. He has gained a reputation, 
and deservedly, for tact and knowledge in colonial affairs. He will 
confer a benetit on his country by his services. That is the way to 
put it. He has mt)re or less identified himself, however, with me and 
my party, and I begin to doubt more and more whether I shall be able . 
to accept the position which — which, you know, people think 1 an\ 
sure to have, and my friends, who expect to see me in such a position, 
might be (.isappoiuted. And I think, if your hushand would take 
this ofler, it would be better in eveiy way. I don't know if you quite 
understand ? " 

Oh yes ; she quite understood, and she felt ashamed. Morse knew 
that her husband was merely looking to him for an appointment. 
Morse was warning him through her that atter Oie c\^\A.Q\i^ V^ xs^'^v 
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not be aMe to do all that Ken way expected. Morse knew also tbai 
KoDway's tastes and habits made it better for him to be nmoved from 
the temptations and ambitious and social competitions and moral 
dangers of a London life. 

** Y('8, I understand/* she said sadly. 

After he had gone, Koor^li went into the house. The childnn 
came to her beture her dim er. Lance was making a boat, and did net 
care to talk or ask questions, but little Miles crept up to her and 
bc>gged that she would read him a story. She did not know wliat 
it was that made her voice quaver so as she read. Perhaps it was be- 
cause the st^>ry was a sad one. When she had finished and had puttlio 
book down, Miles said to her, with his big clear eyes lifted to her face— 

" M<»ther, I want you to do something for me.** 

"What is it, dear?" 

"I want you to tell me about your life. A great many mothers in 
books write the stories of their lives and different things to amuse 
their little children." 

** What sort of things? What do you want to know?" 

'• Oh, everything! What you did when you were a little girl, and 
why you married father, and if he asked you or you asked him.*' 

" You foolish child — women nevt-r ask men if they'll niarry them.** 

** Yes they do — in leap year — Amelia says so. And I want to know 
if you were happy when you manied father, and if you have any great 
secret that you have kept ail your life." 

Kooi^li l)ent her head, and laid her cheek upon the boy's curls. 
** What great secret could I have, Miles?*' 

" Oh, there's lots — in l)ooks. There was one in * The Mysterious 
House in Chelsea.' The lady was in love with another man, and she 
was afraid ht-r husban<i would come to know it. But Amelia took it 
away from me beiore I had got half through it. Mother! what's 
the matter ? ** 

A ^reat drop had fallen on the child's cheek. Lance broke in — 

" Miles is always getting hold of Amelia's books — marrying and love 
and j'.lly rot. 1 wouldn't read such stuff. When I'm a man and want 
to get married, I'll do as father says — go straight to the girl, and say, 
*Now, what about the coin?'" 

" Was that what father said to you, mother?" said Miles, still in- 
quisitive, 

Koor^li rousf'd herself. She laughed — a laugh with the sound of 
tears in it. "Lance is quite right. Amelia's books are not boy's 
books, and boys should think of cricket and boats, and not of things 
that only older peo}»le have to do N^ith. Good night, my children." 

She ate her lonely dinner, or rather made a pretence of eating it 
As she was leaving ihe dining-room, the maid brouiiht in a telegram, 
and waited to see if there was any answer for the messenger to tjike 
back. Koor^li oj'cned the telegram. A strange horrible chill fell 
upon her. It was from Orichton. 

" I return to-morrow. Meet train arriving Lyndchester at 3.15." 
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"There is no answer,'* KoorMi said in a mechanical tone. "Mr. 
Ken way is comiug to-morrow." 

The maid went out. For a few moments KoorMi stood by the 
table with a dazed frighteDed look on her face. At last, at last! At 
this moment the full revelation had come upon her. The shock 8he 
Iclt at th( news of Crichtou's coming told her all. She seemed to grow 
I aler and paler, and her dark eyes gazed anxiously into vacancy. 
Steps in the hall b' ought her to herself. She crushed the telegram in 
licr hand ; then, rememhering Crichton's fussy particularity — as even 
in agony some everyday trifle is apt to cross the mind — and fearing 
Ids anger if any mistake were made as to the hour he had specified, 
she smoothed out the pink paper and placed it on the mantel-piece, 
where it might be referred to if necessary. She did not go back to the 
sitting-room, but crept, upstairs to her own bedroom. It was almost 
in darkness. The window was open, and mingled twilight and moon- 
light filled it with shallows. A bat flew in and circled, making its 
uncanny noise, and she could hear a corncrake shrieking in the meadow 
below. She stood at the window for a minute or two and looked out. 
'i'he river and the fields were covered with a thick white mist, like a 
grave-cloth. The flame of the furnace opposite was leaping wildly, 
showing its fierce blaze against a bank of clouds. As she watched, 
an express train trailing fiery smoke swept like a meteor above the 
level of the mist. 

Koor^Ii shivered and turned away. She could not bear just now to 
lOok at this weird scene, so unlike any other scene she had ever known. 
Tossing ocean, or desolate stretch of bush or wild headland, might have 
given her a sense of relief and anchorage. IShe seemed to have lost all 
familiar landmarks. She was in a new world of experience, of emotion, 
of dangers that she had never feared l> fore ; a world in which there 
seemed only two realities — her children and this great terrible love. 
For she knew it now. She knew it because of the dread and repulsion 
she had felt on reading her husband s telegram. She might have 
known it long ago had she not allowed herself to drift on in fancied 
security, never pausing to think or to analyze her own feelings. Yes ; 
she loved Morse. This was her secret, the secret no one miiiht share, 
which she must hide guiltily from her boys' cltar eyes as they grew 
old enough to understand ; from her husband — from the world — from 
Lady lietty, sweet, generous La<ly Betty, who had been so frankly 
kind to her— and more closely, nh, far more closely still, from Morse 
himself; yes, it possible, from Heaven. 

The bat came wheeling nearer to the motionless figure. Kooridi 
started at the flapping of its wings near her head. She was very cold, 
but she would not go down to the sitting-room, where were lamps and 
the fire she always had lighted tor company's sake. She wanted to be 
quiet and alone, to think it all out. Yet somehow she could not think 
co^jereutly. She com Id only go back upon foolish memories — Morse's 
look sometimes when she found his eyes upon her, and little irrelevant 
things he had said. 
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llieie wns a quaint turret chamber, hardly more than a closet, k'sd- 
ing by a fli-ht of nanow oak 8tei)s I rum her bedroom. She groped 
her way to a do<^)r in the wainscoting, and mounted to the little dim 
])lnce, which was bare, and lighted only by the moonbeams creeping 
with difficulty through the ivy tendrils that grew over the tiny window-. 
8he seated her^el^ ns a child might upon tiie topmost step of the little 
stHir, with her form bent forward, and her arms clasped round her 
knees, and her eyes wide and staring. 

She sat thus for a long time. This hour recalled to her another 
hrur long ago— the hour in which she had first distinctly acknow- 
ledged to herself that her husband's absence was ease, his presence 
pain. That discovery had come upi n her with a shock as something 
norrible, almost incredible ; but the shock had been of a different kind 
from this. She had been able to face it calmly. She had simply 
accepted the fact that her marriage was a fatal mistake — that her lot 
must he lonely, her existence one of passive endurance — that love and 
s^'mpathy were not for her. At least, she had believed lite could not 
be complicated by stormy passion. If her thoughts had ever glanced 
towards the one possibility she had most reason to tremble at, she had 
turned them quickly away, telling herseli that this was an impossi- 
bility. And now the impossihility had come to pass. She loved with 
the w hole strength of her soul a man whom she was forbidden to love, 
not only by her own duties as wife and mother, but also by the laws 
ot fricudship and ol loyalty between woman and woman. 



CHAPTER XVm. 

THE PRIORY-ON-THE-WATEB. 

Zenobia had taken up her abode at the Priory-on-the-Water with a 
fixed determination to play her part as country matron in bec<iming 
style. She started with a smiling audacity which was characteristic 
of her. There was something rather American in her "ciite" sim- 
plicity. Her experience of this phase of English society was limited. 
When not living with her step-mother, who, to use Zenobia's own 
expression, wax ** beastly bad form," she had sp nt her time in foreign 
hotels. Kow she meant to be "the real thing, and no mistake," t-» go 
in for farming, or at anv rate, knowing all about it, garden particsSj 
eounty balls, county politics, sport, and anythino: that occurred to her 
as being suitahle to the situation. She set about her task with a good 
deal of enthusiasm, and in a generous spirit. There seemed to her 
something tine and heroic in restoring the Ken ways to their ancestral 
home and in refounding the family, so to speak, with her fortune. 
This was her theory. In practice, comfort w^as her first consideration. 
She intended to make Eustace and herself thoroughly comfortable. 
She thought of Eustace quite as much as of herself. It was a great 
disappointment to find that an old leather arm-chair, an oak bureau 
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tbat n light have been in a cottage, and an unlimited supply of cigars 
and French novels, were all that Eustace seemed to require to make 
him happy. She had begun by lining the walls of his study with 
stamped leather <»f uew and fashionable desiyrn — a wonderful combina- 
tion of old gnU, browns, and reds ; had hung up portieres of imitation 
Gobelin tapestry, and had ordered from Tottenham Court Road the 
most sombrely gorgeous and most complicated modern suite which 
the art of upholsterer could produce fur the delectation of amateur 
country gentlemen. Eustace, however, rebelled against the chairs 
which concealed, in their capicious arms and under their stuffing, 
cigarette caskets and ash receptacles, reading-desks, trays and 
tumblers, and other conveniences. He declined the maguificent 
writing-table, with its appliances for reducing literary labour to a 
ininimum, and ordered in the old arm-chair and the bureau which 
Zenobia had sent to the luml)er-room. 

" My dear child," he said to her in his elaborate manner, " pray 
consult your own taste as regards the rest of the house, and play 
about among the relics as much as you please, but do me the inesti- 
mable favour to resi)ect my notions of comfort, which are elem* ntary, 
1 admit. I can't smoke and go to sleep and enjoy ' Richard Omon- 
roy ' when Fm loaning against new Russian leather that makes me 
bmell all the day like a freshly bound Christmas gift-book." 

Eustace Ken way did not take kindly to the part of country gentle- 
man. He had not his brother's power of adaptability or bis brother's 
ambition. He could not shoot well, and he thought hunting a great 
deal of trouble for nothing. School boards and petty sessions were 
beyond him, and he did not feel any interest in crops or in short- 
horns, and hated young lambs, except with the accompaniments of 
preen peas and mint sauce. He was very colourless. It' he had any 
special tendency, it was in the direction of art, but he had always 
l»een too poor or too lazy to cultivate it. He winced a little at 
Zenobia's robust and vigorous attacks on life, in which she got all she 
could out of it. It seemed to him like seeing a b 'Xing match. She 
jarred a good deal upon his nerves. He sometimes suggested that 
th«*re was a want of repose in her manners. Her energy appeared ti^ 
him like that of a flail ; but it was a point of honour with him not 
t*) interfere in her way of amusing herself. He did not suppose that 
the country craze would last long, and then, ho concluded, they would 
:'0 to Paris or London, where he could alwayn find erjoyment. So 
Zenobia, left to her own devices, did play about amon^ the relics. 
She ordered down an army of workmen and upholbterers, and very 
tjoon eflfected not a mere change, but rather a radical revolution in the 
aj>]^arance of the Priory-on- the- Water. 

Crichton Kenwav and his wife did not come on the 2nd, as Zenobia 
had suggested. Morse's shooting party took pluco on the 1st, and 
Crichton was not willing to miss it. He was particularly anxious to 
appear on good terms with the coming man, as Morse was considered, 
aud then the bachelor party was very pleasant for him. Iiord Ardea 
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\va.s iD it, Aiiil tlie two or \\\Tee fellows of whom Morse hid spcLs 
turofd out Xaj be youno; )MiliticiiiDS of distinction; n>en to talk with 
nbout the coming e cctioi<s. Crichton did not look forward either 
with very groitt pleasure to Yi>iting his brother in the refurbished 
ancestral home, thougii he create*) quite a pretty part for himself a^ a 
hort of de|)08cii sovereign, joked about the primitive simplicity of the 
Grey Manor, an«i never let any one forget that he was the eldest son, 
and hhould by right be rei;:ning at the Priory. No one took any 
trouble to inquire iiack into the Kenway genealogy, and, on the whole, 
Crichton made an excellent impression in the county as a capital shot, 
a likely man in the hun ing field, and a clever, affable fellow, quite in 
the tirtit rank of society. Altogether it was felt to be a great pity 
thnt he had not secured the heiress. No one tliought much of 
EiiHta'^e, who seemed too lazy even to fall off a horse. 

Crichton was a^ikiHl to dine and nleep at Bromswold, and to shoot on 
the following day. Lady Betty had not yet returned, though she was 
expected the next week, and therefore KoorMi was not included in 
the invitation. Site )iad not seen Morse since that night of self- 
revelation. She sometimes wondered within herself how it would be 
)MiS8ible for her to talk to him ever again in the old, free, unembar- 
ra sed maimer, and was glad to think that she was going away for a 
little while, and would meet him, if she must meet him, in the Priory 
atiiiosi'here, and not amid tiie melancholy, poetic surroundings of the 
Grey Manor. 

Zenobia drove over on the afternoon of the 2nd to see her sister-in- 
law. She looked an odd, incongruous figure in her startling French 
costume, as she htood in the bare hall and gazed round her, and then 
at Koorkli. with an expression of sympathetic dismay. So thought 
Arden, who had slip|)cd away from the shooters and had found his way 
along tt e river to call on Koorkli. 

" Weill I don't wonder that you like London bfist," swd Zenobia 
abruptly, after having drawn a deep breath. 

"But 1 don't think I do like London best," replied Koorkli, with 
her gentle smile. ** We are very happy here, the boys and L" 

Zenohia's high-heeled French shoes clacked on the stone floor as 
she walked round and inspected the dilapidated oak panelling. 

'* I should want a lot of things done to make me comfortable in th^H 
place," she baid frankly; and one could not help thinking that she w&i 
on the point of saying, ** bea>tly place.** 

** What sort of things, Mrs. Eustace Kenway?** asked Lord Arden, 
cr)ming forward. *'l should Lke very mucli to know what woulU 
make you happy." 

" Why, Persian carpets and big screens to keep out the draughts, 
and divans and bine china, and pots and pans, don't you know? and 
^taim-trees, and a man in armour dotted about here and there." 

*• Two or three ancient Komans dug out of the encampment?" 
suggested Arden. ** Have you got any for the Priory, Mrs. Eustace?" 

"I've orders I thi^ Crusaders/* replied Zen promptly. '^ I suppose 



THE PRIORY'ON-THE-WATER. iSi 

thfty cjin >)e pot somewhere — at Whiteley's, perhaps, don't yo« think? 
Mv goodue^s, Koor^li, you do look thin and palel Have you been 
ill?** 

The blood rushed to Koor^li's face, miking it white no longer. The 
change in her was indeed noticeable. It had struck Arden tlie instant 
he saw her, and he had been full of pnin and wonder, certain that 
some secret trouble weighed upon her. She was wan, and her features 
Bcemed sharper, while her eyes had the strained, smarting look which 
betokens tears kept resolutt-ly back. She had suffered much during 
the past few days Every word and look of Crichton's had probed her 
wound. He had come home in the mood for endearm* nrs, which he 
comiuunded, rather than entreated, and Kooikli's repulsion to kisses, 
accepted by her hitherto as a fact in her life to be patiently subuiitted 
to, had now become keen agony and humiliation. 

SeeiTig her embairassment at Zenobia's abrupt exclamation, Arden 
said, '* I have been telling Mrs. Ken way that I don't think the river 
mists agree v^ ith her." 

" She must have a ch^^nge right away," said Zenobia with energy, 
and, turning to Koor^li, added, ** Wliat day have you and Crichton 
fixed upon y I am Vrry angry with you for putting me off. He could 
have shot at Bromswold just as well from us, couldn't he now, Lord 
Arden ? " 

•* We are coming on Monday," said KoorMi. 

** And you. Lord Arden ? " continued Zenobia, " you and Mr. Morse ? 
You are going to shoot and stop for dinner. The Admiral Nevile- 
Beauchamp is to be with us, ani a London masher for Jo. it will be 
a (|ueer kind of party — a little of all sorts. London swells and Steve 
Dobito, yeoman." 

'* 1 have heard a great deal about Steve Dobito," said Lord Arden. 
•* 1 particularly want to meet him. He is a man with views." 

" He is very anxious to improve Mr. Morse's mind," said Zenobia, 
''and so I thought Td just give him a chatice. Eustace and Mrs. 
Kevile said that dinner parties wouldn't be in his line," pursued Zen 
reflectively. "I shouldn't think they were much; but if he wants 
his pudding before his meat, why, he shall have it." 

'* I don't know that there is any eternal principle involved hi the 
eating one's meat before one's pudding," Ardou sad reflectively. 

**I think puddings beastly anyhow and anywhere," Zen affirmed, 
with all the warmth of evident sincerity. ** But you know, Lord 
Arden, it wasn't that I meant. 1 only meant that 1 wanted the poor 
man to have his way. I wasn't thinking about puddings." 

'* Dear Zen, I am sure Lord Arden quite understood that you were 
speaking the language of metaphor," KoorMi said, with a compassionate 
smih^ poor Zen seemed so enger to vindicate herself. 

'* One don't want to be ttiought to be always talking nonsense and 
vulgirity," Zen pleaded apoL getically. 

'* You always talk very good sense," Lord Arden said gravely, and 
with a determined effort to break through his habitual shyneaSt Aud 
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say exactly what he felt and what he wanted to say, " and ^here never 
c<»uld be VI Igarity where there is no afifectation.*' 

"Come, n'»w, ain't that nic« ?" Zen said, and a dash of colour came 
into her face. In truth, Lord Arden saw as clearly as Koor^li did the 
truthfulness, the womanliness, underneath that Parisian bodice; the 
shrewd honest goo<l sense in that little black cropi>ed head, and which 
all Zen's own ivory brushes, and all the ivory brushes ** brandished" 
by Disraeli's duchesses, ci»uld not scrub out of it. 

Koorkli lelt a little vague enthusiasm as they approached the Priory 
«m the appointed day. She glanced at her husband as they drove up 
the village street, to Bee if the place awakened old memories. She 
could have felt much sympathy with him in such a mood. But he 
was leaning back in the carriage k»okin<i sullen and perplexed. She 
seemed to know by a sort of flashing instinct that he was weighing 
the for aod against Morse's accession to power, and speculating with 
an absolutely concentrated rega'd to his own interest whether it 
might not be wiser to accept the proverbial "bird in the hand," than 
to wait for the problematical " two in the bush." To her surprise he 
did not seem to know how to dinct the coachman when the latter 
appealed to him, and they were obliged to ask the way to the Priory 
of an old man by the roadside. 

** I suppi)8e that you were very young when you went away from the 
place?" blie said, wondermg a little, for she bad often heard him speak 
of his " old home." 

" My father left it before I was bom," he answered shortly. There 
was silence again, and she had no remark to make on the quaint arched 
gateway with a grey stone pigeon-cote on either side. 

The house was an impiising structure, a massive pile, with two 
wings forming stables and oftices, connected with the main building by 
high battlemenled walls. These were curved, so that the whole block 
was in the shape of a semicircle with a gigantic yew hedge, cut into 
pyramids and turrets, at its base. The pride of the Priory lay in its 
yew hedges and in the terraced garden at the back. This could be 
seen easily as the carriage wound up a gentle slope, for here the Lynde 
valley narrowed, and on one side the ground rose higher than is usual 
in that flat County. Three broad terraces built up with stone led 
down to the river. The massive walls were buttressed, each buttress 
surmounted by a weather-beaten statue. In the embrasures, great 
trees ol myrtle and magnolia flourished, and ihere were quaint borders 
like the border at the mill, and scarred steps and balustrades, and 
a rose garden where the rose bushes were not stifl" straight standai-ds, 
but wandered at their Bweet will. Upon none of these things had 
Zenobia yet had time to lay the desolating hands of reform. 

The drive swept to the Iront of the house within the /ew hedge, and 
round a smooth stretch of lawn that had once been a In-w^iing-green. 
An ancient sun-dial st0(jd opposite the hall door. The building whs 
ol the faniouB grey stone, but disfigured as far as the natural veining 
uad psUid hue would permit, for Zen, in her ardour for cleauliness, 
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had scraped off the reddish brown lichen, had pruned away the ivy 
and clematis, and had ruthlessly uprooted the seedlings which the 
birds had sown in thu crannies and on the tops of the old walls. 

'J' wo powdered footmen threw open the doors. There was a sound 
of voices and laughter as they were led into the large inner hall, which 
looked comfortable indeed, and picturesque, notwithsian<iing its odd 
jumble of the traditional and the essentially modern — of the Pala-s 
Jioyal and Plessis-les-Tours, and though the saucy little tables, the 
downy ciiairs, the gorgeous divans in Persian tapestry, the glowing 
carpets of Velvet pile, the tambourint s painted after Van Beers, and 
the porcelain monkeys hanging on to the screens, seemed at variance 
with the .groined ceiling, the Gothic arches of the oak staircase, and 
the carved mantel with its coat of arms, which Zen firmly believed to 
be the rightful trophy of the Kenways. 

The gentlemen had come in from shpotinsj. Morse, looking very 
stately and handsome and somehow unlike himseli in his rough gear, 
stood by the iireplace talking to Eustace, who was twirling a cigarette 
lietween his delicate fingers. Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp, in a Redfern 
costume, which subtly combined the assthetic and the rural, and the 
most exquisite leather boots crosstd in an attitude that revealed a 
modest isthmus of scarlet silk stocking, lounged on one of the divans 
Miss Jo, very demure and sle* k, made tea, with the Admiral and the 
, well-got-up and extremely talkative "masher** in attendance. Zen 
herself, was seated upon a plush pcm/', which was a triumph of Parisian 
art. It was intended to represent a large toadstool in the natural 
sickly yellow, and had green satin frogs cliistenng round the stem. 
She herself looked as incongruous as the toadstool, her healthy brown 
British face, her curly black crop, her square shoulders and substantial 
limbs being very much out of keeping with her French tea-jiown ot 
old gold plush, elaborately adorned with cascades of lace — a garment 
that Sarah Bernhardt might have appropriately worn in ** Frou-Frou," 
and with her high-lieeled euibroidered shoes and old gold stockings. 

There was a flutter among the group as Koorkli and her husband 
entered. Eustace languidly greeted his brother, and Zen embraced 
her sister-in-law with eflusion. Morse did not at once come forward, 
but Eooi^li had seen him the instant her glance swept the room. As 
he looked at the little face framed by a black hat with drooping 
feathers, he tinncied that the slender form round which her soft dark 
draperies hung, it seemed to him like the draperies of no other woman, 
was even slenderer and more fragile than when he had last seen it not 
aiany days a^o. 

Sinne women, though they may be insignificant of stature, unasser- 
tive and absolutely unconscious of any wish to make an effect, are 
given, in recompense, a certain magnetic power of arresting and absorb- 
ing aiiention. As KoorMi ttood and untwisted the lace scarf from her 
throat, she was, for the moment, the one object of interest to every 
eye in the room. It was as though the chief actress in the drama had 
appeared suddenly on the scene. There was about Koorkli that sug- 
11 
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Kpstion of trasjic story, lived through or yet to corae, that mark of 
be8tiuy*B cross, which one sees now and again in the face and form of 
man or woman, which is so unmi^takable and so hard to explain or 
describe. 

Morse shook hands gravely, almost silently, with KoorStli, and then 
drew hack. Arden puslied forward a cliair. Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp 
made her pmper little speech, and the ** masher," Mr. Erie, changed 
the tap of Ids conversation from lawn tennis to Lord and Lady Beau- 
mont's plKce in the Highlands, where he ha 1 exj^ected to meet Koorllii 
He had once taken her down to dinner at their house in London. 

Mr. Erie was a youn^ man rich in conversational resources. He 
was in diplomacy, and was making fair progress, chiefly by virtue of 
his resolve always to talk on the right sabjecr to the right person. He 
had just come from C«»penhagen, and had ambitious hope of Washing- 
ton. Koor^Ii was not long in observing that he had the proper tap of 
conversation always ready to turn on. He had cha£f for Zen ; he 
talked p<jlitics with a subdued deferential air when he was speaking to 
Morse; the air of one who says, " I know my future master; I may 
olVer my meek suggestions, but of course I await his commands ; " he 
c«>n versed of hunting and old county families to Crichton, and thereby 
secured at once the good opinion of that scion of ancient line. He 
angled about a good deal with Koor^li, not being quite certain where 
to have her. He tried high life, because he understood that she was 
a friend of Lady Beity Morse; and then he tried Bohemia; and neither 
was successful, as he could see at a glance. Then he ventured on 
views of life itself; and after a while was lucky enough to have the 
conversation interrupted. 

" You see we are refreshing ourselves," said Zenobia, in her abrupt 
voice. •* Will you have some lea, or some sheiry and bitters ? " 

KoorMi shook her head at the sherry and bitters, and asked for tea, 
which Morse brought her, and a few comnionpla es were exchanged 
about the drive and the relative distance of Bromswold and the Grey 
Manor. Kooiali*s voice was constrained. 

**' I beg to state that I am not drinking sherry and bitters because I 
like such stuff," continued Zen, " but because I've had neuralgia all 
clay. It's nerves. Eustace thinks I haven't any right to have nerves. 
I've bought them from Jo — hav en't I Jo ? She's a Nt vile-Beauchamp^ 
and can spare them." 

Eustace looked annoyed, and Crichton put in with a cheerful laugh — 

" By Jove, if you want to make that sort of investment, my wife is 
Ihe person to apply to." 

" We've been in a muddle," said Zen. " Haven't we, Jo ? The fur- 
niture people have only just gone away. I'm going to show yon my 
digi^injjs presently ; 1 think they'll do. I have been having a battle 
with Mr. Morse," she went on in her discursive fashion, •* because I'm 
a Conservative, and I've joined the Primrose League. Are you a 
Liberal or a Conservative, Koor^li? Will you give me your name? 
If 1 can get thirteen names, I can have the Priory made into a ' habi- 
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tation,* and then I shall get asked to such a lot of lovely fiinctiona 
Mr. Morse, if you'd have a Republican League, and Lady Betty would 
start a pretty costume for it — say crowns and sceptres up>ide down, 
done in gold embroidery on an eaw. de Nil ground — something newei 
and more decided than piimroses, I think I'd join your party and 
become a Radical." 

There was a general laugh. Every one knew Lady Betty's royalist 
devotion. Morse laughed t«>o; he never lost his sense of humour. 
Zenobia disiingnished herself by some more remarks in the same strain. 

**Conie, Mrs. Kenway, is that your notion of political morality?" 
said Lord Arden, turning to her with a serio-comic expression. ** There 
is no doubt that the tailor who invented the primrose skirt will be an 
influence in deciding the elections. I'he Admiral is grieved. He spent 
some time, while we were waiting at Dingle (Corner for the L*i8h stew 
to arrive, in trying to persuade me that women were worthy of a vote, 
and you c»>ntradict all his arguments by insisting on being frivolous." 

*' No ! Really ! " exclaimed bland Mr. Nevile-Beanchamp — he of the 
drawl ; Zen called him the " Interjectional Inquirer," because he never 
opened his mouth except to utter an ejaculation or to ask a question. 
*' Ought women to have a vote? " 

** I tell you what converted me," said the Admiral, a short man with 
a snarling voice and gogi^lft eyes like those of a pug. ** I was once stay- 
ing in a country house where there were five men and seven ladles. 
The Cliannel tunnel question came under our quarter. The men, with 
the exception of mystlf, were for it. The ladies voted with me against 
it. Now, women are always sick." 

"What ? " asked the Inquirer, bending forward. He was a little deaf. 

" Sick — sea-sick, don't you know," said the Admiral shortly. ** The 
only argument I can see in favour of the tunnel is that it saves the 
crossing for people who get sick. Now, I said to myself, if women, 
who are always sea-sick, can be so disinterested in this one question, 
tiiey are CH|)able of having a voice in others ; and that's how they got 
me round." 

Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp purred her contribution to the conversation 
In her thin staccato voice, with her chin poked forward. The Admiral 
was quite in the wrong. He knew nothing at all about it. She was 
quite sure that no one nice could ever want women to have votes. 
She had been staying with a certain "Balloch" and " i^dy Harriet." 
I^ady Harriet was quite, quite crazy on ** woman's riglits." She won- 
dered how any one could make a friend of Lady Harriet, who was 
certainly '' very smai t," but quite the ugliest woman and so strong- 
minded! 

" I don't want to put women into Parliament," said Zen. " I think 
there are lots of thinirs more interesting than that. In fact, I think 
the primrosi^ people beastly slow, nearly as bad as my guardians. I 
should like to make something hap|)en to me. Nothing has ever 
happened to me in my life, except gertiug married. I've got no lin« 
of fate. If you look at my hand, you'll see." 
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There was something comically wii^tful in her expression as she held 
out her square p>ilui. Mr. Erie t<x)k it in his, and turned on the tap 
of chiromancy. Eustace rose. Zeii looked at him. 

** Wh it are you I eckoning to the Admiral for?" she asked. •* Where 
are you going to take him and Mr. Morse?" 

*• We are going to play MUiards. Come, Crichton.* 

The Admiral and Crichton followed him, also Mr. Nevile-BeaTi- 
champ. Mor^e remained. 

Zeu's face flushed a little, and she heaved a petulant sigh as tbe 
door closed hehiiid them. " That's Eustace's polite way of letting me 
know that my c«nversation bores him. Well, we've got rid of the 
husbands, any way, that's one comfort. Theie must be a reaction, 
you know; flesh aiid blood can't stand it. You can't always keep 
your loins girt and ymr lamps bnming." 

Mrs. Kevile-Beauchamp took up her crewel work in a protesting 
manner. Lord Arden laughed. 

"Your views on matrimony are not any more encouraging than 
your political opinions, Mrs. Eustace." 

"Well," returned Zen, frankly, "I don't know why girls are such 
blessed fools as to marry ; do you, Koor^li ? (Some of them do it for 
a trousseau and to be independent of their guardians, and they're given 
very small change for their money, 'i'hai's all I can say. The man 
gets everything, and the wonian gets nothing except snubbing — ^unless 
she's a o— cat," and Zen stole a side glance at tbe Admiral's wife. 

** The man gets everything ? " repeated Lord Arden. " Let us con- 
sider the question. It's a very interesting one — to me, as a bachelor, 
at any rate. Let us see — what does the average man gain by marriagb 
in comparison with the average woman ? " ' 

'* A home," sententiously observed Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp. 

" From which he is supposed to absent himself between breakfast 
a-d dinner," Lord Arden said. 

" There's no place like home," said Zen sentimentally ; and then 
recovering added, " So the hnsbaud seems to think, and that's why he 
likes any other place better." 

" But come — what does the average man get by marriage ? " Lord 
Arden j^rsisted. 

**'J'he right to flirt without danger of an action for breach of 
promise," said Mr. Erie. 

" But with the danger of a jolly good wigging from his wife,** said 
Zen. 

" I have heard it declared," Morse observed, " that he gets, if he is 
lucky, illusion converted into delusion. But that isn't my definition." 

" Can't we liave Lord Ai den's own views ? " Koorfili asked. 

•*The man falls into bondage," said Lord Arden. ** The woman 
emancipates herself. Here's a case. Take a girl — one of three or four 
sisters — who has been out several seasons. Other sisters are coming 
on. Dressing up has got to be a bore. She is tired of standing in the 
market. She marries. There is no further necessity to dre^is up, for 
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a prRctical end. She has got her promotion. She has got her liberty. 
She can go to the theatre with a pleasant little party of men and 
women, and sup at the Orleans, without her husband. She has got 
pin-money, settlenients, new dresses, and a house of her own. We 
needn't mention love. I suppose that passes." 

" My ! ain't we cynical ! " Zen exclaimed. " What wisdom to l»e 
sure I Haven't we studied the question, to be sure ? Bachelors' wives 
and maids' children are well managed, we all know ! " 

"Women are narrow," pursued Arden compossdly. "They only 
care for their own occupations. They don't take the trouble to grasp 
their husband's interests. The husband goes home. What does he 
find ? A stupid wife who can't or won't talk to him on his subjects. 
Ten to one she is dying to go out and show off a new dress. She ain't 
contented to go out alone. She wants her husband — ^not fur the 
pleasure of his society, but because she wants him to biing her home 
again. And supposing that they go in for a domestic evening, two 
armchairs by the fire and so forth. He hits down in one. Then, as 
I said, what is there to talk about? There soon comes this sort of 
feeling," and he comically drew his hand across his throat. 

" I don't know anything about it," said Morse with an air of forced 

faiety. "Betty and I never get a chance of an evening to ourselves, 
[ever shall, I suppose. I don*t know what you are talking about." 

** There's something in what Arden says," exclaimed Mr. Erie, who 
deemed impressed by the view of the question. ** Why do we niarry ? 
Because we are fools. Mrs. Eustace Ken way is right. It's like duck 
shooting. See what one goes through tor the sake of one duck — and 
when you've got him ! It's the same thing. I fall in love. I propose. 
Why? She is wearing a colour 1 admire, or we've been dancing 
together to a waltz 1 like, or I've got a little too much champagne on 
board!" 

** We haven't heard a word of Mrs. Grichton Eenway's views on the 
great matrimonial question, and the relative gains and losses of man 
and wom»n," Arden suggested. 

Morse was drawing out of the conversatioD, but he checked himself 
now, and he looked at Eoorali, who started a little and saw that all 
eyes were on her. . 

" Oh, please leave me out," she pleaded, quite earnestly. " I don't 
even speak the language." 

" My dear, what nonsense 1 " Zenobia cried. " Whatever do you 
mean?" 

" I don't understand," Arden said. 

** 1 do^" said Morse. " Quite." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

"too early 8KEN UNKNOWN, AND KNOWN TOO LATB. 

Yes, he understood her, quite. He knew exactly all the meaning of 
'* her words ; and he thought the simple words expressed her meaning 
with precision and fulness. She did not speak the language of London 
society, on that serious, sad question of man and woman's associatioD. 
8he was made to he happy and to give out happiness; and Morse 
knew too well that she was not happy. She was made to be the fond, 
devoted wite of a true-hearted husband, to whom she could turn with 
eyes of love, to whom she could look up with generous admiration. 
The marriage question could hardly seem to her all jocular. Morse 
began to find that he was all unconsciously growing to understand her 
but too wclL He began to find that he was getting into the way of 
turning his eyes on her and waiting with deep interest for wliat she 
was to say. This had been going on with him for some time indeed, 
but he was now beginning to grow conscious of it. He found himself 
watching over her life, if one might put it in that way. She began to 
occupy a large spreading space in his thoughts. This troubled him, 
although there was a sweetness iu it too for the over-busy much pre- 
occupied statesman. 

Koor^li's protestation of her inability to speak the language and 
Morse's declaration that he understood what she meant, put a stop 
to the discussion on the Relative a<l vantages of matrimony to man 
and man's mate. The tea-drinking was over; the little group was at 
liberty to disperse. 

The open air was tempting to most of the guests. Mr. Erie went 
with Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp into the conservatory to get some 
stephanotis ; Morse and Koorali found themselves alone on the lower 
terrace. They walked up and down slowly. It was very still and 
peaceful here, and the air was full of the fragrance of myrtle and 
late roses. 

A dream-like sense of content stole over Koorali. "I will be 
happy," she seemed to be whispeiing to herself, and her heart went on 
speaking while they paced almost the length o{ the terrace in silence. 
** Why should 1 not k)e glad that I am near him ? Why should I be 
afraid ? A woman has not any need to be afraid when she has to deal 
with a man like him. I am not afraid or ashamed, now. There 
would be shame if he were not the most loyal man who lives. He is 
the truest and the most loyal. I know him and I honour him. I could 
look into his eyes as he might look into mine, without a shadow of 
shame, for our souls would understand each other." 

Thinking of this, she did turn her dark, melancholy eyes towards 
him. His were downcast. She had never before seen him so grave. 
There was a curious expression on his face — a look stern, pure, and 
resolute, yet unutterably sad. Before she could turn her eyes away 



•raO EARLY SEEN UNKNOWN,'' 159 

he looked suddenly round, as if he had become conscious of her gaze 
and of her thoughts. Thfir eyes met. His look seemed foi one 
moment to cling to hers, ns if he were dumbly beseeching her pardon, 
dumbly assuring her thnt she might rely on him to be silent and loyaL 
In that instant their souls faced each other fairly. They were no 
longer eroping in darkness. Then they both looked away. The 
sense of nearness to him which she felt was a rush of joy. Of course 
he would never tell her what was in his heart. This she knew, as 
sbe knew her own heart. He would never tell her that he loved her. 
He would never a>k her if she loved him. A naked sword was placed 
between them, like that which the youth Aladdin in the Arabian tale 
Ret with his own hand between liim and the princess he adored. 
Kooi^li knew that in word and deed they wonld be no more to each 
than the merest acquaintances — less than friends. It might ind»ed 
be that this was their farewell. But no matter. They knew. At the 
moment there whs one and the same picture before the mind and 
memory of each — that {ariing scene in Australian waters and the 
Australian dawn, long ago. 

Eoorkli's lips parted in a long sigh. For a moment or two she 
hardly knew where she was, or what had happened to her. She was 
back in the Australian dawn. 

Presently Morse spoke in a deep moved voice. " We understand each 
other ; there is nothin(j: more to say ; now or at any other time, it's 
ft great misfortune. We have got to bear it." 

** Yes," she answered simply ; and then the woman in her spoke. 
^ Still, I am glad to know,*' she said; and there was silence again. 

" K( orkli," Morse ^'aid abruptly. The sound of her Christian name, 
which he so seldom uttered, thrilled her with a sense of delight — 
ill the more perhaps because the emotion in it was held so deter- 
minedly in check. ** There is something else I do want to talk ahout. 
[ asked you to think over the idea of a colonial appointment for your 
[lusband. I had one in view, and yesterday I heard again from Lord 
Doulmont, in whose gift it is. Your husband may have the offer of a 
governorship in Farnesia, one of the newly annexed islands. It is the 
governorship of all the islands, in fact. Coulmont authorizes me to 
>peak to him. I could not do so till I had spoken to you again ; but 
[ ought to write to him to-morrow. Wo are political eueinies, but we 
ir«M)ersonal friends, and he has promised me." 

KoorMi was silent, her lips pressed tightly together, her eyes down* 
»8t, in deep thought. He could see that her face, under the shadow 
>f her black feathers, had got very white. 

"The climate is fairly good," Morse continued in the same level 
lones, ''more htalthy than that of South Britain. I once s^^ent a few 
veeks there The society is fairly good also; and there is capita] 
shooting and a summer residence in the hills. There would be plenty 
;o do of a pleasant kind. I think your hnsband would like it. And 
or you" — his voice changed suddenly — "it would, ^cha.\ii^ \» 
)etter." 
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Still Kourkli did not tarn towards him or Rpeak. She was afrai6 
to speak. She felt that if bhe tried to raii>e her voice she must hreak 
dow n. 

"There is the alternative of trustins to what I can do for you in 
England," M<»r>e said. " Ynu won't mind my speaking so frankly? 
I know that Mr. Ken way depended more or less on tiie South Biitain 
Government, and that he has no great private fortune.*' 

Koorkli shook her head. She seemed to wish to speak, but the 
words did not come. He saw that she was suffering. 

" Tliere is one thing I implore you to take into your mind and your 
heart," he said earnestly. "In any way that I can serve you, 1 have 
a right to do so. Don't you know there are bonds, relationships, in 
\\hich that is the only right which can be claimed, and which ought 
not to be denied ? " He waited a moment, and then went on. "Alter 
the elections, it may be in my power to help my friends, but there 
is no certainty about it. The (»olitical situation njay be such that 
with my convictions I may be unable to accept responsibility even it 
it is thrust upon me. li war takes place, I should be practically 
|x>werles8 — for a time. If, on the other hand, the war party is in the 
minority — \^ell, I must cime into office. But I don't think that 
likely, in the least. I am bound in justice to put this view of the cavse 
before your hu-^band. His own judgment will guide him, and perhaps 
^ our influence." 

Koor^li spoke out now, and answered steadily. ** I will ask him — I 
will beg him to accept the appointment and take me out of England." 

The strained look on Morse's face relaxed. Her decision was 
evidently a relief to him. 

"Tell me that i am right,"' KoorSlU said, aiid there was a passionate 
trembling in her voice. "Tell nie that you think it will be better for 
me to go away. Tell me that you'd rather " 

She stopped suddenly, stirred by the expression of his face to a feel- 
ing of the keenest self-abasement. How could she dare to make duty 
more difficult to him and to herself? His face told her wh>it he was 
suffering. It might have been cut out of iron but for the eyt s ; and 
the intense pity, the struggling tenderness, the deep anguish in them, 
were almost more than she could bear. Neither spoke for some 
moments. She kue^v that in this forced self-repression lay his only 
strength. She stopped abruptly in her walk. 

" No," she exclaimed, " I won't ask you — anything — except to help 
me to go away. I'm glad to think you can help me to do that. Yuu 
will speak to Crichton to-night? You will urge him, for his own 
sake, to take what Loid CouUnont offers you. Oh yes, 1 know — I 
know how ^ood you are — how true. If he refuses, then I will beg 
him t-o take it — for my sake." 

Then she moved away. He joined her, and they mounted the stone 

steps without a word. When they had reached the upper terrace, she 

stood for a minute leaning against the time-worn balustrade, as if tc 

t&ke breath or to oerve herself before gomg Vato \,Vi^ v;vi\\d ?i^ain. Shtf 
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leaned over the ivy-grown railing, a fragile little black figure, ber 
bead turned away from him, her chin upraised. The sun had set, but 
ber face was outlined against the red glow thnt shone across the river. 
He saw the muscles in the slender throat quivering, and the great 
dark eyes grow larger and fuller, as though tears were welling in them. 
All at once, she made a sudden movement, and faced him with bright, 
dilated e\ es, and lips hardened into a conventional smile. Her little 
laugh rang out clearly. She had taken up ber part again, and the 
tbought translated itself into words. 

** I don't think that I'm a person who goes in for theatrical effect,** 
she said lightly ; " but what strikes me most about England, in con- 
trast to Australia, is that it's dramatic. People sroup themselves well, 
and the background is nearly always appropriate to the varied situa- 
tions of civilized life." 

" Are you thinking that Mrs. Eustace has inanaged some effective 
grouping?" be asked, falling into her mood with an effort. 

"It's always the same," she said. "I have been haunted, almost 
ever since 1 came to England, by an odd fancy that the curtain would 
fall directly. This is like a scene in a play^-one might imagine the 
footlights down there," and she pointed towards the river — "a play 
we saw this season; do you remember? There was a terraced garden, 
in the second act, and there was just the right alternation of pretty 
drawing-room comedy and of emotional interest. It was very pretty, 
and it was very like real life — the afternoon tea, and the dresses, like 
Zen's; and the smart things that were said, and the tragedy which 
had the stage all to itself when the right time came. But no one 
ever forgot to say clever things, and tbe women always took care that 
their draperies fell becomingly." 

She paused, but Morse did not laugh or make any jesting remark. 
She drew herself away from the balustrade. 

"I wonder if you could reach one or two of those roses," she said, 
pointin^^ to a cluster of Mar^chal Kiel, which hung from the wall close 
to where they stood. " 1 should like to wear them to-night, if you 
will gather them for me." 

He did as she asked, and gave the roses to her. As she held out 
ber hands, be saw that they were trembling. She clasped the 6owcrs 
tightly. 

" Thank you," she said. ** You see, I am like the people in the 
play. There's always the dressing up to be thought of. And the 
curtain will fail on me — on this sort of life, at any rate, if Crichton 
goes to the islands — what are they called ? I must make the most of 
what opportunities arc left me to be brilliant and worldly." 

Her laugh, in which there was a false uncei tain note, smote bim to 
tbe very soul. He felt at that moment as one might feel who saw his 
best-beloved < hild suffering from a blow he had unknowingly dealt. 
She was so like a child still. She went into the house with her roses, 
and he loitered on the terrace for a few minutes, Tkcvi \.Vi^ ^x^^kccl^ 
gong sMxnmunod him also within. 
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CUAPTER XX. 

MR. DOBITO ADMONISHES NATIONS. 

KoorAxi came down to diatier in a dress which had been designed foi 
her by a royal aciuieniician, and which had created quite a seodatiop 
at the great London party where she had first worn it. It was a 
wonderful arrangement of rich, clinging Eastern stuff, of a |)ale yellow, 
and heavy gold embroidery ; and it was fashioned in a manner quite 
different from that of any modern garment. The draperies hun^ with 
that grace for which the Australian beauty was much celebrated. No 
stiffened bodice disfigured her form, but an embroidered scarf was 
cunningly twisted round and round her bust, the white neck and 
slender throat clasped by a band of gold rising above its folds, the arms 
showing bare to the shoulders. She wore Morse's roses at her waist. 
There was something striking and original about the dress. It had 
been very much admired and quoted, and it harmonized with her clear 
paleness, her delicate features, and deep dark eyes. There was no 
particular reason why she should wear it upon this occasion, except 
that it seemed somehow to suit her mood and to signalize the closing 
of a chapter in her life. 

Perhaps she had never been less herself than upon this evening. 
She was not given to saying hard, brilliant things, or indeed to talkins: 
much in general company. To-night, however, she talked a jn*eat 
deal, and laughed and made keen little speeches, which hurt Morse 
like the thrusts of a knife. He understood so well what she intended 
that he should understand ; and more. It was a poor, pitiful piece of 
bravery. 

Crichton was pleased in his malign, self-glorifying way. He was 
anxious that the impression she had made upon Morse should be 
deepened during Lady Betty's absence. He had a nervous dread of 
Lady Betty's interference. He watched Morse with the eyt-s of a 
tracker, and saw that he was preoccupied, and that he constantly 
looked at Koor^li. Crichton interpreted these looks by smoking- 
room theories. He himself only knew one manner of admiring a 
pretty woman. He was not displeased. He meant to work Morse's 
admiration to his own advantage. He also admired KoorMi in that 
dress and in that mood. 

Zen was veiy gorgeous. She twinkled with diamonds and silver 
embroidery. Her train was of brocnde, with fleurs-de-lis upon it, 
outlined in silver thread. Her shoes glistened like Cinderella's ^lass 
slippers, only they were much larger. She awed and delighted Mr. 
Dobito, who duly made his appearance, clad in checked trousers, a 
long blue coat with brass buttons, and a high collar and neckcloth 
in good old style. Mrs. Nevile-Beauchamp thought that he looked 
singularly out of place in Zen's magnificent pale yellow drawing-room. 
SJje thought the fox terrier out of place tioo,>w\iWiV\.N««A\ytsi\x^\.\ft Vw 
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exhiHtcd. But soon she saw that a great county lady, who was Zen's 
neijihbour and a guest tbis evening, delighted iu the fox terrier, asking 
many questions as to its bretd and capabilities, and was on most 
intimate teims with Mr. Dobito. So she changed her mind^ and 
whispered to Mr. Erie that it was really very picturesque. 

The dinner was over ; the women had gone into the drawing-room. 
Mr. Dobito wa.s not sorry. He was of Dr. Johnson's way of thinking. 
He liked to fold his legs and have his talk out, and one could not well 
have his talk out where there were ladies. They would expect to be 
allowed their 8ay too; and then they would contradict; and they 
would not understand. A wise man does not talk to women, though 
he may sometimes condescend to talk at them. Mr. Dobito was a 
very wise man. He was really very clever, shrewd, and sound ; but 
he loved to hear himself talk, and he indulged in paradox to show how 
clever he was. He had been taught by his own class to consider him- 
self an oracle. The gentry of the county admired his shrewd sense, his 
thorough honesty, and his straight riding in the hunting-field, and 
they were amused by his oddities and indulged them. This evening 
Mr. Dobito was very happy. He had been brought to talk to Mr. 
Morse and Lord Arden, and he meant to justify his reputation. Ho 
admired Morse ; thought Morse and he were the two really able men 
in the country ; considered Morse almost equal to himself in natural 
capacity, but wanting of course in years and experience. 

The claret was passed round. Mr. Dobito smiled condescendingly 
at it, but would have none of it. "No, thank you, Mr. Ken way. 
None of your new-fangled rubbish for me. They used to say 'twere 
only Frenchies that drank claret, and that ^as because they were not 
brought up to anything letter. I'll stick to the port." 

He stuck to the port, which he found excellent, which was excellent. 
Cigarettes were lighted. Of course hunting had been discussed, as was 
natural in Lyndfordh'hiie, but Mr. Dobito oracularly closed that subject. 

" Hunting is a very good sport for him as knows his country and 
knows his nag; but for a middling rider and a middling nag, why, / 
say there isn't much in it. And that's the truth." 

Then came some talk of the foreshadowed war. Mr. Dobito was 
entirely with Morse on that subject. War would simply ruin the 
farmers he declared ; they only wanted that on the top of the abomin- 
able strikes and holidays, and the extra burdens. Admiral Nevile- 
Beauchamp was against war on a different ground, concerning which 
also Morse agreed with him. We were not prepared, the gallant 
Admiral held. "Our ships won't float, sir; our guns would burst; 
the short-service has played the devil with the red-jackets." 

Eustace fixed his eye-gla«s, and was languidly for battle. " Heard 
all that sort of thing before, you know ; always hearing it. You 
sailors and soldiers are always grumbling ; bad as the farmers. Give 
Englishmen a chance of fighting, and they'll show you they can lick 
the foreigners yet — against any odds, by Jove I " l'\i^\i \v^ ^\q^^<^^ 
his e^'c-glass, having settled the question. He dio^irj^ V\^ «^^-'^"as5^N 
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AS the owner of a castle might drop the portcullis in the brave d&3'8 of 
old to signify that he could hold no further parley. 

" Fighting the foreigner means starving the farmer,*' said Mr. Dobito. 
*'Thry dont all believe that. I heard a farmer say that what we 
wanted was a good old war like the Crimeiin war, when wheat went 
over a hundred shillinjis a quarter. But you know, sir *' — ^Mr. Dobito*8 
voice became deep and emphatic — "there's bound to be what my 
learned friend 'ud call a reaction ; and I mind when wheat went down 
—after that very war— down as low as my bo<its.*' 

•* The burdens on the farmer are iucreasing, I suppose, Mr. Pobito?" 
Lord Ardcn struck in. 

This gave Mr. Dobito his chance. His time h'ld come, and he knew 
'*. Now he was going to talk. He stretched out his long legs, took 
another glass of port, then put his hands into his pockets and surveyed 
the company with the wise man's tra* quil and superior smile. Then 
he began — 

"Burdens on the farmer increasing, my Lord ? Yes, I should think 
they were. I am glad you put that question while Mr. Morse is here. 
To-morrow or next day lie mny be — well, the master of the hounds let 
us say ; the Westiuinbter Parliament pack." And Mr. Dobito smile I 
at his own humour. "Now I am going to give you a little ditty in 
prose. I'm going to tell you all about the burdens which we poo: 
farmers have to carry on our backs now, and which we hadn't to bear 
when I began to exij't, nor for many years after. A gentleman like 
my learned friend Mr. Morse here" — Mr. Dobito considered it only 
becoming to speak thus respectfully of a possible Prime Minister — 
'* like my learned friend Mr. Morse here, wants to get to the right side 
of affairs, let us suppose " 

" The head of affairs?" Mr. Erie murmured, with a bland tentative 
8uggesti«»n of a juke. On ne rit pas, as the French parliamentary 
reports were occasionally in the habit of saying when an orator's 
attempted pleasantry in the Chamber missed fire. Mr. Dobito frowned ; 
not at the jest, but at the interruption. 

"At the right side of affairs," Mr. Dobito went on with a certain 
sternness of manner, calculated to discourage further interruption, 
" Well, what do I do? 1 stick him up at my gate, and put somebody 
by his side who knows all the people hereabouts and the ways of the 
place. At nine o'clock, not before, they begin to pass along. First 
you see a very decent-looking man, with a clerical sort of appearance; 
he wears a long black coat, a waistcoat a little open, showing a neat, 
well-starched shirt." Mr. Dobito's long upper lip lengiliened, and he 
expanded his chest and stroked the long loose ends of his crimped 
neckcloth. " And he has a pair of very respectable gloves. * Who is 
this?' Fays my learned CrienH." 

Mr. Dobito paused, and waved his hand as if it held a pipe and were 
pointing with the stem to the imaginary passer-by. 

No one of course presumed tu anticipate the answer. Mr. Dobito 
went on-^ 
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•• Says my intt^rpreter, * This is the villaoje schoolmaster.* ' Who 
pays him?' asks my learned friend? * The farmer fays him.* Very 
^'ood. Now there comes along a very respectable lady, looking as if 
tihe had seeL better days. She' is dressed fairly up to the fashion; 
1 limping out very large behind from the waist." Mr. Dobito pushed 
a^/ay his chair, and gave a pantomimic representation of the swaying 
jnotion produc< d by a dress-improver. *' She has a pair of spectacles on, 
and she goes by with a very mincing and formal step. * Who is this ? ' 
says you. * Why, that is the village schoolmistress.' * And who pays 
her?' *Why, the farmer, of course.' Then after her come two 
strapping losses, one with very high heels to her boots ; perhaps the 
other with low shoes and buckles. * Who be these ?* asks my learned 
friend. * These be the assistant-schoolmistresses.' *And who pays 
them ? ' * Oh, oh ! the farmer pays them. Who but he ? ' " 

Mr. Dobito seated himself again, looked round the company, and 
took breath. He wanted the eifect of his descriptions to sink deep. 
Then he resumed his prose ditty. 

"Now, see this hurly-burly looking fellow with a big 6erce beard. 
You see him taking notes with a pencil. * Who is this?' says you — 
says my learned friend, Mr. Morse. 'This is the school-ntteiidance 
officer, looking for little lads whose fathers are too poor to let them 
spend their time in school.' * Who pays him?' * Why, the farmer.' 
Then a chap conjes tramping stately down the road, with buttons 
bhiuinv like silver, and his nose in the air. 'Who is this great person? ' 
you ask. 'This — oh, this is the village policeman.* 'And who pays 
him?' 'Why, the farmer.* Look at this portly man, thirteen or 
fourteen stone in weight he must be, surely ; he seems as if he had 
pretty well enough to eat at all times, now, don't he ? This is the 
lelieving oflicer. * And who pays him ? ' * The farmer.' Just stand 
out of the way of this one who comes sitting; on the wrong side of the 
drive of a cart, and his A^ife with him on the other; they are a pretty 
heavy pair, and I tell you the weight of them makes the springs bump 
down. Do you know who that man is? That's the inspector of 
nuisances. ' Who [ays him ?' * The farmer, of course.' " 

Mr. Dobito was dramatic as well as methodical in his way of 
description. He assumed that each announcement as to the paymaster 
would be a fresh revelation to the audience, and he made the announce- 
ment with a burst. 

" Now, loi^k at this gentleman driven sitting down in a very superior 
turn-out; he wears a |)air of blue spectacles to keep the dust out. 
* Who is he ?' * Well, he is the surveyor of roads.' * And who pays 
Lim ? ' * The farmer pays him.' See who comes nfter him — this man 
ii*ith the tall shiny chinincy-pot hat and a fine broadcloth coat. See, 
be knocks at every door as he goes along. * Who is he?' 'Well, 
that's the rate-collector, calling to get the last penny every one has 
lett.' 'And who pays him?' * Why, the farmer.' Goo<i. But just 
turn yonr eyes this way now for a bit. Do you see this poor old 
fellow, di«88ed not so fashiouably by long odds, with a pair of old cord 
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breecheR, old leather lepjirings, a coat that has seen some service and 
lost its colour in it, and a particularly shabby old white bat ? He ba£ 
an ash stick in his hand, this poor old chap, and he is jogging home to 
get some comfort, if he can, out of a glass of beer. * What old bloke 
is that?' says my learned friend. 'Ah, but that is old Steve Dobito, 
the farmer, the man who lives on the land and pays double the rates 
t^f any other man in the parish.'" 

This was the climax. Where Corporal Trim would have dropped 
his hat, Mr. Dobito poured out another glass of port. Ue looked 
lound bilent on the company. 

Morse 8i)oke first. ** The farmer will have to carry some more bur- 
dens Koon, I suppose, Mr. Dobito ? A dead Englishman and a dead 
forei«rner on his back. The stmesmen get them killed^-our own poor 
fellows and the others ; Hud the farmers pay for the work." 

** You come in, Mr. Morse, and don't give us any war," Mr. Dobito 
said. ** We look to you." 



CHAPTER XXI. 

**AND MAT THIS WORLD GO WELL WITH YOU." 

The fame of Zen*s improvements and decorations had gone abroad 
nmoiig the neighbours; and when Lady Clarence — Mr. Dobito's friend 
and the lady who admired fox terriers — expiessed a wish to see Mrs. 
Eustace Kenway's ''diggings," there was an adjournment to Zen's 
boudoir while the men were m the dining-room. 

The upholsterers had only just left it, and it had the appearance of 
a newly finished glove-box. The walls were of pale blue brocade, and 
the ceiling whs satin, quilted and puckered, with a wonderful lamp 
hanging from its centre by gilt chains, up which green porcelain frogs 
wi're crawling. The draperies were all of pale blue plush ; the chairs 
and sofas were covered with plush, and were of fantastic shapes, after 
the order of the toadstool in the hall. All sorts of funny modem 
knick-knacks adorned the room. Dresden mirrors, gilt baskets, gro- 
tesque china monstrosities, odd little coloured glass lamps. There 
were no books, or pieces of work, or any of the artistic fripperies whioh 
women like to collect. Zen seated herself squarely upon her pluah 
sofa and surveyed the whole with naive complacency. 

" I must say I like it," she said. " I told you that I knew how to 
make my little self comfortable. DidiVt 1 now? It's the only thing 
worth doing. What else is there? it's so jolly satisfactory to make 
one's self comfortable." 

" But when it's done," said Lady Clarence, who was a sportswoman 
of Spartan habits, and liked nothing b-tter than roughing it. 

" Oh, then, there's the satisfaction," returned Zei), and she sighed 
**/ don't find much in life, except that kind of thing — eating and 
ilrinking and being am used. Some people are cut out for romance and 
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Fentiment, don't you know? Like you, Koor^li. But you and I, 
La»l>' Clarence, aren't that sort. Are we now ? 

Lady Clarence did not seem quite to fancy being set in a category 
with Zen. She only put up her eye-glass and inspected the frogs on 
the lamp-chains, supposing vaguely that they must feel a little out of 
their element. 

** This is my daylight room," continued Zen. ** Now, I'm going to 
show you my night one. I had the satin and plush dyed to suit my 
complexion. Do you like it? " she asked with conscious triumph, as 
after having pa.ssed through a glove-box wardrobe room, she pushed 
o]ien the doors into her bedroom and dressing-room. These were 
dainty nests indeed, lined with rose-coloured satin and draped in lace, 
with the most wonderful inlaid toilette table and long three-sided 
mirror, framed in silver, and with a special altar consecrated to silver- 
backed brushes of all shapes and sizes — there were twenty of them, 
Zen announced with delight, and it was matter for speculation how 
many of them could by any possibility be employed upon the little 
close-cropped head — and to powder puflfs, silver-handled curling-irons, 
and frizzing apparatus. 

Lady Clarence laughed good-humouredly. ** This is the oldest part 
of the house, isn't it V " she asked. 

** Hundreds and hundreds of years old," said Zen. " You might go 
through the floor for twopence-halfpenny. It don't look old now 
though, does it — or dirty? It was just a% grimy I And all hung 
with tapestry, and done up with queer carving. I had that cleared 
away pretty smai t." 

'* I think I'd have kept the tapestry," said Lady Clarence, with 
a little laugh. 

They proceeded on their tour of inspection ; but EoorMi lingered. 
She had thrown back the Venetians, and was looking out of the open 
window upon the scene below. There was the wide terrace, with its 
bit of black lawn and the grey balustrades and solemn yew hedges ou 
either side; aud then, far below, the silvery line of river, and the low 
dark bank and ghostly trees shrouded in haze rising on the opposite 
side. Beyond that lay the flat meadows covered with thick white 
mist that looked as if it were the sea, and with just the dim outlines 
of a village above it, like distant land. 

When the rest had gone, KoorMi sank upon the floor and kneeled 
with her arms against the ledge and her chin upon them. She was in 
A strange excited state, her heart was quivering and she felt sick with 
the terror of somethingr impending. AH this seemed part of a dream. 
She wondered what Morse would say to her husband. She wondered 
hew Crichton would regard the situation — if he would a<!,ree to leave 
England. To leave England! The thought seemed to clutch her 
heart, and she uttered a stifled cry at the pain it gave her. The con- 
viction swept over her with full force that she had never known till 
late months the exquisite joy and the exquisite pain which life can 
hold and love can bring. For the misery, toi>, was exc^uvsU^ — \.\isx<^ 
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was no deadness, no blankness in it. But to go away — to be alone 
always with her husband ... I 

She shuddiTed all over. The phase of exaltation and glory in a love 
which seemed to her the outcome of her nature, the fruit <»f her very 
soul, had g(*ne, as phases of the kind vanish, and she had now a sense 
as of guilt and shame. She seemed to -see her little children's faces. 
It was horrible, it was unnatural. I'he suffocating sobs shook her, but 
she wouldn't let them "have vent. *Hh! why can't 1 fight— and 
fight — and get the belter of it ? " she whisi^ered fiercely to herself. 
** It's wrong — it's wicked I It's because I'm a bad woman* — that I 
hate — liote bim so. And he's my husi and ! Oh! God is cruel to us 
wives ! "Why d( es He let us bind ourselves when we don't know — 
when we carCi know ? "Why does He let the feeling grow, and cheat 
us into the fancy that it's the noblest and the most beautiful — till it's 
like death to pluck it out? Oh ! I'd laiher die—I can't — I can't!" 

She did not knciw how long she stayed at the window. It was only 
a few minutes perhaps. She got calm again, and the trembling ceased. 
She did not want to sob now and ciy out. She was still kneeling, 
when Zen's beads and bangles clinked in the room, and Zen stole up 
to the window, standing behind her, and lo< king out on to the mist 
and the silvery Viand of water and the black outlines of the yews, 
n he niist was a little less dense, or the lamps in the villaae across the 
water had been lighted, for one or two shone below like bt aeon lights 
(.n tie shore. 

Z(n did net speak for a moment. Presently she sj'id, "I think it's 
queer, that. It strikes me, don't you know? We on this side, and 
they on that one. The poor rough creatures in those cottnges, and we 
frivolous modern people; and this room — and everything. There's 
only the river between — but such a gulfl They can't picture our 
lives, and we don't know theirs." 

Koor^li did not answer. 

Zen went on, in her abrupt y< t reflective way. " There's that old 
1 ridge, it's Saxon. And the Knights Templars used to look out on 
that very river and the meadows. It's b-beastly queer." 

Shtj slipped down on the carpet beside her sister-in-law. Then she 
looked out at the night, and lack into the rose-lined room, with its 
silver mirrors and the tiible with all the brushes, and shook her head, 
"It isn't worth mi ch, after all," she said, with an odd, passionate 
quaver in her voxe. ** I'd give it all — all — ^if I could be loved for my 
very own self. You're better ofl' than I am, Koor^li." 

Koor^U turned with a quick gesture of sympathy, and clasped Zen's 
hand. It was the first time she had ever felt so closely drawn towards 
Zen ; and now the pity and compassion which went from her were 
a relief to 1 er surcharged heart. Zen's pathetic d*claration of loneli- 
ness and disappointment fonnd its echo in her own soul. The tears 
gushed from h r eyt s. Presently Zen put her other hand on KoorMi's 
cheek and turn- d her face round. The light from a lamp in the roooa 
fell upon it and showed Zeu a great tear on her eyelaiihcH. 
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" You're crying,'* exclaimed Zen. ** I knew quite well that you had 
the taste of ashes between your teeth this evening, though you tried 
so jolly well to make everybody believe it was all apples and ruses. 
Has Crichton been bullying you?** 

** No," answereH Kc»oriili faintly. 

"Is it money?" pursued Zen. **I guessed that Crichton must he 
pretty hard up. His tailor wouldn't give him tick. A man must bo 
hard up when his tailor won't sjive l«im tick. Never mind how I 
kn»w-^l do. Look here, Koor^li. If it's money, just you let m6 
lend you a helping hand. I needn't t(?ll Eustace, you know." 

** No, no," said KoorMi hastily, ** I couldn't. You are very kind, 
Zen; but, indeed, 1 couldn't let you help me in that way. And, 
besides, it's not money. It's nothing — nothing that I can talk abour, 
dear. I'm just a little melancholy this evening, and — I didn't mean 
you to s^e it. Never mind me ; tell me alx)ut yourself. I'm so soriy 
that things are wrong with vou; but^ perhaps, it is all a mistake. 
And you are very fond of Eustace, dear. Nothing matters much if 
one only loves one's husband." 

"But I don't," said Zen slowly, her round rosy face paling and 
becoming hard and ohl-l(X)kinii as she gazed straight before her out 
beyond the river. ** I did love him. I was idiotically fond of him, 
though I knew he was a mass of selfishness; but I coiQd not help it. 
You see, that's the worst of never caring for any one all one's life. 
When one does, it'n a had job." 

Koorilli pressed Zen's hand closer, and there was- a little silence. 

** I did love him," repeat e<l Zen, " but that was all over before many 
months. It was over when I found out that he had only married me 
for my money. There, I'd cut out my tongue before I'd tell that to 
the Family 1 '' 

** Oh, Zen, perhaps you are mistaken," said Kooriili. 

" No, I'm not. i found it out. I found out that he had been in 
love with a woman in Florence who was married, a friend of mine" — 
the Bcorn in Zen's voice was tragic — ** who wanted to do him a good 
turn and get my fortune for him. I snf>pose she thought it wouldn't 
make any difference ; but it did,"'crie«i Zen, with a flash of triumph. 
*' Eustace may be selfish, and he doesn't care for me ; but he is a 
gentleman. lie quarrelled with her and took me away. Then, after- 
-wards, I legan to see how bored he was, and I partly guessed, and my 
etcp-mother told me the rest. And when two and two are added 
tijgether they generally make four," remarked Zen. " I didn't want 
much telling. They think I'm a lump of pap, and no one ever sus- 
pects me of being able to see through a brick wall. But that's my 
way. I'm deceptive. I'm noticing all the time that I'm rattling on 
by the yard, and I've noticed Eustace. I can read his thoughts. 

•* It was wicked of your step-mother; it was horrible 1" cried Koo- 
riili indignantly. 

" \es, 1 must say I think it was low," returned Zen. " But, then, 
I tulii you she was jtretty bad form ; eveu I can &i^ \(\i9X« ^<^ lws^^\ 
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afterwards, and begged me Dot to let Eustace know. She s&id she iind 
done it for my goocl. She need not have been airaid. 1 wasn't likely 
to tell Eustace ; 1 was too proud for that. But 1 felt bad enough, I 
can tell you ; and I flew out at him — about nothing in particular. I 
stormed and raved ; and thtn, when 1 couldn't hold myself in any 
longer, I rushed away up into the hills. Oh, you needn't have minded 
my s< eing you cry. Cry I Why, Tve cried cataracts." 

** Oh, poor Zen ! " murmured Koorkli. 

"Nevermind! I've got a happy faculty for throwing things oflL 
It's all right as long as I keep going on like a steam engine. It wa8 
up in the hills, above Glion," she went on in her hard bitter way. 
'' I lay on the ground and cried and shrieked. I dare say the people 
in the vineyard thought 1 was mad. So I was, for a bit. Then I 
])icke<l myself up. When I got back, Eustaee was smoking ciearettes 
and reading ' Autour du Mariage.* He asked me, with the politeDSss 
of a Spanish Don, if I would mind, when I was quite calm, stating 
my wishes ch arly, so that he might comply with them. 1 could have 
stabbed him ; I was wild with rage. My blood boiled so that it sent 
me into a fever. I went to bed for a week ; my face swelled. 1 
wouldn't speak to Eustace. Alter a week I got up. There was a 
dance in the hotel that night. It was the first time I had met Lord 

Arden since my marriage " Zen stopped abruptly. *' Well, that 

was the end of it all,' she added, " and J don't mean to cave in. And 
you mustn't cither, Koorkli. I should think Lady Clarence bad seen 
the house by this time." 

She got up, and Koorilli rose too. Zen's little burst of confidence 
had done KoorMi good. It had brought her bark to nality, and yet 
the reality, when she thought of her fate trembling in the balance oi 
Crichton's self-interested wishes, seemed a ghastly dream. 

The gentlemen came in very soon after Koor^li and Zen had returned 
to the drawing-room. Crichton and Morse were together, and Lord 
Arden and Mr. Dohiio brought up the rear. Mr. Dobito, a little elated 
by Eustace's port and the wrongs of the latepayers, was taken in hand 
by Lady Clarence, and pn^sently Lord Arden spied Zen's banjo in a 
corner, and brought it to her. 

It was a very magnificent banjo, like everything of Zen's. It was 
got up in richly chased silver, and it looked very new and shiny, and 
matched Zen's embroidery as, seated in a plush chair, with her feet on 
a gilt fcotstool, she held it on her lap. 

" I can only sins one song," she said, " and I can't play anything 
but two breakdowns. I mix them up together because I think they 
sound more imposing, don't you know? And I'm only going to play 
because it isn't good manners to refuse when you're asked, don't you 



see?" 



Zen played her breakdowns, and then the song was insisted upon, 
and she sang it with an odd look at Eustace as she thrummed the 
accompaniment. Eustace was watching her ; and, indeed, there was 
sowething Cumic and pathetic about Zen aa ahe sat in all her finery 
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finorering her Hnjo, with her elhows squared and the hard look of 
emution kept under still on her face. 

It was a wild little American negro song. Her voice was sweet and 
had a melancholy note in it, and there was sometliing very quaint and 
tender about the song. It had a refrain, which ran thus : — 

AmJante. 




Ba - doo, kind friends, ra-doo, ra-doo, la • doo, And 




more see you. 



you, you. 




I'll hang my harp on a weep-ing wil - low tree. And 




may this worLl po well with you. 



you, you. 



Nothing could be more sweet, simple, and pathetic than the air. 
The last word ** yuu ** was repeated with a sinking sad sound ** you — 
you — you!" — a plaintiveness like that of an evening breeze. There 
was something inexpressibly touchiniz in this tender, fond little parting 
prayer. So Koorilli thought at least. She found the tears coming 
into her eyes; she (ii«) not well know why. She found herself rep-nt- 
ing, in lowest tone, the words "and may this world go well with you 
— you — you !" As ^he listened she saw that Mort^e was lisienin^; too, 
ai d was apparently absorbed in the sung. When it \^as done he came 
CO Zen obi a. 

** Now, where did you get that song ? ** he asked. ** Do you know 
tnat it is a genuine plantation song — a real nigger melody; not a 
thing got up for a London or even a New York music hall? I hav< 
not heard it for years and years. We used to hear it down souil 
during the Americnn war. The lugitive slaves used to come into oui 
cinops an«l take refuge tht^re, and they used to get round a tire and 
sini^ that song. 'Hadoo' is the plantation attempt at 'adieu.' I do 
wish you would sing it again." 

Zenobia positively blushed with delight and pride at iLe «mc^^».% ^1 
her song. 
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**I learnt it from a Southern States woman in the pension where I 
found Jo. D.du*t 1, Jo? She said the niggers sang it on the planta- 
tion at sundown." 

Zen sang it again. Koorkli and Morse listened. 

'*'i hat's all/' said Ztn. She got up, and Lord Arden took the 
banjo from her, and presently followed her to another part of the 
room. 

"I like your song," he said; "and you have a very pretty voice^ 
and should always sing simple things like that. It suits yuu." 

Zen looked at him in her strai<:ht wistful way. 

** Do you think it would be better if I were simpler all round ? Not 
BO much of this kind of thing ? " And she touched the fringe of lieads 
which made a sort of jingling girdle round her waist. " Come, honour 
bright!" 

Arden laughed. "Honour bright!" he repeated. "I don't object 
to that sort of thins. It provides em|>lo,vment for poor work-girls; 
but I shouldn't mind if a little of it were converted into amusement 
for them." 

" Oh, I know," said Zen. '* Cheap homes and reading-rooms, and 
entertainments ami all that. I'm going to start an entertainment 
room here, and I want you to help me. I don't mean the banjo sand- 
wiched between prayers. I'd keep them separate. I've no patience 
with the people who think they have only got to put on their Sunday 
faces to fly straight up to heaven like a paper kite. That wasn't what 
I meant, Lord Arden. I was thinking ol myself." 

Lord Arden was at that momeiit thinking of Koorkli, towards whom 
his eyes had turned. She was sitting some little distance olf, quite 
still, but with HU anxious look on her face. She was, in truth, 
absorbed in a low-toned conversation carried on between Morse and 
her husband, a word of which she caught now and then. It was on 
the political situation ; the question of the appointment had not as 
} et, she fancied, been broached. 

" KoorMi is not simple. She is very complicated," said Zen quickly. 

" Your sister-in-law is not a happy woman," returned Lord Arden 
unguarde* ily. 

Zen drew a long audible breath. " Ah, you have found that out ? " 
she said. 

"I have let myself slip into an indiscretion," replied Arden. **I 
have no reason to suppose anything of the kind." 

"Oh yts, you have," exclaimed Zen ; "just the same reason that I 
have for knowing ir, and that is only her face and her way this even- 
iuL'." After a short pause, Zefi went on with anparent irrelevance. 
"Were you qui'e in earnest about what you said in the hall this 
afterncK)n, Lord Arden? Don't you believe there can be such a thing 
as a happy marriage ? Because I want to know," she went on impetu- 
ously. "If it's an impossibility, you see, there isn't much use in 
both t' ring about being found fault with, for that is simply the thing I 
can*^ bear — to be foimd fault with." 
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*'I 8Ufp\se Dobody likes it, but we all have to pnt up with it," 
replied Arden, uncertain how to take her, and stilt thinking of KoorMi. 

"Oh, hut it's diffennt with me. All my life I have been allowed 
to say and do what 1 pleased, and nobody lound lault, or, if they did," 
added Zen artlessly, " I didn't care. I don't mean that I've had a 
happy life, for I haven't. Nobody ever cared for me ; but I ve always 
d >ne and said what I liked." 

Lcrd Arden was touched. "My dear Mrs. Eustace " he began. 

And then Ke saw that Zen's lips were quivering. 

She pulled herself up with a sort of jerk and an uncertain laugh. 

*• I'm talking to you just as I began to talk to Koorkli a little while 
ago, and it isn't my way. I don't really mean it. Never mind ! We 
are all in the dumps, this eveninir, aren't we now? There's some- 
thing in the air. Look at Mr. Morse — he hasn't been like himself 
either. You wouldn't think, judging from his face, that he was a 
successful man and had made a happy marriage. If ever there ought 
to be a happy marr a^re, I suppose that's it, for Lady Betty is just 
perfect. Yet I can't get over the fancy. Lord Arden, that a woman 
who didn't belong quite altogether to the great world would have 
suited him better, don't you know — someone altogether more romantic 
— ^more like — yes, more like Koorkli." 

Arden and Zen both g'anced involuntarily towards Root Mi first, 
and then at Morse. They saw that Crichton had moved away, and 
that Morse's eyes were on KoorMi. They saw that she turned her 
head as if drawn by a magnetic current, and that a look was inter- 
changed between the two. it was unconscious; it was very brief; 
both pairs of eyes were instantly averted, but much was revealed. 
The same thought fla.-^hed across the minds ol Zen and Arden. She 
shot towards kim a glance of territied understanding. His eyes, 
meeting hers, had something! of the same expression. Just then 
Eustace lounged up, and said in his well-bred drawl, "My dear 
Zenobia, your negro njelodies are very original, and charming, no 
doubt; but Lady Clarence is an excellent musician, in a different 
style— don't you thing you might ask her to play?" 

Zenobia flushed up, and with an abrupt gesture went to do her duty 
as hostess. 

The evening wore away — to KoorMi it had seemed interminable. 
At last she was alone in her room. Just as they were going upstairs, 
she heard Morse pn^pose a cigarette on the terrace to her husband. 
The sound of their voices and steps reached her now through the open 
window. 

She had taken off her dress, and was wrapped in a loose white casV^ 
mere robe. Her hair was unbound and plaited for the night iiKe a 
child's, in two long \A',\\t& that fell on her shoulders. She had occupied 
herself with it during some time. She paced the room restlessly for a 
little while, then sat down very quiet and pale in an arm-chair by the 
fireplace. She could not go to bed. She felt that she must wait u^ 
and hoar Crichton's decision. 



174 ""THE RIGHT HONOURABLE^ 



CHAPTER XXIL 

THE LAST APPEAL. 

AN hour or more passed slowly. .I'he steps had died away, and KooAll 
supposed that her husband and Morse had gone withm, ptrbaps to 
carry on their conversiition in more serious strain. At last there woi^ 
the sound of opening and closing doors, and of *' Good nights '* inter- 
changed, and then Koorkli heard the handle of her own dour turned, 
and Cricbton entered. 

He had a look of suppressed excitement. He held his head erect, 
and bis long, lean neck seemed longer and leaner, more than ever like 
that of one of those hungry Lawks which Kourkli remembered hanging 
round the stock-yard fence in Australia. He shut the door behind 
him and waited, as if for her to t^peak. But though she was cold wiih 
nervous expectation, it would have been impos&ible for her at that 
moment to frame a direct question. 

'* You are late," she said in a mechanical way. 

•* I didn't expect to find you waiting up for me," he returned in that 
sarcastic tone which always chilled Eoorkli's utterances. '*Why in 
this? You don't often favour me with an opix)rtunity ibr a conjugal 
tete-ortete. You are generally tired, or you have a headache, when I 
want to talk over thingn with you." 

There was a little pause. 

" Have you not something you want to talk over with me to-night?" 
she asked. 

'* No," he answered, coming opposite to her, and eyeing her with a 
curious expression on his lace ; " I've said all that was necessary 
already — to Morse." 

There was auother silence. Kooriili got up fronn her chair, and 
moved towards him a step or two. Then she stopped short, and looked 
at him with anxious eyes. 

" ( rich ton," she said. 

" WeU ? " 

" You know what I want to speak about ? " 

*' Perhaps 1 do, perhaps I don't," he said, giving a harsh little laugh. 
'* You remember the man in Moliere, KoorMi ? The doctor asks him 
if he knows Latin, and he answers 'Of course I do, but speak to me as 
if I didn't.' *» 

He crossed to the fireplace, and stood with his back against the high 
mantel-piece and his eyes on the ground. 

'* About Ml*. Morse," Koorkli went on in a firm roice as cold as hit 
own. ''He has spoken to me. He wants you to accept a permanent 
appointment — he can get it for you, out of England — in one of the 
colonies." 

Ken way looked up and stared fiercely at her for a moment or two 
before he spoke a word. " Does he take me for a fool ? " he said at 
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last. ** Do you take me for a fool, KoorMi ? Do you think I haven't 
had enough of the colonies in my time? Do you think I'm going to 
bury myself in some trumpery colonial place, away from London and 
from everything that makes life worth living to a man of sense — to 
l»ury myself out there— with you? N(»t I, my dear. And so I gave 
your frieiid Morse to understand. And so you may tell him, too. I 
prefer to take my chance with the other men who are waiting for him 
to come into power. Get him to try again, Koorkli. I dare say you 
tan prevail upon him to mend his hand." 

At another time Kooriili would have resented the insinuation which 
lay only half-hidden under his tone and words. Now she took it 
patiently. Did she not deserve it ? No thought of wrong had ever 
come into her mirid. No feeling unworthy of a woman had ever for 
a moment made her heart soun<l to a ialse note; and yet the conscious- 
ness of a secret foibade her now to be angry at her husband's tauntinc; 
words. A woman less resolute than Koorkli to do ri^ht would not, 
perhaps, have been so keenly sensitive. 

Ohe moveil a little and rested her hand on the back of a couch near 
which she stood. ** Crichton," she said, very gently and soothingly, 
"you will let me advine vou about this before you make up your 
mind, won^t you? Don't let us speak bitterly to one another. I 
will try to please you all I can. We will be good friends. Our 
interests are the same, and we have our children — they ought to make 
as tender to each other. You will try to love me, and I will try to 
loTe you. I will, indeed ; we are bound together in life or death, we 
two— " 

Crichton interrupted her with an impati»nt gesture. "That's all 
very true, and very nice, and very pretty, Koorali ; but I don't quite 
see what it has to do with the Question of a colonial appointment. 
Gome to the point, my dear, and aon't he too sentimental, please." 

** I would rather you took Mr. Morse's offer, Crichtou." 

" Truly, but I would rather not, dear ; and that makes all the 
difference, don't you see ? " 

** But it I were to ask you, Crichton ? If I were to say that I felt 
sure it would be better for you and better for me?" KooriiU stooped 
forward and bent her pleading face towards him, but he kept his 
turn* d from her. *• We are not fit for this fcort of London life — 1 am 
not, at least ; and— oh, Crichton, it is right that you should consider 
me a little." 

•* You are always giving me to imderstand that I consider you a 
vory little," he replied; and he smiled complacently at his own 
humour. 

" Oh, I do want to leave this place," Koor^Lli exclaimed passionately. 
'* I want to be out of it, away from it for ever. Crichton, do listen to 
me I I want to l)egin a new life in some other place. I want to forget 
our quarrels and want of sympathy, and to start afresh. 1 do iudet-d. 
I believe that you and I can yet be happy together. At least, we c>«n 
tiy. Let us try to be a good and loving huoband and wife^and liv9 
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fi)r each other and for our children, and love them and lovo each othei 
in tliem. Tliat is all my ambition now — all, all my ambiaoa. And 
1 will do all 1 can ; I will be a good, true wife to you, and we will 
bejiin this new life, shall we not, togfther?** 

8he 8iK)k« in little broken sentences, nervously pressing her hands 
upon each other. Crichton looked at her now with something of i 
more serious inquiry in his eyes, which he again averted." 

*'I don't understand all this, Ko*>rk!i. 1 don't complain of you. 1 
dDU*t see what you have to complain of. Many a woman would be 
glad enough to stand in your shoes. As for there being a want of 
sympathy between us, I suppose we agree in looking alter our interests; 
what more do you want V In the name of common sense, do you 
exi>ect me to pay you compliments and attention as if I weren't your 
husband ? There are plenty of other men to do that for you. You 
like to be sentimental, and to imagine that you are neglected and 
imhappy." 

" In good truth, Crichton," she answered, with a plaintive smile, **I 
am often very lonely and very unhappy, and I think that you too 
must often feel we are not all to each other that we might be.** 

** 1 never said so," he replied, in a less rasping t<me. ** I never said 
that you didn't make a good wife to me. The fact is, I supp se, that 
you are too good — in all that sort of way — for a man like me. I dare 
say that I should have got on better with a woman of coarser fibre. I 
think I get annoyed sometimes by the thouglit that you are of too fine 
a prit for me, and that you know it. And then you exceedingly g<XKl 
liltle women have an irritating way of lookinc; down on us poor smful 
men of the world. Well, anyhow, I don't tind fault with you, Koorkli, 
and I think we rub along quite well enouj];h, as married people go, and 
So there is no necessity to seek out some summer isle of Eden to begin 
a new existence in. That isn't my form, dear; I prefer London life. 
Here I am, and here I mean to stay." 

** Have you no thought for me ? " she pleaded. ** Have you never 
thought that it may not be good for me — this kind of life, the life we 
lead in London ? '* 

" What do you mean by * not good for you ' ? Late hours and that ? 
My dear, you can stay at home if you like. Of conrso, it would please 
me better that you should go out and be seen everywhere, but never 
mind about that. Whether I am pleased or not, it is of no particular 
consequence, I suppose." 

** Crichton, you will not understand me. I must speak plainly. I 
wouldn't if 1 could help it. Do you think that a woman has no feel- 
ings and no weakness? You want me to go into society, to make 
friends for you who will be useful. You want me to be admired. 
Have you never thou^^ht that I might — that I might come to like 
admiration too much?" 

" No," he answered coolly; ** and I don't see what it would matter 
if you did. 1 suppose you could have enough if you tried for it." 

" Oh J " she cried in something like a burst of des^iair, " can't you 
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understand tliat I might get to think too much of one man's admir»- , 
tion — and of him ? " 

She looked at iier husband straight, with an eager questioning gaze, 
as if she lon<^ed, yet feared, to read his soul. He did not at once 
answer, and he seemed determined not to meet her eyes. 

•* Nothing would come of that — I know," he said at last with icy 
deli her ati on. 

** No, except suffering: to me ; and you don't care about that — you 
don't care about that, I know. But I was not thinking about myself 
only, Crich ton," she went on in a tone of forced qulttness, "I was 
thinking about you. This life does not suit you. It never could. You 
Avould grow worse and worse in it. I mean that you could never be 
rich enough for the people you care to live amonz ; and you would try 
and strain to keep up with them and be like them, and it would be all 
a miserable mistake, with ruin at the end. See how we have been 
going to ruin here — in this short time. What appointment could you 
get in England which would give you half, or quarter, the money you 
want to spend? Oh, I have thought it all out; and I could bear my 
own troubles, whatever they might be." She stiffened herself up with 
a feeling of womanly pride. *' And nothing, as you say, would come 
of that. But I see only ruin for you and dis2race for our children in 
the life we are sure to lead. I see us drifting farther and farther apart, 
till I tremble to think of what may come of it. I can answer for my- 
self, but you cannot answer for yourself, and you know it. My 
husband, forgive me. I want to take care of you, and I want you, 
Heaven knows, to take care of me." 

Crichton made a few impatient steps, and came back to his former 
position. 

" Look here, Koorkli," he said, " I think we have had about enoujzh 
of this. You need not trouble about me. I would much rather be 
ruined, as you call it, in London, than lead a stupid humdrum 
existence on a small salary as the governor of some pitiful hole of 
a colony. I don't care about fine climate; I have had fine climate 
enough already. Pall Mall and Piccadilly are good enough for me. I 
want to be at the centre of things. I want to live in the world, and 
I mean to do it too ; so that's settled. As for you — well, my mind is 
quite at ease about you. I know the sort of woman you are. You're 
cold enough and proud enough to be able to help me without doing any 
harm to yourself. Come, I dou't mean anything tragic." For she 
had started, and her eyes flashed on him. ** Why will you always . 
take things and me from the point of view of the virtuous heroine of 
the Surrey Theatre? It's stupid. It's provincial. It isn't life — at 
any rate, it isn't my idea of life, and I think I'm a fair sample of the 
man of the world. We have got to live in the world, and to deal with 
worldly men and women ; not with a set of saints and prigs, or melo- 
dramatic demons either." 

** I want to understand you," she said very quietly. " Yo\m ^^'^ ^^ 
looking at things is not my way. I want to ioWov? 'jwi M Wi^xi— ^ 
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mean in what you say about my being able to help you. Tell id« 
what it is you wish rae to lio. Tell me in plain words." 

"Sit down, then," said Kenway. "You look so deuced ly uncom- 
fortable an<i supLTiur standing up there. It's very simple. I only 
want you to make my interests yours — and, by Jove, you can't 
separate them — and to enjoy life." Ho tlirew himself into an arm-chaii 
as he spoke, and Koorkli, obeying him, sat down upon the sofa by 
which she had been standing. She waited for liim to speak. 

** You are a very pretty woman," said Kenway at last, " and a very 
clever one, in your way ; a very good woman too. I have the fullest 
trust in > ou. I have a higher opinion of you than you seem to have 
of yoursflf, Kcoikli." 

Her lips tightened a little ; she did not answer. 

"The world is our oyster," continued Kenway, *'and we have got to 
open it — you and I. It should not be a hard task. I flatter myself 
that I am soniething more than merely beauty's husband. Morse has 
obligingly told me this evening that I have claims and capabilities. A 
great dial depends on you. You are quite right. We are husband 
and wi!'e — bound to each other — and we must stand or fall together. 
I only ask from you what any clever man has a right to expect from a 
clever wife." 

Kenway waited again for a moment ; but Koor^li was still silent. 

'* You did not make the use which you might have made of your 
opportunities this season," he said. " By an extraordinary piece of 
luck we manai^ed to get into the thick of the political set. With a 
little tact, and by driving the nail home at the ri^ht moment, you 
might have made enormous interest in diflereiit quarters. As it is, 
you forced me to put all my eggs into one basket." 

" I don't know what you mean," she said slowly, " How forced 
you ? " 

" Come, hang it, Koorkli I You know that Morse's attentions to you 
were pretty well talked over at the clubs and in the drawing-rooms. 
Do you suppose that people didn't remark how often he came to see 
you, how he singh d you out at places, and the keen interest you took 
in his |X)litical views ? I'm not hinting anything derogatory to you 
or him, or to mysilf, 1 lancy that 1 know how to take care of my 
wife; but the other men who mi^ht have pushed me forward dropped 
away. It wa« your fault." 

"Crichton," said KoorSili passionately, " you know very well why 
that was. Oh, 1 have learned a great deal durin^^ these months. I 
c<uld not eniure some of those men. I din't know how you could 
enduie them." 

" You choked off Coulmont, who will be a power if the war party 
carries the day. He is a man who never forgets or forgives being made 
to feel small, and you made him feel small. It was stupid, dear. As 
long as I didn't mini a little silly sentiment, you mij^ht safely have 
amused yourself with it. Another wuman would have managed th« 
gituaiiun, and would have kept his frieudsUip," 
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I believed that I had kept his fiiendship— or, at least, his respect.** 

" Oh, that's rot ! " said Ken way with his iDcisive drawl. " It doesn't 
go down with a mnn like Coulraont. I can see through his offer of 
this appointment. What I can't see through is why Morse wants me 
to accept it — unless Lady B«^tty is at the bottom of the whole thing." 

KoorMi's chest heaved. She was suffering as only a proud woman 
can suffer. 

** No ; T don't understand it," Kenway went on reflectively. " A 
man doesn^t generally do his best to put a woman whose society pleases 
him out of reach — not such a man as Morse — Coulmont is quite 
another sort. Of course you did the right thinji from the * lofty 
morality ' point of view, in turning the cold shoulder on him ; but 
women of the world have ways of gliding over the quicksands without 
I088 of dignity. You managed badly, dear. You should try a little 
finesse. It's an accomplishment, ^however, not to be learned in South 
Britain. Well, never mind, you lost Coulmont, and you lost Inglish 
and Barry ; and next season you will be a little out of date, and the 
crisis will be over. If Morse hasn't come in, my chance will have 
slipped by." 

" Mr. Morse may not come into power," said Kooriili, still in that 
quiet» repressed way. '* He has told me that it is likely he will not 
take the chance even if it is offered him. Wouldn't it be better, 
Oichton, seeing that I have, as you say, mismanaged opportunities, to 
8t cure this one ? *' 

** Morse will go in," said Crichton. "I don't believe in the con- 
scientious scruple which holds a man back from being Prime Minister 
of England. Hasn't he been working up to this for years? His party 

wouldn't let him draw back. By God, if he does " Kenway got 

up excitedly from his seat. He made a few hurried paces, then stopped 
at the mantel-piece in his old Httitude. *' Listen, Koorkli," he said. 
'* Morse will be in power, and he will get me a good appointment if 
you play your cards properly. I'm not blind. I'm not a fool. Drop 
the part of stage heroine, aod be a woman of the world. You like 
Morse's society. He likes yours. You like the London life, thou<;h 
you've ima-iined yourself into an hysterical dread of unreal evil.-; — the 
glittering thron^;, the modern Babylon, and so on. If you want us to 
get on happily together, and to l)e a united husband and wife — if you 
want to further your boys' interests, this is how you can do it. Keep 
good friends with Lady Betty, and be Morse's political Egeria — if you 
both like it. Why should he want to pack you off to a distant colony ? 
Why should you wish to go ? " 

Kooriili rose, almost blindly. ** Because — because Oh, Crichton, 

have you no mercy ?" She stretched out her arms helplessly. It was 
indeed as if she were clutching at some spar out of the sea, and the 
hand which ought to have helped her to safety had only seized her 
wrist to detach it from its hold and fling her out again upon the dark 
tossing waters. Her voice broke in a passionate sob; but she com- 
manded it after a nynent. *' I will never a&klA.t.^v>T^ \x> ^n^^^>^ 
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an appointment in EnglanH/' 8be cried. ^Let us get deeper and I 
deeper into debt — let us starve first. This is our last word on Om 
subject. I thought, Crichton, that if you bad ever loved me, you 
would help me, and be gentle and good to me, not cold and sneering 
and cruel, when I came to you like this, when I asked you for my 
Fake, when I wanted so to begin afresh, and to be a good and true wife 
to you. But it can*t be. It's no use. You don't love me. Tou can, 
never have loved me — and I — Heaven help me I — I can't love you. 
Crichton, and I can't respect you. And so we must go our ways, and 
it may be ruin and misery ; or, it may be, that you will get what you 
want now, and the worst ruin and misery will come later. I don't 
think there can be any worse ruin, Crichton, or any worse misery than 
such a marriage as ours." 

She passed him swiftly, and almost before he could realize that she 
was leaving the room, had closed behind her a heavy oak door at one 
side of the fireplace. It led into a tiny boudoir — one of tbe curious 
nooks in that p^rt of the house which Zen had fitted up. Koor^li shot 
the bolt ; and then she flung herself u|)on a cushioned settee beneath 
the high muUioned window, and all her passion aud her difficult efifort 
spent itself in a s'orm of subs. 

Kenway made several attempts to open tbe door; but it did not 
yield. He called her — at first angrily, then soothingly — but she made 
no answer ; indeed, she hardly heard his voice. By-and-by he desisted, 
and all was silent. There was no light in the room, except the un- 
certain gliiTimer from without. All the rest of the night Kootkli sat 
there. After the first burst of sobbing, she cried no more. Her heart 
seemed frozen. The pale grey dawn crept in through the window and 
found her still sitting there all cold and white and lonely. 



CHAPTER XXm. 

"TUOD SHALT RENOUNCE.'* 

But In those grey hours, brain, heart, and soul were working; and the 
Kooikli who watched the dawn creep in and the sun rise on that 
morning — a turning-point indeed in her life — was not the Koorkli of 
yesterday — the strugtjling, bewildered creature, feeble and uncertain, 
not daring to trust in her own strenj:th, but beating helplessly this 
way and that, and in her desjiair clutching at a reed for support. 

The n ed had pierced her hand. As she sat there, with her head 
pressed bacV against the stone frame of the window, and her arms 
clasping her knees in that childlike attitude of hers, it came more and 
more in uin3n her that she had known from the very first how it would 
be, and yet had never told herself. She seemed to have read her 
husband's character from their marriage day, and yet to have struggled 
on, wilfully blinding herself. She lelt a great scorn and a great pity 
over the futile eflbrts she so well remembered having made. She had 
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triod 80 hard to believe that he was not base, that his selfishness, his 
bad temper and constant reach for the lowest motives, were only faults 
on the surfa^/C and not rooted in his nature. Her very acceptance of 
him as he was, her dulncss and inHifiference had been a sort of self- 
deceptii/n, evident to her had she allowed herself *to analyze. But she 
hatl been living too keenly during tlie last months for indifference to 
be any longer possible. She knew her husband as he was — as he had 
always been— -cold-hearted, mean, cruel ; one who would sell his wife 
— in the hpirit, if not in the letter; trade upon her ** temperament ; " 
traffic with her smiles; train her to be as cold and selfish and base as 
himselC 

'• It is wrong. It cannot be ; ** a voice within her spoke paRsionately. 
" God never joined two souls for baseness. I am not his wife. He is 
not my husband. 1 despise him — I shrink from him, I — oh, Go- 1 
help me! — I hate him. What right has he over me — or over my 
children, to make them as bad as he is? " 

She did not feel weak now, or uncertain. An icy self-reliance sus- 
tained her. She thought the matter out. Her very forlomness and 
her desperation gave her strength and courage to face the position — to 
face it with a strange mingling of romantic exaltation and worldly 
wisdom. She knew the part she must play; the life she must at 
least appear to had. She and Grichtou were divided in mind and 
feeling as completely as though they were strangers, llad themselves 
alone been in question, her reason and her instinct of right would have 
declared that they had better live apart, and she wouhl have gone — 
whither she cared not, so that she were away from him andrtiione. 
Bur her children were chains which held her fast; would hold hei 
for ever. Her sense of duty to them must override her wild longmg 
for freedom, her sense of duty to herself. She must remain by liei 
husband'ii hide, by the side ot the father of her children. She must 
show a s<3nil)lance of union to the world^ must shut eyes, ears, heart, 
and live blind, deaf, and starved of love, for her children's s ike. But 
she would lend lierselt to no ignoble schemes. Her children should be 
taught to honour disinterestedness. Ruin might come— and, in truth, 
might it not be best ; for, when Crichton found her a bunien, m>ght 
lie not give her liberty and the children? She would nut steal her 
liberty ; but oh, how gladly would she take it if Crichton released her, 
and allowed licr and her boys to go 1 

. This was the part she laid down for herself. There should be ~o 
more efifort to reconcile antagonistic natures, no more beating against 
the bars. She must accept her lot, and bear it as nobly as she might. 
Better loneliness, desolation, than a perpetual pressing fyirward against 
knile-thrusts. One posse.>«sion, at least, she owned, which dlguitied her 
for ever. To have it fuller or richer w<)uld be to dLsho.'xour it. She 
was glad that Morse had never spoken one word of love to her — that 
she could look into Lady Betty's eyes and know herself no traitress, 
Uer king, her knight, her blameless hero! Thank God that there 
were men like him, to make women believe in umWv ^\A ^NA\x^^i^\ 
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She had almost let her faith slip. Was not that the wcrst sorrow? 
Jf all men in the worhl were like Crichton, what poverty in Heaven! 
I'he woman's heart bled. As it bled there carae an involuntary 
niurmur, woman-like, wilful. " Might he not have kissed me just 
once?" But it was silenced in an instant; and she put the thought 
from her as something evil, as of something outside herself wcrking 
for evil. Yet it 'was only a thought, sweet and tender and poetic. 
Ber lips had never in her life been touched by those of any lover, 
save, indeed, her husband; and she had been proud that this was so, 
with a kind of hard, melancholy pride. Now she knew that something 
had been wantmg to her always, and must always be wanting. She 
felt like the childless mother, whose little one has never seen the 
light. 

In good truth, Eoordli was thirsting for some expression of the love 
which every woman feels should be hers by right of nature. There 
wns a paintul stab in the knowledge that she could have loved, and 
loved well. Oh yes, yes; Koor^li knew t'lat she, who seemed so cold 
and niggardly, could warm under the right influence, and give a love 
beyond the gift of most women and worthy of the beloved one. She 
knew herself to have been warped, stunted by her marriage. There 
was bitterness and wrong here. All the petty bickering and clashiogs, 
the resentful withdrawing into herself, the constant and bewildering 
readjustment of her standard — ^all this had been b«> much injury to what 
(iod had created. She dared not think of herself as she might have 
betui, fitly mated. It was like a tantalizing glimpse ot an impossible 
heaven on earth. Could any heaven accordant with traditiou give her 
the sunshine under which her nature might blossom to perfection? 
A ri*tht to one, a wrong to another equally deserving; the whole 
scheme an impossible puzzle. Then why these cruel glimmerings of 
an ideal? 

Koor^li mijjht well have lost anchorage. Like many women of 
delicate tibre, however, she had at times of crisis a curious strength of 
resolution and power of fightin*:; her way straight through opposing 
forces. Nervously impressionable as she was, her spirit rose and she 
felt a certain excitement in the prospect of a battle, whether hidden or 
in the open. Her battle now could not be in the open. What she 
had to do was very clear. She was Crichton's wife — his servant, she 
reflecied bitterly, without a servant's privileges. Unless he gave her her 
freedom, she must for her children's sake remain subject to him. He 
chose to expose her to dan<zer, and she must defend herself. She had 
made her appeal to him fur protection, and it had been fruitless. It 
was not temj^tation she dreaded — there she was sale— but suffering. 
Well, she must wrap hersilf round, and silently bear her pain. As 
Morse had said, a great misfortune bad come to him and her, and 
there was nothin»: but to hear it — to go on with her life and give no 
sign. Under alten d conditions endurance becomes easier. This was 
the worst kind. She must live in conventional intercourse with her 
hiutband — in cun ventioual iuieccouxse mUi \*\i<& \i\axL ^he loved. Hei 
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ho|-« lay in cUnsing to the conventional. Morse, she was certain, 
would understand her. With Crichton she would simply stand armed 
on the defensive, ignoring as far as she could the real knowledge of 
him, and hiding her feelings under a mask of courtesy. She would 
try to be always courteous to him, to comply with his ordinary wishes, 
to talk to him on the outside of things, to yield where no principle 
was involved. She would never again attempt to reason, or argue, or 
appeal. She hoped that he would be content with such seeming. 
Since she had satisfied herself that he did not care for her, she thought 
this possible. Her imagination travelled too swiftly to take count 
of all the difficulties, and she did not foresee the galling of such yoke- 
fellcwship. 

The old friendly companionship with Morse, she decided, must not 
be resumed. In the presence of Lady Betty and of others she must 
seem what she had always been, and continue still to show the old 
interest in Morse's career ; but below the surface all would be different. 
She must avoid being alone with him, and he would help her in this. 
There would be no more droppings-in on his way to the House of 
Omimons for a quiet confidential chat, no more saimterings on the 
terrace, no more of the vaguely tender, wholly intimate notes dashed 
off in the upstairs lobby during the intervals of debate to tell her how 
things were going on— all this must come to an end. 

So it was that the morning, though it found her pale and wasted by 
the torturing thoughts and sleepless night, found her also composed, 
and with the almost stupefying sense of a new existence begun. She 
was spared the meeting with her husband for two or three hours yet. 
She heard him called when the first signs of movemerit beiian in the 
house, and remembered that some of the party were going out cub- 
hunting that morning, he among them. Presently the horses came 
round and were led up and down the gravel sweep. Oh yes, the world 
went on, and people got up at six o'clock for cub-hunting, and scolded 
their grooms and swore over the ties of their gaiters, no matter whether 
hearts were breaking within a few feet of them. 

Zen's robust voice jounded at Crichton's door, inquiring if he were 
ready, and he replied in his most genial tones with a compliment 
upon her punctuality. Crichton cultivated what Lord Beaconsfield 
once called "a violent good humour" in his manner to Zen. 

When they had gone KoorStli came out of her retreat. She was stiff 
and chilled, and she shrank back at the sig^ht of her own image in the 
cheval-glass — ^it looked so like a ghost. She crept into bed, and slept 
Ilk 3 a tired child. 

She rose late, Crichton came into her room, still in his hunting 
clothes, when she was almost dressed. He looked at her nervously as 
he entered. There was some fear in his mind lest he had gone too far 
— had put things too plainly, and roused her indignation or hurt her 
feelings. There was so much "twaddle and rot," as he phrased it, in 
women of the higher type. Of course it was the right theory thcit 
one's wife shouiJ belong to the higher type, Wti \»\i^ Vi>N«t oaa ^v^a 
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i?i finitely pleasdnter to deal with. However, he reflected, women*i 
fMeliQgs are more readily amenable to marital treatment, and it must 
be a veiy unreasonable wife who, after ten years' experien<'e, looks for 
Beotiment and fine speeches from her husl)ancl. KoorMi had been 
out of sorts the night before. Probably, if the truth could be knowo, 
(ihe had herself lelt dissatisfied with the progress of her flirtation with 
Morse. Ken way x^as an old hand at it, and she evidently wasn't quit« 
up to all the tactics of the game, and had a little overdone the ptrt 
01 rigid propriety. She had resented his apparent wish to remove her 
from London, and her resentment had found vent in the little out- 
burst. Crichton knew what that sort of thing mejint, and how long 
it lasted. Kooikli could take a very practical view of matters when 
she liked. She had probably come to that view by this time, and had 
determined to handle Morse more artfully. The darting thought shot 
thron<sh him — was the whole thing a put-up job, after the Lord Steyne 
and Becky Sharp pattern, to get him, Crichton, out of the way? By 
the Lord, if that were so, he'd 8o<>n show them that he wasn't a man 
to stand that sort of thing ! But the sight of his wife's pale pure 
face, as she t^at under her maid's hands before the glass, forced the 
suggestion from his mind. Mo; Kooi^li wasn't deep enough for that. 
She had only had a slight access of hysterical virtue — ^had been a little 
frightened perhaps, had not given him credit for intending to take care 
of her. Of course he would keep things from going ttK) far; he could 
not let her be placed in a false position. In the meantime she must 
be taught to play her cards like a woman of the world — to play into his 
hand. It was quite time that she should see there need be no affecta- 
tion between them. Doubtless she was beginning to see this already. 

The composed way in which she looked up as he approached con- 
firmed this theory. Her face was like that of a statue — but it smiled. 
Evidently she meant him to understand that there was no ill-feeling 
on her part. He beg m to admire her as a woman of sense, and to feel 
more comfortable. 

"Good morning, Crichton," she said quietly. "I hope that you 
enjoyed your run." 

"One doesn't exf)ect much of a run at this time of the year," re- 
turned Crichton, with an easy laugh. ** We had a little spin after a 
game cub. Old Dobito was none the worse for his potations last 
ni^zht, and a good many of the fellows sneered; and it was a little 
liard on Zen the way they seemed to think / ought to be at the 
Priory. By Jove, if / were Kusiace, I'd go in for something better 
than French novels." Crichton came up closer to Kuuikli, and put 
his hand upon her shoulder. The maid had left the room. **I hope 
that you are pretty vsell, dear?" There was an ill-concealed touch of 
anxiety in his tone. Now was the moment for fuss, ii she meant 
to make any. 

** Yes, thank you," Koorkli replied, rising as she spoke, so that he 
was obliged to take his hand away. ** 1 will go downstairs now* Do 
you Jii2ow Yi\x&[ki everybody Ib to be found? " 
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**0b, ahout the tennis-ground, I fancy. I said that I'd play a 
match with Jo Garliug as soon as I had got into my flannels." 
Ci ichton's air was now quite self-assured. Clearly, Koor^li was going 
to be reasonable. The counsels of the night had brought lier wi>dom. 
*' By the way, Koor^li/' he began, and paused lor an instant while she 
steadily took up a rum from a stand on the toilette table, and put it 
on her finger, "Morse has had a telegram or something from Lady 
Betty, and starts off at once to meet her in London. He was asking 
alter you." 

'* I will go down," said Koorilli mechanically. She put on her rings 
one by one. 

" I don't think you need say anything to him about that question 
of the appointment," said Crichton iu an off-hand way. 

*' No," she answered. 

** Better let the whole thing stand over till after the elections ; and 
then see what my luck turns up. I'm a great believer in my luck. 
It has carried me over a nasty |)lace more than once — eh, old girl?" 

Koorkli waH silent; but he repeated his question and forceii her to 
answer him. She turned to him with that hard bright look in her 
eyes which puzzled while it reassured him. 

'* You know the saying, Crichton — about riding luck to the devil 
— isn't it? I don't my.-elf believe in trusting to one's luck, perhaps — 
because my luck has never helped me in a trouble." She niovt d to 
the door. "I'll tell Jo, shall I, that you will be dowu presently?" 
she said, and left him. 

Crichton hummed an air softly to himself as he changed his clothes. 
His gallop that mornii g had done him ^ood. He meHut to have some 
cap! till days' hunting that season. His short experience of the country 
had already shown hiui that he might be very popular in the tield. 
"What a confounded ass Eustace is," he murmured; "and what a 
confounded ass I was not to wait till I got home, and marry a woman 
with money." On "the whole, however, he did not look so darkly 
uptjn life. He felt inwardly convinced that Morse would never throw 
up his chances, and that Morse could and would, if Koorkli chose, give 
him something good in Loudon. He did not intend to be Governor of 
Farnesia, unless the worst came to the very worst, and if it did, and 
Farnesia could not keep, something else would turn up— something 
else, or, as he melodramatically put it, revenge. He was not going to 
be played fast and loose with and not strike a blow on his own account. 
Underlying his outward friendship with Morse there was a deep 
jealous resentment. He hated Morse for being stronger, better, and 
more pros])erous than himself. He hated Morse, who he taught hiin- 
Bflf to belit-ve had started only a little ahead of him in the race, tor 
having gained the goal so quickly ; for having been successful in 
AubtraliH, and still more successful iu Englani ; for having married 
such a wife as Lady Betty, highly bom and rich. In a strange incon- 
sistent way he resented while he encouraged Morse's admiration of 
KuorMi. He felt angry and secretly humiWaVod. \^^^>\'ai^ ^vjt«f^ \^^ 

IS 
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foun^ that in Koorkli which he had never found, had touched a spring 
lo her nature that he had never reached. There was somethm<( 
warped, morbid, and unnatural in his i'celings towards Morse. He 
meant to niHke u«e of Morse's )X)wer if lie could. Failing that, he 
would joyfully have lent a hand to hurl Morse from his position, and 
bring discredit upon him. 

There was a slight autumnal chill about the air which at another 
time Eooikli mi.ht have found pleasant and reviving. Now, howwer, 
it seemed to strike cold to her heart. It was only too much in acconl 
with the chill which everything else brought with it to her. She 
went out in front of the hous % A little group of men and women 
was there, and KoorMi saw Moisk among them. They were laughing 
and talking gaily. She weut towards them; When Monte saw her 
coming he went out to meet her. St» did Lord Arden. 

They talked the fine weather a little; and Morse spoke of lus 
having to go up to town and his regret at leaving so pleasant a gather- 
ing. It was the reuiular conventional sort of talk. Arden struck in, 
and some pleasant things were said, and Rooikli was as bright as she 
c 'uld Contrive to be; and no one merely looking on would have sus- 
jM'Cted that any soul's tragedy was being enacted there all the time. 
S 'Uie one else added himself or herself to the group and others dis- 
])ers('d, and it was abtiut the time when Morse ought to be saying 
j.oi»d-bye to his hostess and his friends. 

It had grown to be quite a common thingj for Morse and Koor^li to walk 
together and talk, and so it hapfiened that the others of the company 
gr;<dually drop|>ed away. Miss Jo and Mr. Erie were flirting demurely 
over the tennis-net. Now Cricht >n came out, and a set was beinsc 
formed. Morse and Koor^ii weie left aloi e. Th^y hognn to pace up 
and down in the old way. Koor^ii held her br ath. She knew he 
would do the right thin*? ; yet tiie moment was critical, and she felt 
] rofoundly anxious. They were near the rose gaiden Hnd that flight 
of steps where he had gathered the roses lor her on that day. The 
broad walk below, with its myrt'es and magnolias blooming in the 
embrasures of the wall, and its tangled bonier of late flowers, seemed 
to invite them for a last brief intercl a j.e of confidence. Koor^li 
SMmetinies thought herself pitifully weak, \\oaQ'<mish. Her heart beat 
with longing and dread. But the strength of ihe m >n showed now. 
At first he seemed about to go down the steps that led to the lower 
terrace; but he suddenly checked himseif and a shade came over hid 
face. Well, she need fear no longer. She knew what was passing in 
his mind. No; they must not yo there — ever again. Her heart was 
as an echo of his. Then Morse spoke — 

** it is rather a nuisance to have to go back to ff wn at this teison, 
Mrs. Kenway," he said, " when everybody is away." 

Yes; she understood. It was exactly what she would have had; 
exactly what she might have expected from his tact, his feeling, his 
strong steady manhood. Henceforth, when they chanced to be thrown 
Uf^ethet and alone — if they ever were again to be alone — ^they were to 
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be strictly formal and convrntional. They were to be — like any other 
two. If the unspoken words of the lower terrace were not to be for- 
gotten — if they could not le for«:otten — yet they must be rememheied 
only as unspoken ; as never to be spoken. Thus, and not otherwise, 
could all be redeemed and the past pass without leaving taste of bitter- 
ness or tinge oS shame behind it. She felt grateful to him ; grateful 
once more. But, of course, she knew it. would be so; she knew 
that he would feel as she felt. She answered in a quiet, steady 
voice — 

** But yoTi would have to leave this place very soon, in any case, for 
the election campaign, would you not ? " 

** Oh yes; I shall have two constituencies on my hands, you know. 
I think I shall be beaten in one ; but the other is my old place, and I 
am pretty safe there. I am going to town to meet my wife. She is 
only passing through; coming from Homburg, and going on to some 
place in the country. 1 don't quite know all her plans as yet." 

*' I hope you will be successful in your more difficult contest," Koo- 
rikli snid. 

" Tliank yon, Mrs. Kenway ; you are very kind. Except for the 
political advantage of making the fight and canyino; the seat, if I can, 
I would rather stick to my own old constituency. But we must make 
the fight." 

** Then I hope yon will win." 
** Thanks, very much. I shall do my best." 

Ti en it was announced that the phaeton was ready to take Morse 
to the station. One or two of the other guests were going somewhere 
by tl e train as well. 

•* Good-bye, Mrs. Kenway," Morse said, raising his hat. 
** Goa.i-bye, Mr. Morse. I hope you will have a pleasuit journey to 
London, and that you will find Lady Betty quite well." And then, 
after a second's pause, Koor^li bravt ly added, " My — love — to Lady 
Betty, please." 

*• Cevtiinly ; she is sure to nsk me about you. Good-bye." 
They shook hands in the c<»nventional way. No faintest pressure 
told of feelings existing but kept down. The new rule of life had 
become an unwritten law for both of them. Koorkli looked along the 
path for a moment as Morse went his v\ ay, and many strange thoughts 
and mem<»ries passed in con'usion across her mind. All was over novv 
but the dying. The struggle was at an end. The curtain of tragedy 
bad failei) ; the farce of the formal and the couventional had yet to be 
played. The life of cold restriction and mere self-denial had begun. 
Buch, she felt, was the only life left for her to live any more. 

She saw him cross the lawn to say go«d-bye to Zen anii the tennis- 
players. She heard the laughter and the parting wi&hes that he might 
have a successful electoral campaign. She saw her husband throw 
down liis racket and go with Morse to the phaeton, and she saw him 
bend t« wards Morse while he talked in an eag^, confidential mamiec. 
with his watchful ej'es upon Morse's face, ^Yi\c\i ^ca ^dJ&X* ^v^nixi %i:cA 
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moody. She could almost fancy she heard Grichton's good wishes 
uttered in that frank tone that covered so much. 

The |>hiieton drove away. It was all over, and death was in her 
heart. She had never realized the meaning of the phrase till now— 
the d&uh of love which had not been allowed to live. She went back 
to the rose garden and stood among the blossoms and the buds, so 
many of which would be nipped before they came to bloom. Some 
one had been watching her with sytnpathy iu his eyes. It was Lord 
Arden. He longed to show her that she had a friend who understood 
her and telt for her, but he could hardly venture to thrust himself upon 
her then. 

There was a call from the tennis-players for Mrs. Grichton Ken way, 
and Zen was running forward, but Arden interposed. 

** No, no, Mrs. Eustace. Let me find your sister-in-law for you. 
But I feel perfectly certain she won't join in." He went towards Koo- 
r^U. *' Mrs. Ken way, they want you to play tennis; and you don't 
want to, I am sure.'* 

**0h no." KoorMi started at his voice, and looked at him as if she 
were awakening from a dream. 

He saw that her eyes were bright with unshed tears. " Then let us 
take a little turn instead." 

They strolled away past the rose (larden and beyond the big clump 
of yews to a walk in the shrubbery. She shrank from the lower 
terrace towards which he made a movement, and he noticefl this and 
lemembered — he hardly knew why — that she had been walking there 
with Morse ye>terday. 

The path they had chosen led down to the river. They talked on 
indifferent subjects for a little while. KiMjr^li's remarks were con- 
strained and abhCDt. Suddenly Arden said, ou an impulse of the 
moment — 

** Mrs. Kenway, I'm sure you haven't been quite well lately, or you 
are a little worried about something. Dt»n't think me impertinent — 
and I don't suppose I ever could do anything really in the way of 
advising or helping you ; but I do want you to know that if I could, 
and you'd let me, it wuuld be just the greatest happiness I oould 
have." 

A bright flush rose to Koor^li's pale cheeks. S)<e turned her eyes 
t<) his with an almost childlike expression of mingled gratitude and 
embarrassment. She was too truthful to deny that th(Te was anything 
amiss with her, though she winced under the suggestion f and slie 
liked Lord Arden too sincerely to resent his solicitude. 

"No, there's no way in which you can help me, Lord Arden; but 
thank you all the same. It is kind of you to think about me." 

** At any rate," he said more earnestly, ** you know that I mean it; 
and I think there miuht come to be a way some time or other. {Some- 
how there generally does come to be a way, I think, in which a true 
iriend can give one help. You'll let me call myself your true friond, 
Mrs. Kenway?" 
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•* Ob yes, indeed ; I am glad," she answered warmly. 

** It's what I am — mahing more nor less — whether you will have it 
or nor. And so, now you know— as the children say," he added, with 
a little laugh which concealed some emotion. 

** 1 know that you are very good," she said, and her voice trembled. 
** There's no one IM rather trust than you, and I am proud to have 
you for my friend. But you're a little mistaken — I mean in thinking 
that 1 need help or advice— or — anything now. My way is quite 
straight. I've only got U) walk in it." 

•* Promise me, anyhow, that if you ever do want them you'll give 
me a chai ce," he pleaded with almost boyish eagerness. " You may 
safely make the promise, Mrs. Kenway, since you are so certain the 
need won't arise." 

She thought a moment or two, with her look bent on the ground. 
Then she raised her dark truthful eyes to his face. 8he saw great 
Idndness, true interest, and perfect sincerity written there. 

'*! never had a sister," he said, "and you are jnst the woman Fd 
like to have for my sister. Come, won't yon give me the promise?" 

*' Yes, I will," she said simply ; **and thank you, Lord Aiden." 

There was a little silence. He was more moved than he cared to 
show. Tley turned honieward. Presently he said — 

•* You n- ver met my father, did you, Mrs. Kenway ? " 

" Lord Forrest ? No. But he never goes out, does he ? * 

'' Almost never. He is an invalid, and belongs to the past somehow. 
He livis among books and pictures and bric-^-brac ; and the house is 
dreary and seems to want a woman about it. He has a chivalrous 
Fort of liking for just a few women — Lady Betty Morse is one of 
them — and they go to see him now and then ; he very rarely goes to 
any of ti em. I think you'd like him, Mrs. Kenway; and I know 
he'd be deeply interested in you, and that you would be doing a kind- 
ness if you*d let me take you to see him some time when we are all in 
London again." 

•* I will, most gladly," said Kooi^Ii. ** I have heard of your father ; 
and I 1 ave made a picture of him in my imagination, and it will be 
a great pleasure to me to kn<'W him." 

Arden knew that her sweet poetic face, her sympathetic intelli- 
gence, and shy, graceful manner, with the sugtjestion it gave of some- 
th ng un-Knglish, would delight Lord Forrest; and he had an instinc- 
tive feelinu; that the friendship of the culiivatcd, exclusive, and 
ohivalious old Jacobite nobleman might be of advanta<;e to her iu th« 
8«>iiiewhat dif&cult ^t she had to play in Londou society. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

"pursuing a phantom." 

MoBSS went that evening to meet bis wife at the Charins: GroN 
station. The compartment she occupied was in the lower end of the 
train, and it was she who came first towards him, iustea<i of him find- 
ing her. As she walked along the platform, the light of the electric 
lamps full upon her .sleudtr figure wrapped in a long funed cl^ak, and 
her bright sn\all la< e unshaded by the little travelling cap .she wore, a 
btrange, sudden feeling, not unfamiliar, rushed over him — a fancy that 
he was somehow in the presence of a ghost. He had felt this upon 
his first meeting with Koorkli in England. He felt it now, when 
looking at his wife. It was as though bome association connected 
with the two women brought betore him the shade of his once- 
cherished ideal. Which was the ghost?— which the reality ? Had he 
found his ideal in |.aiiy Betty? or had it shone upon him but once 
long ago in the soft brightness of an Australian dawn ? 

Lady Betty was looking well, nutwitlibtanding her long jourDey. 
She had a iaint colour, and her eyes sparkled. She vias glad to see her 
husband, and showed it in her i)retty, half-emotional way. Murse ha«l 
sometimes found hi n^^elf wondering a little bitterly whether, under 
any conceivable circumstances, Lady Betty would be capable of taking 
a tiight beyond the circle of her own sweet superHcial nature. He 
could not imagine her rising to such a height of passionate feeling as 
to be quite forgetful of what the Court might say, and to be quite insen- 
sible to the picturesque and the becoming. 

Lady Betty put her arm within that of her husband in the most 
charmingly appropriating manner. She took him for gran'ed, as she 
took for granted all the other facts in her plea>ant life. It was not 
necessary to be effusive. " Oli, Sandham, how nice of you I I'm so 
tired, dear. We've had a horrid crossing. Let us get into the carriage 
and go off. John can find Mating and see about the luggage ; " and 
she gave the footman standing by a gracious little nod. 

When they were in the carriage driving homeward Morse kissed his 
wife, and she nestled to him lor a moment, and said — 

* How nice it is to be in smoky London again!" She asked one or 
two questions about home affairs and about the whereabouts of such 
and such of her friends, and she had a great deal to tell about Homburg 
gaieties and the royal wedding, about a rumoured foreign alliance 
and a rumoured foreign appointment, and about the nice things which 
certain great i)ei*sonages had said to her. And then she heaved a sigh 
and was silent. 

" What makes you sigh, Betty?" asked Morse tenderly, 

"Nothing, dear. I've got a lot to ask you about by-and-by— 
political news, and how you have been getting on with your cauvass 
and that. 1 was only thnking — it's odd isn't it? that we should havd 
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been lea<ling such different lives — ^you and T, and that you. should be 
so out of it, in all tliat has been interesting me. 

" Well, dear," said Morse, with a smile, " if I am out of it as regards 
your Royalties, I tliink from the nature of things you*d have been still 
more out of your element among my workms-ujen." 

** I think I beiiin to hate the working-man," said Lady Bttty, with 
a shiver; "es|)ecially since th«y have given him a vote. I think it is 
horrible for ms to have to truckle to the lower classes, as I suppose wa 
mnst do now ii we want our people «o get in.'* 

They had reached hf»me. Later, Lady Betty having excl anged her 
travelling dress for a tea-gown of rich coloured Oriental stuff, in which 
she looked very young and very pretty, and more than ever like some 
bright tropical bird, was sitting with Morse over the fire in her own 
boudoir.. Almost all the other sittiu^-rooms were covered up with 
brown ho'land, for the house hnd been given over to work-people, and 
Lady B* tty was only going to be a few days in London before setting 
off on a round of visits to great country houses. She was a little vexed 
at finding that she would have to make most of these visits alone. 
Morse had decided a short while before to contest a Tory stronghold 
in the south of Knglai d, keeping bis own constituency, where he 
might consider himself .-afe, in reserve, and there were political meetings 
to be hel<^ and preparations to be made fur the battle. This he had 
been cxplainini to her. 

" I thought youM have got some of ♦hat done before T came back, 
dear," said Lady B< tty, with a gesture of reproach. "I'm afraid that 
you've been neglecting your duties just lately. But I suppose the 
duke's shooting party was a temptation. Was that where my telegram 
found you, Sandham?" 

** 1 did not go to the duke's party," replied Morse, speaking 
deliberately. " I went to Bromswold, and I have spent the last two 
days at the Priory-on- the- Water. That was where your telegram 
found me." 

Lady Betty looked surprised. "The Priory-on-the-Water?" she 
repeated. " Oh, I know ; the place that strange Mrs. Eustace Ken way 
insisted on scraping. Wasn't it odd for you to go there, Sandham ? 
What was the attraction? Not Mrs. Eustace. I suppose it was the 
fair Koor^li ? " 

Lady Betty's light words made Morse wince with a faint sense of 
gnilt ; they hurt him. But his face was quite impassive as he answered 
quietly, " I was very glnd to have the chance of meeting Mrs. Crichton 
Ken way. That's quite true, Betty. 1 looked upon myself as a sort c»f 
English godfather to her." 

"Oh, my dear, all London knows how much you admired the 
Australian beauty. By the way, Sanr^hani, people seem to bt; getting 
a little tired of her. She is rather stupid, don't you think? It was 
only her being new that made her take. It was sometliing quite new, 
indeed, to see you in the character of a woman's admirer, Sandham, 
1 rather liked it, do you kbow ? It made yow mow \&ft oW^t ^^s^Ja^ 
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I wasn't the least wee bit jealms. I was quite proud of having hronght 
her out; and didn*t I make things nice for her, as I promised?" 

** Yes, Betty," he said, rising as he spoke, and looking down upon 
her with deep eyes. ** And I thank yon, my dear, for your trust in me." 

Something in his vcice made Lady Betty glance up at him quickly. 
**Sandliani," she exclaimed, *'you are not looking as well as you dil 
when I left. Yon seem to me to have aged.'* 

"'I'hat's natural anough,** said Morse, with an effort at lightness. 
"At my time ot life, child, a few weeks of hard w«>rk and worry will 
make the difference of as many years, where grey hairs and wrinkles 
are in question. I am quite well, but 1 shall probably look older still 
before tlie elections are over.'' 

"Oh! the elections!" cried Lady Betty mournfully. "I detest 
politics now. I feel uncomfortable whenever they're mentioned. And 
yet I used to be so intereste 1 in them. Of course, everybody belong- 
ing to me was in Parliament or mixed up with it all, and it seemed so 

natural when I manied that my husband should be a politician " 

She stopped suddenly, and sighed. 

"Go on, Betty," said Morse. "Why do you detest politics now, 
and why does it setm less natural that your husbiind should be a 
politician ? " 

Lady Betty hesitated a moment. "Yes, but a polit'cian whom all 
my people and my Irii-nds think so mistaken, don't you know; whose 
views are entirely out of harmony with those of my own class. Oh, 
Snndhan), I didn't want to say disagreeable things or tell you how 
troubled I have been, — just the fir^t evening." 

Morse stooped and put his hand for a moment on the little dark head. 
" Tht re you are wrong, Betty," he said. ** If there are disa^^reeable 
things to be talked over, it's much best not to sleep on them. P«>liti&il 
disagre- ables can't matter much anyhow; and if anyone has been 
troubling you, your husband has a right to know it at once. Speak 
out, dear." 

But Lady Betty did not seem inclined to say at once what was in 
her mind. She took up a feather screen, and held it between her face 
and the fire, while she seemed to be looking through it, so fixed was 
her melancholy gaze. 

"I wish it was not the fnshion ft)r womm to canvass," she said; 
** they're all doing it now. T hope you won't want me to go down with 
you to Claybrid*ie when the time comes, Sandham." She turned her 
face up to him now, and tears were in her eyes. " I couldn't. I think 
it's horrid for a wife not to uphold her husband, and I admire the 
W' men who do it. Bit I c>m't go to (Uayhridge." 

Morse laushed a little discordantly. " You speak, Betty, as if I 
were a criminal who wanted you to stand btside liim in the dock. I 
wonder if you w« uld stand by me — so? I shan't put you to that test, 
however, child." 

** Oh, Sandham ! " murmured Lady Betty. 

" Or to the platform test either," he vj^vit ou. ** You don't think 
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really that I could wish you to sully your delicate bloom by coaxing 
votes out of unwilling Tories? Oh no, Betty, my wife should be too 
loving and terider and poetic fur that sort of .thing. That is not my 
idea of a f)olitician's h«lpmate. I don't care for canvassing women 
any more than for speech-making women. There used to be a proverb 
in my part of the country alx>ut a whistling woman and a crowing hen. 
No ; you need not canvass for me, and if this is all that troubles you, 
set your mind at rest." 

"It is not ^11, Sandham," said Lady Betty. She looked at him 
again, as he stood over her with the dark expression on his face. An 
ungenerous thought, a sort of hope, shot through her mind. Might 
he not be one of those who, as it is phrased, ran with the hare and 
hunted with the hounds? In spite of his democratic principles, his 
professed disinterestedness, he had married Lord Germilion's daughter, 
and this marriage h id in a great measure opened out his career. It 
was quite conceivable that be should not wish his wife to be too 
completely identified with his political schemes. Was not she the 
contradiction to that horrible imputation of league with socialists and 
revolutionists which she had vaguely heard cast against him? A 
moment later she was ashamed of having harboured for an instant the 
|>assing thought. Morse had seated himself beside her, and his face 
was dark no longer. 

"Come, tell me, Betty, what is the matter?" he asked tenderly and 
with genuine anxiety. He looked into her eyes, which were wistful 
and sad, and he felt very affectionate to her, and not a little penitent. 
His thougitts reverted to the trust she expressed in him a few moments 
ago. If faith were rooted there, what matter all of her unfaiih? He 
was fond of her — very fond ; and if the idea had been pressing harshly 
upon him of Lite that she was not quite so much the companion of his 
heart and of his thoughts as his wife ought to be, he could not but own 
t(3 himself that there was a certain lack of loyalty in the admission, 
even in the very perception, of such a reality. 

Lady Betty seemed to become more herself again. She turned to 
him with a half-questioning, half-deprecating air. 

"Sandham, my dear, I have been hearing such things! I do wish 
you would tell me they are not true, and let me say so to my father 
and every one." 

** What are these dreadful things, Betty?" 

"You are not anti-English, Sandham? You don't want England 
humbled before foreign states, enemies, and all that ? You don't hate « 
the Court and the princes and princesses ? You are not a republican ; 
not one of those horrible communists? Not really, Sandham — ^I mean 
really?" 

♦* Who has been saying all this ? " Morse's brow darkened again. 
He was wounded by the idea of his wife coming to him with her head 
full of things that had been said against him — iu her own presence it 
would seem. 

Lady Betty furled and unfurled her scTeen, ^''^^^ \)ti'c^ ^«t^\is:^ 
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all told to me — not directly. There were a lot of the p:>litical set at 
II<>xxibur<r ; aud of course I read the i)apcT8, and your ^peecbeti, and 
what 18 thought of them. And peopled talked. It was half ciaff. 
But papa hiais uf tilings serioubly, don't you kuow; and he has been 
telling me what hU friends say. He was very much troubled, but I 
told him I was sure there was not a word of truth in the whole of it 
And then he ^ays that you are a republican, and that you don't want 
Englaud to fight." 

** Well, Betty," Morse said, with a melancholy sort of^smile, ** I don't 
know that I can quite autliurize you to contradict your father. I am 
a republican on principle, or iu theory, if you like; and I dou't want 
England to go to war just now aud in such a cause. Is that all ?" 

" But you are not a ))eac<i-at-any-price man ? Dear Sandham, you 
are not that? Why, thiuk of all one's relatives and friends in the 
army aud the navy ; and the priuces, soldiers and sailors. Tou couldn't 
be that. Papa says no gentleman could be for peace at any price." 

** I am not lor peace at ai»y price, Betty. Tliere are many things I 
wouUl go to war for. My dear, you have forgotten the heroic adventures 
of my early days, I am afraid, although you used to say they were ever 
80 interesting. I fought in a war myself once." 

"Yes; long ago, when you weie young," Lady Betty said despond- 
ingly. ** But you are not for peace at any price — that you do say, 
Sand ham ? I may tell papa and every one that, mayn't I V " 

" I don't fancy Lord Gerudlion needs to be told that," Morse said 
rather coldly. " In England, if we don't like a public man, we merely 
say he is for peace at any price, and thiuk we have disposed of him. 
I don't fancy Lord Gerniilion and his friends really believe it of me." 

"But," exclaimed Lady Betty eagerly, " they say if you become 
Prime Minister you will not let England go to war." 

"Whether I become Prime Minister or not, Betty, I will always 
do my best to prevent Eni:land from going to war when war is not 
necessary or justifiable. I shall do my best to prevent this war, dear," 

"Then you are against the Court," Lady Betty said, the colour 
dying out of her cheeks at the bare idea. 

Morse patted her cheek soothii-gly. He was determined that he 
would be very gentle with her. "My dear Betty, you don't know 
what a dreadful thing }ou are saying. What do you think would be 
the outcry among the people if it were supposed that to have a strong 
opinion auainst a particular policy, especially against a war policy, 
were to prove that a puMic nian was against the Court ? Talk of 
republicanism — why, m> little wile, your doctrines, if they were correct, 
would make republicans of three-lourths of the English people." 

" I don't understand you one bit " Lady Betty answered ; aud indeed 
she answered truly. "But are you really a republican? and do you 
want to get up a republican party? And are you going in with that 
unfortunate Masterson and men like that?" 

" Why, Betty, I am exactly as I have always been since you knew 
pae, and for Jong before. I have lived \v\ le^uWves a.ud in communities 
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whicb are really republican, and life goes on there very well. I always 
told you my ideas were republican." 

" Yes ; but one's ideas — that is nothing. I never tho'ight you meant 
anything real in ali that. 1 thought it looked odd and pretty and 
picturesque, and 1 liked it. But I never thought you really meant it, 
Sandham — nev»r, oh, never I If I had " She 8top})ed abruptly. 

**If you hiid, you wouldn't have married me? Is that what yuu 
mean ? " he ai-ked. 

She did not answer at once, but played with her screen for a moment 
or two. " Sandham," she exclaimed impulsively, *• you are not quite 
art nice to me as you used to be. You are so much graver and cohler, 
and not so comfortable. 1 don't know why it is, but things seem to 
have changed between us somehow. We don't think alike, as we 
always used." 

*' Used we to think alike always ? " he said, more to himself than 
to her. 

"And other people notice it," Lady Betty continued in her light 
pretty way, stroking the feathers of her screen in a preoccupied 
mannei, as though she were stating a not very important fact. " Lenny 
said so to me not long ago.** 

"Lenny!" repeated Morse in a stern, astonishid tone. "You 
talked to the boy Lenny about yourself and me?" 

Lady Betty laughed a little uneasily. "Well, not s-riously, dear. 
But you know Lenny has always had a notion that he Wiiuld like to 
go into diplomacy — be secretary to some great pnliic man or some- 
thing of the kind; and he wanted me to ask yon, and so that was how 
the subject came up. You needn't be vexed, Sandham. I fancy that 
you are a little impatient of Lenny. You don't always take an interest 
in my toys." 

"You have a great many, Betty. Lady Deveril and 'copy' one 
month, women doctors another, studios and painters a third, Irish 

distress, American prima donnas, and " he was going to say, 

" Australian beauties," thinking of that daughter of Sir Vesey Plympton 
whom Lady Betty had " run,' but stopped short for an instant, and 
added "mediaeval p^ge-boys, and so forth. I admit that your toys are 
harmless, Betty, and you soon tire of them, so it does not matter, 
dear." 

"Now you are sarcastic and uncomfortable," cried Lady Betty, 
**and 1 don't know what to make of you." She seemed to be meditat- 
ing for a moment, and then said, " I think you are not quite just to 
me, SandhauL I should never tire of anything or anybody if only 
there did not always come a point in everything when more is expected 
from one than human nature — my nature, at any rate — can give." 

He looked at her with a strange sort of wonder, an almost com- 
passionate interest, and seemed about to speak, but checked himself. 

**For instance," Lady Betty went on, '*you will say that I have 
tired of Lenny because I don't mean to have him so much about ta$\ vev 
future. It isn't so in the least. I love tlio deat ^\G\,Mxe3«^^\i^i^^^^^^^ 
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rd do anything for him, and shall miss him horrihly — Lenny always 
maile a diversion when anything awkward happened. But he wouldn't 
rememl»er that he was only just my pretty page. He got silly and 
sentimental and serious, and so—" She <iave her shouhiers a little 
shi ug, and her dark eyes glanced up pathetically into her husband's 
grave face. 

** And so,^ he repeated, with a melancholy smile. ** Yes, I under* 
stand, Betty. You don't like things and people when they become 
serious. My political ideas interested you as long as you thought 
them only a picturesque background to the man you manied; but 
now that you find you have married the background as well as the 
man you are perplexed and frightened, my dear. Well, I am sorry- 
sorry that you should have been mistaken in me, sorry il I should 
have led you into any mistake. But you were mistaken. I alwaj'S 
gave you my real opinions; I always meant wliat I said.*' 

Lady Hetty's cheeks grew pale again. She had wandered a little 
away from the real trouble. ** But, Sandham, will you explain to me " 
— she bent eagerly forward — " I should like to be able to say something 
when people tell me disagreeable things." 

** I will try to ex) lain," he answered. 

•* Do you really want to set up a republic in England and to upset 
the throne?" she asked, with cheeks still more blanched than before. 
Her idea of a republic was either a very low-class and vulgar place, 
where one's coachman sat down to dinner with one, or a place where 
furies of women danced half-naked about the streets^ bearing gory 
heads on the points of pikes. 

" No, Betty," Morse said, with a look of mingled compassion and pain, 
" I don't want to do anything of the kind. The English jieople seem 
to me well content as they are, and I would not put out a hand to 
disturb then) for the sake of the tinest theory that ever was broached. 
Yon may tell Lord Gcrmilion that if you like ; but 1 don't suppose he 
will believe it." 

" But if one is a republican one wants to have a republic," Lady 
Betty urged, with a certain amount of plaintive shrewdness. 

" In consistency one ought to, I suppose; but life is all more or less 
a compromise, Betty — in politics, at any rate. I should be glad if the 
English people some day, at some suitable opportunity, were willing 
to try a republic; but I don't want to try to force a republic ou 
them!" 

*'At some suitable opportunity!" Lady Betty exclaimed ashast 
** Does that mean at the end of the reign ? Stopping the succe&^ion ? 
Why, that is the very thing they were saying at i»apa'8. They were 
saying that some |>eople — Mr. Masterson at their head — were trying 
to get up a plot of the kind — paving the way for a rebellion, and that 
— oh, Sandham, my dear, they were saying that it was eueuutaged br 
-by " " 

" By me, Betty ? " Morse interrupted almost sternly. " They hav» 
jgaid that of me, have they ? " 
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"Not in my hearing," Lady Betty answered, a little frightened by 
his look and his voice. "Of course I would not listen to anything of 
the kind. Papa told me they were saying it. But, of course, it is 
not true." 

•* Do you think it is true, Betty ?'» 

" My dear Sandham, no ; oh no ! But, then, I never thought that 
you were really in earnest about being a republican, and all that." 

'•Exactly,** Morse said grimly; "and as you were mistaken in 
the one case there is no reason why you should not be mistaken in 
the other. 1 quite understand. Well, we have talked this over 
enough, I think. Never mind me, Bttty ; I mean, don't trouble about 
defending me. If they ask you whether it is true that 1 am concerned 
^•n a plot to asssassinate the royal family and the bench of bishops, you 
can only say that you don*t know, dear ; that you really don't know. 
For you don't, yuu see. Then you will be quite on the safe side, and 
you will have committed yourself to nothin-^." 

There was a tone of scorn in his voice which he could not quite 
repress. But he looked at the little wistful face with the pure, 
frightened, anxious eyes, and an unspeakable feeling of pity welled up 
in his heart. She did not, then, understand him; s'le could not 
understand him at all — this bright humming-bird of society, this 
child-like woman of the world, gracious, graceful, swett, and yet so 
incapahle of sympathy with his own highest aspirations, his own 
deepest emotions. At the instant, Koorkii's phrase, " I do not speak 
the language," flashed through his mind. There was a language, too, 
which Lady Betty could not speak — the language Koorkll knew 
80 well. 

It was very sad ; but there was the truth, the unpitying, remorseless 
truth. He bent to kiss her out of very sorrow for her and for himself. 
As he looked into her eyes he could not help thinking how curiously 
like Koorkli she was ; and then the strange thought thrust itself into 
his mind that she was Koorkli without a soul. Sometimes, in after- 
days, it seemed to him pos^^ible that he might have been drawn 
towards Lady Betty in the first instance by some vague perception of 
her likeness to the girl he had seen in the Australian dawn. Perhaps 
he had been all unconsciously seeking his lost ideal, pursuing his 
distant dream, when he was paying court to the brilliant young 
Englishwoman who afterwards became his wife ; and now he finds 
that she is not his ideal after all. In one of the stories of the forest 
Indians he had heard of a youth who passed his life in the pursuit of 
a phantom woman, always moving before him, ixever reached. Had 
he too been thus pursuing a phantom? 

She could not unders ta»d^nqr>; ^g [ig^had-'n^er inderstood him — ^his 
wife! There was no irflp fc^^hat. Hi'^J^^s^^ui to the heart, but he 
did not blame her j^a only fe lt CQm passion'^^x^er. He kissed her 
on the forehead, anfi then left her. ihey parted not in anger, but in 
coldness. It was vie fii^t^^<^t&^ ^4 leinC!^ parted in real coldneM, 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

PINK 8N0W. 

A PIKK snow of telegrams was 8hed«Ung itself softly all over Endand. 
The needles of the teU graph were clickiDg and pattering like an 
incessant shower of sleet and hail. It was the middle of November, 
and the general elections were going on ; and the pink shower was one 
of their necessary accompaniments. In the cluhs, men were rushing 
eHgerly up to every fresh strip of paper affixed to the walls of morning- 
rooms and corridors. The evening jotirnals kept issuing new editions 
every half-hour. Congratulations and conaolences were crossing each 
other ; wild appeals for advice, for assistance, for the hurrying-up ol 
voters, for demonstration of direct or indirect influence this, that, and 
the other way, were flying up from the boroughs and the counties to 
the political head-quartt rs of the various parties in London. 

It was a time of merely plea^irig excitement for those who had no 
friend or brother in the struggle and who were not themselves 
involved. But, then, a vast number of persons either were themselves 
involved or had some friend or brother thus situated. The political 
fortunes of men were being decided daily, -hourly. The success of a 
life's ambition, the sudden check to a promising career, the utter 
blijiht of hopes on which all had been staked — these were the events 
wliich any moment's message might armounce by wire or telephone. 
Some seven hundred vacant seats to l^ filled ; at least two candidates 
lor almost every place ; each candidate representing an eajzer family 
and a large circle of friends, all of whom profe&s to wish him success, 
and some of whom think it absurd of him to want to get into the 
House of Commons, ami hope in their hearts he may fail ot his desire; 
each constituency conta ning so niany ardent politicians and furious 
]»aitisans, and unscrupulous >^ ire-pullers, and poor-spirited hansers-OD 
pitifully hunting after temporary ap|)ointment8 paid at so nriuch a 
day ; and messengers and cab-drivers and bill-stickers — all th&<<e, and 
a whole army of other " unnamed demi-gods " — to revive a phrase of 
Kossuth's eloquent days — weie personally interested in the strug:gie. 

Nominally, it Wr»s the old struggle between Liberals and Tones. 
But there was a new and a diti'erent issue involved this time. There 
were two sections of the Liberal party — the old Whigs and the new 
Radicals or Democrats ; and the question was which of these two 
sections was to come out the stronger after tiie elections and give laws 
to the other. The general impression was that the Tories would be 
worsted in any esse. But that was not, alter all, so important a 
matter. They were now in ottice only because the Liberals did not 
see their way to work together as one united party. I(, after the 
elections, the same want of union should perchance prevail, the Tories 
would have to be allowed to remain for the time in office, even thoujrh 
they should be the Ministry of a mlnurity. But it was understood 
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that the Liberals «rould among themselves abide by the decision of 
the constituencies. If the Whigs should come out the stronger, then 
the Ra<iicals would be bound on their own principles to admit that the 
voice of the peoj)le was the voice of the gods, and to let the Whigs 
lead them — for the time, at least. If the decision were to be the 
other way, then the Whigs would have to do once more what they 
had so often done before, and consent to move on with the times and 
the Radicals. 

Then, again, there was another question — the war policv. Would 
the Iladiciils, if they came back in force, go for a war pjlicy? Would 
Morse go for it ? lie was drnnuncing it eyervwlier« now; but if his 
}»arty came bacl? powerul enough to make him Prime Minister, would he 
not then b; nd to the will of the country and go in for a policy of war ? 

These were the questions tlisturbing the minds of men — and of 
wi>raen. There was one womafi who watched the progress of events 
with the deepest and keenest interest — an interest all the deeper and 
tlie keener because it couid find no relief in expression. Koorkli sat 
in her londy home, and waited and wondered and hoiked, like a 
solitary woman who listens for some sound to tell her that news is 
coming from a battle-field wliereon fortunes dear to her heart are 
staked. The pink shower let fall no flake on KoorMi. Shu received 
110 letter or telegram from Morse. She did not expect any ; she knew 
he would not send any. She knew that it was right he should not 
send any ; and yet she watched the hours anxiously. She wondered 
at her almost absolute isolation in the midst of that great struggle; 
and she seemed to herself useless ; and life was drear. 

The Crichton Ken ways had been for some weeks settled in London. 
Crichton was now a gentleman at large, for his successor had arrived 
from South Britain, and was installed at the office in Victoria Street. 
Crichton was not altogether displeased at the opportunity given him 
for cultivating his country tastes and pursuits. He was gaining quite 
a reputation in the hunting-field,' and had contrived to afford himself 
another hunter. He had had several invitations for partridge and 
pheasant shooting ; and on the whole he was very well occupied and a 
good deal away from home. He had even been exercising his talents 
as an orator, and speaking for several of the advanced Liberal candi- 
dates at the elections. Be cursed the want of means which prevented 
him from standing himself for a Lyndfordshire constituency ; but even 
in this respect his luck imd favoured him. Old Mrs. Kenway died 
just after the visit to the Pr ury which had been so memorable to 
K')0'Ali, and the modest sum in ready money dro|)ping in, as Crichton 
expressed it, " at the very nick of time," relieved him for the moment 
from his most pressing difficulties. The relief would not, he knew, be 
of long duration; the mountain of debt was still rolling up. But at 
at all events he was able to start a fiesh account at his tailor's, to 
thr«w a sop to the most rapacious of his Jewish creditors, and to pay 
off his overdralt at the bank and re&tore confidence to tlie heart of Mr. 
Bonhote, the manager. 
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In resJ^rd to Morse and Koorcili, and the bettering of his own pToe* 
pects, Cricliton still thought it good policy to let matters slide, or seem 
ti) do so. Koorili, on her side, was true to her principle of self-repres- 
sion ; and since that night at tlie Priory her relations with her husband 
had been frit ndl.v on the surface. She saw so much less of him, that 
it WHS con)]>aratively easy to keep on th« conventional ]>Iane. And 
then the elections were the absorbing sulject of interest. Nothing 
could 1^ done or decided about their future till the country had 
declared for or against the Ministry in power; for or against M«>rse 
and his Radicals. Grichton was as keenly excited over the poHtical 
situation as a gamller whose fortune depends upon the turn of the 
whiel, but he tried to make his excitement appear to be of a f^atriotic 
and purely impersonal kind. He began to fancy himself an authority 
on i-olitical questions, talked as if he were behind the scenes; and 
indeed, with the egotism which was his habitual happiness, believed 
that his Lyiidfordshire speeches and an article he wrote about this 
time in one of the monthlies would aid considerably in swaying the 
destinies of England — it mi'iht almost be said, of Europe. 

lie had proclaimed himself an advanced Liberal, but he avoided as 
much as possible comndtting himself upon the war question. He was 
anxious that there might t>till be a loophole for him, should the Tory 
or mo(ierat« Liberal interest predominate. He read every word uttered 
by the prominent men of both parties — or rather of the three parties, 
lor MorAe and his ** Peaceful Progressionists," as they were sometimes 
called, threatened the disintegration of the Liberal party. 

In his heart of hearts Ken way did not quite know whether he wished 
Motse to succeed or not. Unquestionably, if Morse did succeed there 
Would be a grand chance for Kenway's bt-ltered Ibrtuues. But, then, 
even if Morse came out strong after the elections, mi^ht he not throw 
his opportunities away on some mad scruple; and, then, would not 
Kenway be " altogether out of it," to use his own phrase V Would it 
not be better if he had *' gone dead " with the more moderate Liherals 
from the first ; or, indeed, with tlie Tories? He felt angry with Morse 
sometimes, as if Morse had talked him into the course he had adopted. 
Moreover, he felt bitterly jealous of Morse, simple because he knew 
that Koorali thought Morse a hero, and regarded him — her husband — 
in no Fuch heroic light. Even while he was throwing Koorali in 
Morse's way, he hated Morse for that very reason. He haled Morse 
because he did not get at once all the advantages he hoped for through 
Koor^li's influence; he would perhaps have hated him still more if be 
had vot them. Had he been a man of deeper feeling for good or tor 
ill, life would have been intolerable to him. But an indulgent Heaven 
had endowed him with a hrippy levity of nature; and whde there was 
a pleasant country house 0|jen to him, and an excellent dinner to be 
1 ad now and then, and any chance, however airy, of to-morrow mend- 
ing the luck of to-day, Kenway could never feel quite out of sorts with 
the world. He was, in one regard, the very opposite to poor Enoch 
Arden. Enoch, we are told, " was not all unhappy ; his resolve sus- 
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tained him." Ken way was not all unhappy; his lack of rosolve 
sustained bim. 

Koorjlli saw almost nothinoj of Morse now, heard nothing of him, 
except through the piipers and through Lady Betty, who was in 
London, and came several times to see her. There was, to KoorMi, a 
mournful interest in these visits. Morse's wife, lovely, sweet, and 
unstable — afresh from some aristocratic drawing-room where Jingoism 
had been rampant and the Ultra-Radicals denounced as would-be 
destroyers of England's supremacy and enemies of the sovereign — was 
a strange, sad study to KoorMi. Lady Betty talked to Eoor^li — an 
outsider and, to her, half a foreigner — ^as she would not have talked to 
one of her own set ; and she allowed this to be apparent in a pretty, 
simple way, which touched the Australian woman. 

Lady Betty was in a curious, half-elated, Iialf-distrustful frame of 
mind. She was elated at the extent of her husband's influence over 
the nation, alarmed at the effect it might have upon their own imme- 
diate surroundiugs. Lady Betty was entirely conservative in tendency 
and education, and had never felt any true sympathy with her bus- 
Laud's aims — had never even understood what they were. Till now 
that had mattered little. There had been no need for husband and 
wife to take a definite stand together. Lady Betty had lived on the 
surface of society, and, in a measure, did Morse service by her eclec- 
ticism. It was understood that in Lady Betsy's drawing-room all 
kinds of extremists were to be found picturesquely grouped as in a 
sort of poUtical and social kaleidoscoije. Morse had fallen into a 
becoming attitude, and till the break-up of the Administration to 
which he belonged, Lady Betty had never felt any real uneasiness 
as to his political career. But now that the party phrases had become 
battle-cries, now that England was racked to its very centre by party 
strife, now that Morse had steered b Idly to the front, taking the wind 
out of the sails of other leading Radicals, Lady Betty began to feel 
fnc;htened and uncomfortable. She fancied herself less popular in the 
Court and aristocratic circles, which were all in favour of war and 
resentful of the growth of a democratic party. Some high personages 
remonstrated with Lady Betty upon her husband's utterances. She 
wished him to be a Prime Minister, but she did not wish him to be a 
Prime Minister notoriously out of favour at Court. Her own people 
were bitterly opposed to all Morse's views; Lord Forrest, the only 
one who might have had something to say in their defence, had gone 
abroad, openly declaring that he wanted to be out of the way till the 
hurly-burly was done. Wherever she went. Lady Betty heard of 
nothing but politics, and was made to feel herself upon the wrong side. 
It was quite a new experience for her, and not a pleasant one. Then, 
somehow, there had crept about rumours of an all lance between Morse 
and the Socialists, and of dark, revolutionary plans ; and poor Lady 
Betty, knowing her husband's friendship with Masterson, had qualms 
of doubt and fear, and when embarrassing little incidents occurred 
could not laugh them off, as had been her custom, '^ot q»\3^<^ ^^ \»^ 
U 
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everything over frankly with Morse. A curious chill \\m\ crept up 
between them, and she had a feeling of separateness from him aod of 
inability to enter into his mood. He was not less gentle and con- 
siderate, not less affectionate — indeed, sometimes his manner had a 
melancholy tenderness wliich set her wondering a little. It was just 
a faint indication of some want of generosity in Lady Betty's nature 
that she accepted it as an acknowledgment of wrong to her — of course, 
she thought, it was a wrong that he hhuuld not modify his attitude a 
little in deference to her opinions and associatii>ns and friends. Lady 
Betty was not sensitive enough to be alive to what was passing through 
Morse's mind, but he was able to read hers. It is the curse of firmly 
strung natures, that an impression has sometimes the determiaine 
strength of an act with them, and that they cannot close mind and 
eye against impressions. To paint well, it is said, we should not see 
too well, should not have eyes that take in every detalL To get on 
well in life one should be mentally shortsighted. 

•* Dear Mrs, Ken way," Lady Betty said one day to KooriU, "you 
ought to be very thankful that your husband is not a Radical — at 
least, I suppose he is one — but not too advanced ; and, then, he isn't 
in Parliament, or in the heart of things, don't you know." 

"I think I should be very thankful and very proud if my husband 
were ' in the heart of things ' here. Lady Betty," answered Koor^, 
smiling a little sadly. 

" You are a republican — oh yes, I know" — said Lady Betty. "I 
don't mind it at all in you. I think you used to enctjurage my hus- 
band a little in his notions, and I've heard you agree with the American 
Minister that monarchy is only * dressed -up dummyism.' That sort of 
thing is quite natural and picturesque in Australians and Americans, 
but, of course, it is different with us. The Tories were in power before 
I married. And then, you see, there's the result of the Court training 
that Sandham used to tease me about." Lady Betty laughed softly. 
** These elections and the war have made people so horribly in earnest, 
and I think you have reason, Mrs. Kenway, to be thankful that your 
husband is not the future Radical Prime Minister who, every one says, 
is going to turn England topsy-turvy." 

" Every one, Lady Betty?" exclaimed KooriLli with warmth. "A 
Radical Prime Mmister must be the choice of the nation." 

** Oh, well ! " said Lady Betty, with a pretty little shrug of her 
shoulders, " I think ' the nation ' is all very well as an abstract 
quantity, don't you know ? and a faithful shepherd is very picturesqi*e 
in open-air theatricals at Goombe and that sort of thing ; but when it 
comes to letting haymakers settle our foreign policy lor us — well, I 
think I prefer the feudal system." 

•* It is not the agricultural labourers who disagree with you," said 

Eoor^li. " They are all voting against the farmers, who want peace. 

It's the farmers and the educated working-men of the cities. Lady 

Betty, that are supporting your husband." 

**ily dear Mrs. Kenway, you do kno'N «JoQMt Vt, You know ever po 
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much more than I do. Sandham must have found you a much apter 
pupil than ever he found me, I am afraid." 

" 1 had the advantage of knowing nothing and of havincr no opinions 
formed/* Koor^li said, with a smile. " My mind was a hlank sheet of 
paper." 

** Until Sandham wrote on it," Lady Betty answered graciously, and 
supplying for Koorl.]i's words an application Koor^li had not thought 
of giving them. " Yes ; it does make a difference. I was brought up 
in such a way — in a narrow way, I dare say ; but one can't help the 
influences that surround one at the beginning. Sometimes I wish 
Sandham had converted me ; for I don't suppose now I could ever 
have converted him. Of course one would like to feel exactly as one'p 
husband felt ; and to go with him in everything. But I don't think 
he ever tried to convert me ; I really dpn't believe he ever did. And, 
of course, if he did not try, how was I to know that he wanted me to 
be anything other than what I was? " 

Lady Betty was arguing thus to herself more than to Koor^li, arguing 
in a half-plaintive, half-complaining sort of way. Koorkli felt deeply 
touched. It might have been well, she thought, if Lady Betty's hus- 
band had tried to bring her over to his own views ; and yet she could 
easily understand how a strong man would prefer to spare that sweet, 
that gently frivolous nature the trouble of a political conversion or a 
political education. It is the generous mistake of the strong, when 
the strong are generous, to fancy that the weak can by any manner of 
protection be enabled to evade the perplexities of the life that is around 
them, and that are, like the east wind, sure to fiud their way in. 



CHAPTER XXVL 

THE PROauESSrVB CLUB. 

The elections were over and Morse's hopes of an independent party 
were gone. He had had up to the last a faint belief that it would be 
possible to get together after the elections, and by virtue of theii 
mandate, a party strong enough to repudiate the foreign policy of the 
Government and to save the country from war. The elections killed 
this hope. The result was that the Conservative party was in a hope- 
less minority. The Liberals united would be in a strong majority ; 
and of the two sections which made up the party, Morse's friends were 
much the stronger. Morse was the coming Prime Minister, every one 
said. All eyes turned to him. It became known that the Govern- 
ment would meet the new Parliament, ahd would hold on until a vote 
of confldence ejected them. This would happen almost at once, as a 
matter of course, people said; and then would come the Liberal party, 
led by a Radical Prime Minister. " Happy man, Mot%ftV" 1V\^ ^^>^L 
said. *^l^ot yet quite forty-five years old, and aAieaA'j ^\. \X\«k\vssi^Ni> ^ 
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Ills ambition 1 Prime Minister — ^the first Radical Prime Minister of 
England ! " When the news was telegraphed to South Britain, the 
capital of the colony was illuminated in honour of the triumph of the 
man who had once been at the head of the Government there. 

Ninety-nine men out of every hundred hailed Morse already a» 
Prime Minister. Tes; but the hundredth man — ^as Morse himself 
would have put it—the hundredth man, who knew better, what did 
he say ? Morse had already made up his mind. The majority of the 
Liberal party was in favour of a war polfcy ; and Morse would not be 
the Minister of a war policy ; at least, undei such conditions. He was 
no peace-at-any-price man ; he was convinced that peace had some- 
times many evils far worse than war. He did not believe that life^ 
mere breath, is so great a thing as to be worth keeping at the sacrifice 
of any noble purpose, or the expense of any national cause. But he 
was convinced that war just then, and war for such a purpose, would 
be unjust ; that it would come as the result of a whole system of policy 
of which he heartily disapproved ; which he detested ; and there was 
but one course open to him. 

Morse came up to town immediately after his own re-election. 
Lady Betty, who had gone to her father's place during the last part of 
the struggle, did not hasten up. She had heard Morse's decision from 
him, and she was hurt and troubled by it. She could not understand 
it; she could not under»tand him. She was very much displeased 
with him in her pretty pouting little way. There had been another 
small scene between them, in which she had implored him, with all the 
earnestness and logic she had at command, to yield to the pressure of 
public opinion, to seize his o[>portanity, to espouse the war policy and 
ingratiate himself with the Court party, and to justify his change of 
front by the changed aspect of the situation. He had listened to her 
arguments and her entreaties, and had coldly, almost sternly, refused. 
Lady Betty was deeply hurt by the refusal ; she thought she had a 
right to ask, and that he ought to do what she asked him so earnestly 
to do. If he were to ask her to do anything, would she not do it? 
Ah, yes, indeed she would. She wanted him to be Prime Minister. 
She wanted to flaunt him and his great position in the faces of the 
relatives who once tried to look down on him ; and she wanted him 
to be at the head of a War Ministry. For all her sweetness and 
gentleness her bosom throbbed at the thought of England redeeming 
all her past glory and as victorious in a great war. Would not her 
father and all her relatives be proud of her husband then ? And she 
wanted Morse to give ministerial places to ever so many of her friends. 
There were some dear women to whom she had already all but pro- 
mised places in the Ministry for their clever husbands. Moreover, 
some of the things Lady Betty had been hearing at her father's rankled 
more and more in her mind. Lord Germiliou's friends would keep 
saying that it was so un-English to think of truckling to any European 
power; and she was particularly anxious that her husband should 
prove iiimself a thorough Eug^isViTuwi, yj\\.\i \iV<i\it^ of fi^bt in him. 
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80 L&dy Betty remained at her father's in the country, and Morse came 
up to town. 

Among the letters he found awaitinor him was one from ''The 
Progressive Club." The Progressive Club was a peculiar sort of 
institution. It had been started some years before, for the purpose of 
spreading the views of intellectual democracy among tiie more educated 
classes. Its arena was not very large, to be sure. The club consisted 
of twenty-four members, of whom half were chosen from within and 
half chosen from without the House of Commons. Among the latter 
half women were eligible for election, and there were, in fact, several 
ladies in the club. The propaganda was carried on in a very easy and 
unpretentious way. The club dined together several times in each 
session and discussed the political topics of the hour. As regards 
principles there was not usually much opening for controversy. It 
was a case of preaching to the converted ; but on expediency, detail, 
the time when, and manner how, and so forth, often very animated 
discussion took place. There was no speech-making; the members 
sat round the table after dinner and each gave an opinion on the pre- 
scribed subject in turn. The club Lad no Used habitaiion. It ranged 
among a few chosen hotels and restaurants in the winter and spring, 
and it expanded to the Ship at Greenwich, or the Star and Garter, 
Richmond, in the summer. One of its fundamental principles was 
that no member must hold office in a Government. The mere fact of 
his taking a place in an Administration disqualified him. Morse had 
been a member of the club for some years, and had then been dis- 
qualified by his acceptance of a place in the late Gt)vemment. Now 
he was again a member, having been elected at once — or at least on 
the flr<at vacancy, when his colleagues and himself went out of office ; 
and just now everybody was saying that he was about to be disquali- 
fied again. The letter Morse found awaiting him was an invitation to 
attend a dinner of the club that very day. 

"All right," Morse said to himself. *'As well there as anywhere 
else; better there, perhaps, than anywhere else. The sooner it is 
known the less trouble there will be. I don't want to be 'sent 
for.' " 

It was a Sunday ; and the dinner of the club was appointed for that 
day because it was thought that the coming week would probably 
bring forth some important political combinations, and the club wanted 
to discuss them beforehand. The particular subject set down for that 
evening's discussion was " The Duty of a Radical under the Present 
Political Conditions." It was the title of the subject that decided 
Morse on going to the dinner. The club might not, perhaps, be very 
important as a political organization ; but some of its members were 
men of undoubted political capacity and position. One or two were 
men who would assuredly ^i)ect to be called upon to take part in an 
Administration formed by Morse. So Morse resolved that he wo^ild 
keep out of the way of any of his political acquaintances until he bad 
sidd his say at the dinner of the ProgressW© G\\x\>. 'aa'<«w5\!^\i»"'>^ 
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loDged to call on Eooridi. He knew she was at home. He thought 
perhaps she wouM expect to see him. If she knew that he had re- 
turncq to town, he thought she would be disappointed if he did not go 
to see her. He would have dearly liked to tell her first of his fixed 
determination. She would understand it, he knew, he well knew. 
Tet it did not seem to him as if he ought to go to see her, as if be 
could go to see her. Not one word oif love had ever been spoken 
betweeu thom. He might have gone to nee her now as well as in other 
days, and no one would have thou^^ht anything about it. But he 
could not go. To do so would not be in accord with that code of duty 
he had prescribed for himself, and which had been tacitly understood 
between them. He knew that things were not now as they ha«l been 
bt^fore those days in Lyndf.»rdshire. He knew that he had come to 
think far too much about her; and the terrible thought, half fear, half 
certainty, that she had come to think too much about him, was aUays 
present in his mind. "No," he said to himself, "I'll not see her 
again, unless chance should throw us together in the ordinary way— 
FU not go to see her." 

He read a heap of letters and papers, and he saw no one. Then he 
felt weary of reading and went out into the Park. It was, as has been 
said, a Sunday ; the time was now not Ions; past noon. It was a fine 
cheery winter day, and a soft sun seemed almost as if it were moulded 
into a bank of golden cloud and mist. The Park was full of people; 
not merely fashionable people of the Row, but eager, excited groups of 
unfashionable persons as well. Morse looked with curiosity at each 
group and scene as he passed it Here there was a Salvationist preach- 
ing to his crowd, and calling on them to arise and be converted ; there 
a social democrat harangued his little group, and denounc^ the 
political and social laws which make the working-man and the work- 
mg-man's wife and daughter the victims of the capitalist. In another 
place a Peace Society lecturer held forth on the horrors of war, and 
called on all who loved the peace and prosperity of their native land 
to oppose any and every Minister who strove to drive the country over 
the precipice and iuto a great continental struggle. Here and there a 
republican orator dilated on the luxury of Courts, and made special 
reference to the Civil List and the misery of the poor. Under the 
trees the question of Mr. Bradlaiigh's election was vehemently ex- 
pounded and fiercely argued. Far away the smart pedestrians in the 
Park were beginning to pace their formal monotonous promenade. 
The preachers, orators, and audiences were nothing to them. The 
preachers might have been preaching, the orators spouting, the 
audiences wide-mouthed listening, for successive Sundays in many 
years so far as they were concerned. They would have seen, perhaps, 
that something was going on, but they would never have taken the 
trouble to ask or to think about it, or what it meant, or what it was. 
This impressed itself upon the mind of Morse as he stood to hear what 
one of the speech-makers had to say. "Are we n^t still the two 
JDatJDns?"he asked himself, "just the same as when Disraeli wrot« 
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'Sybil'? The nation wMch amuses itself ; the nation which works 
and suffers." 

Few men could be less egotistic or self-conscious than Morse. It 
did not occur to him while he was standing on the verge of the crowd 
that he was a conspicuous public personage, and that some one would 
be sure to recognize him. He was for the moment not in the politi- 
cian's mood. He liad become a dreamer again, and he was meditating 
vaguely over the prospects of tliese two nations settled side by side, 
and yet to all appearance divided hopelessly in interests and feelings. 
Suddenly he heard his name called out ; first by one voice, then by 
another, and then by the whole crowd; and he soon saw that the 
crowd was swelled by another crowd, and yet another. In fact, he 
found himself surrounded by a great throng, the centre of a large 
popular meeting, and the meeting was shouting as with one throat for 
him to address them. 

Morse had no more reverence for the digidty of statesmanship than 
Macaulay had for the dignity of history. He did not see any reason 
wh3' a man who had once been a Cabinet Minister should not speak to 
a meeting of his fellow-countrymen in the open air. Without troub- 
ling himself to think about the matter, he accepted the invitation, 
mounted the extemporized platform, and foimd himself delivering a 
speech to a Sunday meeting in Hy<le Park. 

He had the eloquence of char purpose and strong straightforward 
utterance, with a certain flavour of the emotional, and even the poetic, 
which lifted him from the conventional and the commonplace. 

" Desist from the denunciation of the richp" he said ; ** they can't 
help being rich any more than you can help being poor. You don't want 
them to give you any of tlieir money ; you would not tai<e it, I hope. 
You are poor, most of you, but you are not paupers or beggars. What 
we want is a better system; abetter adjustment of burdens; more 
freedom to help ourselves ; more room ; more light ; more air ; more 
elasticity. We want a policy which shall not be the policy of the 
placeman and the partisan. We want to have the people of these 
countries thought ot and cared for, in the first place. I am sorry it 
the Eastern Question is not all right ; but I am much more soiTy for 
the condition of things in the East End of London. That is my 
Eastern question. The Greeks have my sympathies ; but England's 
business just now is with the unemployed poor here, at home. 
England's prestige f Yes ; I long to see England's prestige made to 
fhine to all the world — the prestige of a nation with all its classes 
united, industrious, and happy. 1 long to see Kngland crowned with 
glory ; the glory of honesty, happiness, and peace ; a prestige of which 
the light shall shine for the guidance of all the rations of the earth." 

The whole crowd took up the full meaning of liis words and cheered 
tumultuously. Masterson, haranguing his own little group under 
some distant trees, his long grey locks floating in the wind, found 
himself all but deserted, and stopped in the middle of his oration to 
ask what was going on. He was told that ^i. '^ot^i^ ^^)& %^^\^ivs\*^ 
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the people, and was declaring agninst foreign wars; aud Maslerson 
would have liked to run and kiss Morse's feet. He did indeed bring 
his speech to a speedy close, and hastened to where he was told Morse 
WAS speaking ; hut hy the time he got there the speech was over and 
Morse was gone. 

That eveninur the news was all over London that Morse had been 
addressing a public meeting under the Reformers' Tree in Hyde I'ark; 
and elderly politicians wondered what the world was coming to, and 
dowagers shook their heads and declared that they felt so sorry, oh, 
80 very, very sorry, for poor dear Lady Betty ! It must he such a 
grief to her, they said ; but then they added that they always exfjected 
something of the kind. You can't marry a man like ihat^ a republican 
and a democrat, and Heaven knows what else, without having to 
suffer for it. Some hoped poor Lord Germillion would not come to 
know of it ; and others asked. Would it not be well to write to him 
at o"ce, and tell him of it, and see whether something could not be 
done? 

Meanwhile Morse, wholly indifferent to what the dowagers and the 
elderly politicians might be saying about him, made his way to the 
quarters of the Progressive Club, 'i'he club held this day's njeeting 
in a great new gloomy -looking hotel. Members of the club did not 
dress for dinner ; a fact which rather disconcerted Lady Deveril, who 
had recently been elected, and who was proud of her arms and 
shoulders. Lady Deveril had had a quarrel with the Dames of the 
Primrose League, and suddenly found herself a convinced Radical. 
She was understood to be engaged in the production of a political 
novel ; and she had succeeded in getting herself elected to fill a vacancy 
on the roll of members of the Progressive Club. This was her first 
day of dining with the club. 

There were three ladies present this day besides Lady DeveriL 
There was Lady Constance Ark low, daughter-in-law of a great Whig 
peer, the heaviness of whose Whig dogmatism was believed to have 
driven Lady Constance into incurable Radicalism. She had a rather 
mannish air of inde|jendence, a sallow face, a habit of wrinkling up 
her eyes, and a generally humorous look. Not that she was in the 
least bit humorous. She took life rather seriously. Lady Constance 
was revolutionary in everything; no institution was sacred from her 
regenerating curiosity. She was the authoress of a work on " Poly- 
gamy and Polyandry in Civilized aud Uncivilized Nations," which 
was understood to treat its subjects in a cool, scientific sort of way. 

Mrs. Reginald Falconer was an advocate of woman's rights; but 
she was entirely unlike the woman's rights' advocate of the conven- 
tional type, the caricaturist's pattern. She was a pretty, bright, win- 
some young woman; a slender creature, who prattled so pleasantly 
and arthssly, and got off such smart and shining little epigrams, that 
she might have beguiled even an old bachelor into a momentary weak- 
ness for the cause she so bcwitchingly advocated. Mr. Piercy, the 
iscientisty alone was proof against her arguments and her fsiscinations. 
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•• I doa't see the use of giving children sweets overniojht in order to 
give them a black dose in the morning," was bis somewhat gruff reply 
to Mrs. Falconer's sweet appeal. 

She turned away with a shrug of her shapely shoulders to groet a 
more hopeful convert. 

The other lacfy, with the face of an enthusiastic St. Monica, \vas 
Mrs. Gage, who had a seat on one of the metropolitan school boards, 
and who had become known to the world by her persevering advocacy . 
of a scheme for the amalgamation of all the churches into one, on 
the principle of general and equal compromise, each giving up a little 
of its own belief in consideration of a similar surrender made by every 
other. When Morse came into the room Mrs. Gag^ was earnestly 
endeavouring to induce Father St. Maurice to admit the principles on 
which she based her scheme. He listened to her with a sweet, com- 
passionate patience, which was in itself an interesting study. 

There was a little flutter when Morse entered. " The hero of the 
hour," murmured Lady Deveril; and she had sympathetic inquiries to 
make concerning dear Lady Betty, which rather irritated Morse. 
There were also some inquiries for Mrs. Ken way. It had been 
rumoured that Koor^li was to be elected a member of the Progressive 
Club. A woman said to enjoy the confidence of the coming Prime 
Minister demands some consideration. The mention of Koor^li's name 
grated upon Morse still more. He escaped from the subject, and 
congratulated Lady Deveril upon having, metaphorically speaking, 
exchanged the reaping hook for the sword, and upon having given up 
the mild pursuit of "copy" in fashionable drawing-rooms for the more 
exciting study of politics. 

The men of the party mustered stronger than the women, and were 
all more or less figures in London life, and liable at this crisis to 
attacks from interviewers. Perhaps one of the most influeniial'persons 
was the editor of a great daily newspaper. A flash of something more 
than interest passed over his imperturbable face as Morse nodded to 
him. But he only strobd his beard reflectively, and began talking 
to his next neighbour of a volume of memoirs that had lately come 
out. He never hunted for information, though he got it earlier than 
any other editor in London, but waited, like the spider in his web, 
concealing his rapacious instinct under a sort of literary priggism. 
He wrote biographies in his leisure hours, and had started a school 
of doctrinaires^ who wrote biographies, too, and laid down the law on 
everything. 

Two younger sons were in the party, each of whom had gone into 
training for office, and both of whom had got so far as to be actually 
in the House of Commons. Foreign affairs gave Lord Albert Folger 
his chosen field. Lord Albert regarded the world as his artichoke, to 
be devoured leaf by leaf. Wherever there was a war he hurried to the 
scene of battle. If an insurrection broke out anywhere. Lord Albert 
Folger was a spectator of the progress of events as quickly as steamer^ 
train, horse, mule, camel, or ostrich could carry \i\m \iO \^^ «^\», '^x'^ 
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moment some new man 8tarte<l up in foreign politics anywhere, Lord 
Albert went for liim, was introduced to him, compared views with 
him, and came home and talked about him in the House of Commons, 
and wrote about him in the newspapers. He was well acquainted with 
Arabi Pasha, had had more than one conversation with Mr. O'Donovan 
Rossa, and tried to cheer up the latest hours of Louis Hiel. He made 
an effort to get to speech of the Mahdi in the Mahdi's lifetime, and 
got as far as Dongola, when he was mistaken for a French renegado 
aud stopped and sent back to Cairo. 

Lord Albert had lately become a devoted adherent of Morse and 
his fortunes, and saw himself, in anticipation, Under-Secretary for 
Foreign Affairs, with his chief in the House of Lords — master of the 
situation, as Lord Bt-aconsfield describes the holder of so enviable 
a position. He was particularly anxious to see Morse to-^ay, because 
he hoped to get from him, in an indirect way, some idea as to whether 
there would be time fur him to run to Athens and see how things 
were really looking there, before anything serious was done iu 
Parliament. 

The Hc»nourable Stephen Sinclair, a young man with one of those 
saturnine countenances which express a lofty contempt for all things 
created, had gone into training iu a different sort of way. He was for 
mastering facts and figures. He had amassed the greatest amount of 
inaccurate statistical information acquired by any living man. There 
was no subject open to human study or even human fancy on which 
he had not figures to give. His knowledge was offensive. He was 
only happy when he was showing people that they were all wrong 
about everything. Since he came into the room he had accomplished 
two gratifying feats. He had put Mr. Piercy into a passion by endea- 
vouring to prove to him that he was utteily mistaken about a scientific 
question, to the study of which Mr. Piercy had devoted about half his 
life; and Mr. Piercy was sixty- four, while Mr. Sinclair was only 
twenty-six. Then he addressed himself to Lady Constance Arklow, 
and made her almost cry by insisting that the figures on which she 
had founded the greater part of the theories developed in her book 
were altogether erroneous, and by giving her what he assured her she 
would find to be the right figures, and which would prove to demon- 
stration the very contrary of all that she had asserted. After this 
Mr. Sinclair bounced briskly about the room, putting out people's 
theories here and there, as if they were so many candles he was sent 
to extinguish. 

There was a Scottish professor, whose principal political theme wai 
proportional representition, and who commonly demonstrated the 
simplicity and clearness of his system with a lucidity which made 
unfortunate listeners, trying their best to understand it, become 
possessed with the fearsome idea that they were getting softening of 
tlie brain. There was a man whose theme was India, of which he 
regarded England as a mere dependency. There was an advocate cf 
peace, a handsome^ grave man, with a lull white beard and moustache^ 
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and a face which reminded one of some portrait of a Venetian senator, 
and suggested tliat its owner ought to be attired in black velvet. Tlie 
business in life of this ))olitician was to write treatises and make 
speeches on the wisdom of universal disarmament, and the establish- 
ment of an international council, composed of one delegate from each 
of the nations of the world, civilized and uncivilized alike, for the 
settlement of all disputes. He had convinced himself that the Great 
Pyramid was intended to be regarded as the centre of the earth, and 
be therefore proposed that the council of all nations should assemble 
at its base. One incidental blessing which he ho[)ed to bring out by 
his international council was the adoption of an international language. 
He justly argued that as the council swelled in numbers, and began to 
receive delegate alter delegate from the various peoples and tribes, it 
would be found that some of the delegates did not understand what 
others were saying. It would, therefore, be needful to adopt some 
common form of discourse, and each delegate as he returned to his 
home would naturally teach this language to his own people. The 
result would be the gradual institution of one tongue common to all 
the nations of the earth. He sometimes admitted, with a sigh, that 
he did not expect to have this great object accomplished in his life- 
time. 

The dinner was held in a great bare room, with a painted ceiling 
and a good deal of ornamentation and tarnished gilding about it ; but 
at the same time an air of sumptuousness was displayed in the hot- 
house flowers and the table appointments, for the Progressive Club 
prided itself upon being in advance of seasons and upon the rec^^erM 
nature generally of its repasts. 

The club appointed each day a chairman to preside at the dinner- 
table and the subsequent discussion. The choice this time fell on Mr. 
Weatherby Cutts, a person of great promise it was understood, who 
had just been elected to Parliament. Mr. Weatherby Cutts was from 
the provinces, but had now settled himself and his family in town. 
He was a big, florid man, rather what the Americans would call fleshy 
than fat. He was provincial of the provincial in his manners. He 
was argumentative, dogmatic, aggressive ; a man evidently determined 
not under any conditi«)ns to be done by anybody, and who was still 
under the impression that all London had entered into a conspiracy to 
do him. His great ambition was to live in London, and at the same 
time to show to all Londoners how utterly inferior they were in every- 
thing to the people of the great provincial town from which he came. 
Mr. Cutts had long been accustomed to carry all before him at the 
school board and in the town council of his native city, and he would 
have given evidence of this habitude if he had been suddenly intro- 
duced into the midst of a congress of great ambassadors, a conclave 
of cardinals, or what Napoleon promised to Talma, a pitful of kings. 

Mr. Cutts bullied the waiters a good deal during the dinner ; and. 
indeed, ho occasionally bullied the guests as well, if they showed any 
inclination to express any satisfaction wilb. llciQ ^^^ \u ^V\Ot\ 'v^w\^^ 
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were done in that hotel. Mr. Gutts would not allow any such expres* 
sions of approval to pass without loudly making it known that t^i«s 
sort of thing might do in London, hut it would not bo endured in 
his native town. One moment of fearful crisis came. The hill of fare 
spoke of asparagus with tl)e roast, whereas the waiters were handing 
round sea-kale. This was a clear case for the dignity of the chairnmn 
to assert itself. Mr. Gutts summoned the head waiter; he would not 
condescend to express his remonstrance to any mere underling. The 
head waiter came and stood meekly ; his head a little on one side, and 
inclined towards Mr. Gutts, a listening attitude with deference thrown 
in. Mr. Gutts sternly asked why one vegetable was in the hill of fsire 
and another on the tables. The head waiter did not know ; supposed 
there had been an alteration made. 

** By whose authority, sir ? " Mr. Gutts demanded, with folded arms 
and knitted brows. •* By whose authority ? That is what I want to 
know.** He looked round the table triumphantly, as if to say, ** Now 
you feeble Londoners can see what manner of men we are in my town, 
and how slight is the chance of any one getting the better of us." 
•*By whose authority," he a^iain demanded, "was this change made?" 

The head waiter timidly suggested that it might have been by the 
authority of the manager. 

** Send the manager here, sir, instantly — instantly,** Mr. Gutts said 
in loud and appalling tones, and he struck both hands down upon the 
table. 

" Is it really worth while?** Father St. Maurice softly interposed, 
gently shrugging his shoulders. His feelings towards Mr. Gutts were 
beginning to be very much like those which a thoroughbred Arab 
steed might be? 8upp{)sed to have towards a noisy, lumbering, big- 
footed dray horse, or a Damascus blade to a piece of rusty iron hoop 
with a cross handle put to it and thus converted inro a weapon. 

"Another burden added to the cares of life," murmured Lady 
Deveril plaintively ; •• the diflBculty of providing people with some- 
thing to eat. The game season is on certainly, and one doesn't need 
to take refuge in calt^s head as a novelty; but who can blame an hotel 
manager for backing out of asparagus at £4 a bundle." 

"Well, it is pretty certain," Morse interposed good-humouredlj^ 
"that we shan't get the asparagus now; and, perhaps, it is hardly 
worth while having a conference with the manager.*' 

Mr. Gutts shrugged his shoulders more emphatically than St. 
Maurice bad done ; threw out his hands, and flung himself back in his 
chair with the manner of one who would say, " If you poor people 
really like to be done, why, have it your own way; I don*t want to 
protect you against your will.*' 

There was a good deal of general talk about the late elections, the 
grouping ot parties, the tripartite formation of the new House, the 
tactics of this or that member of a Gabinet supposed to be on its last 
legs, or of an understanding arrived at between leaders of different 
Uciiouai of a threatening note, addressed by the Prune Minister to 
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the antagonistic State, which it was thought would precipitate war ; 
of the chances for and against a Liberal Ministry, — all this discusse<i, 
with a good many veiled references to Morse, who, however, at this 
stage did not enter much into the political conversation, but devoted 
himself principally to the ladies of the parry. 

Something was said about Masterson, and certain rumoured socialist 
anti-war demonstrations. 

** I shouldn't be surprised at anything Masterson might do — short 
of dynamite or the dagger. I think he would draw the Hue there," 
said Lord Albert Folger. 

•'Don't yon admire himl'* exclaimed Lady Constance Arklow, 
looking round the company generally. ** I think he is perfectly 
splendid ! ** 

** He's a plucky fellow, but he is a lunatic," said Mr. Piercy. " I 
suppose you'd call his lunacy enthusiasm ? " 

** Enthusiasm is the spur which the gods use," put in Father St. 
Maurice's liquid voice. 

"Enthusiasm is the curse of the individual or of the nation," 
growled Mr. Weaiherby Cutts. "It leads to prison in the one case, and 
to taxes and trade depression in the other." 

" Oh, I sympathize with the enthusiasts," said the pretty womanV 
rights' advocate. " They are laughed at by their generation and deified 
by all succeeding ones. Isn't it so, now ? It's like genius, don't you 
know. Ah," she sighed, " I'm an enthusiast myself. I wish that I 
were a genius too." And she beamed on the editor. 

'* We should none of us mind being tarred with that brush," cheer- 
fully replied the man of letters. 

"Well, but don't you think there is something glorious in the idea 
of a great nation rising up in battle ? " Lady Deveril asked, reverting 
to the original topic. "I mean, of course, in a rightful cause. I 
should not like England to go to war in a wrong cause ; but then, 
the right, you know — when one sees the right — oh, I do think it is 
80 delightful; it is like the Crusades all over again. I adore the 
Crusades." 

*' When England joined in the Crusades," Father St. Maurice said 
seriously, " she had a national faith. She could pray for light, and 
she could believe. That true Christian faith she has long lost. When 
she finds it again she will be able to know what is a rightful cause, and 
light will come to her to show her where and when and how to strike." 

"I haven't any patience with the true Christian's proprietary 
interest in faith," cried Mrs. Gage, an odd gleam lighting up her St. 
Monica face. " Why should we be immortal ? Why must we have 
souls ? Why ? Because we can think and feel ? Because our emo- 
tions are wonderful ? So is the fiame of gas ; but the flame goes out, 
and there's an end of it." 

Mr. Piercy nodded his head distinctly, but he screwed his cynical 
lips more tightly together. He did not condescend to lend his scien« 
tific authority to the support of Mis. Ghige's ar^t!Ki«i[i\;&, 
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'* I am sure T have tried to have a faith," Lady Deveril scud, with i 
melancholy look upwards and a sigh. ** I have been at ever so many 
iiicetiDg.>< of the 'i'heosophical Society, and I am a member of the 
Si)ciety of Psychical Research. Vm bound to say that I found a great 
deal of ' copy ' there, but 1 didn^t find much else. I've tried so many 
things,*' Lady Deveril said plaintively, **a8 dear Lady Betty can 
testify, Mr. Morse; for she too had something of my thirst for experi- 
ence, though she didn't look at it altogether from the point of view of 
the higher life— the artbtic higher life, you know. I'm not thinking 
of Mr. Laurence Oliphant — ^I only hope that politics may bring me 
more satisfaction than the rest — and be more profitable. It is the 
duty of a writer to study everything," emphatically pursued Lady 
Deveril, after a little pause, during which she took breath and fixei^ 
the editor's eye. ** I spent half an hour to-day talking to a coster- 
monger — getting at his point of view. He had such a donkey. I'd 
h^ve bought it if I could have kept it on the leads. The ambition oi 
n.y life has always been to drive a donkey cart out slumming— a 
point of sympathy, don't you see. But unless you understand their 
language, it's very hard to make them go." 

*' Gome back to the war ; that's the point. Are wo going to have a 
war or are we not?" said Mr. Weatherby Cutts. . 

*'0h, I suppose there can't be much doubt that we are going to 
have a war," some one promptly answered. 

" Very well, then. Now, I wan't to come to the point at once. K 
we are to have the war, who is going to carry it on? Is it to be left 
in the hanils of the Tories ? I for one say, no, no ; emphatically no. 
If the thing must be done, I say, let us do it. Kick them out at 
once, and let our chaps come in ; that's business." 

The dinner came to an end at last ; the waiters left the room, and 
now the real conversation, the business of the evening, was to set in. 
Mr. Cutts, as chairman, endeavoured to give a tone of his own to the 
whole proceedings. He set about opening the business in a formal 
speech which promised to be of some length, and displayed the style 
admired in his town council. The honorary .secretary, Mr. Grewell, 
mildly interposed. Mr. Cutts stopped and bent down to listen. Mr. 
Crewell exjilained that it was not the habit of the club to make formal 
speeches. The proceedings were usually conversational, each member 
giving his or her opinion in turn, and remaining seated while speakinor. 

"Oh, indeed 1 that's your way here!" Mr. Cutts observed. "AH 
right. It don't seem to me a good plan ; " but he stopped his speech 
abruptly and submitted to the queer ways of London. 
. ** Perhaps I may be allowed to say, for the information of new 
members of the club, and our chairman among the rest,'* the honorary 
secretary blandly observed, ** that it is usual on such an occasion as 
this — I mean after a general election, or during an important political 
crisis — to ask if there is any member who has any reason to believe 
that he or any other member, also a member of Parliament, is likely 
soon to cease to belong to the club. Of course we do not expect indis* 
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creet disclosures; but where a disclosure may be properly made, I 
think I am warranted in saying that the club would be pleased to 
receive it at the earliest possible moment — in fact, that one of the 
objects of the club is the elucidation of |)olitical problems by meana of 
such informal disclosures. Of course, if confidence is desired, confi- 
dence will be absolutely preserved." 

There was a general cry of " Hear hear," and all eyes were turned 
on Morse. 

"We expect our chief to give us some infoTmation," said Lady 
Deveril softly, but yet in a tone which was distinctly heard all over 
the table, and she turned her soft and sentimental eyes upon the hero 
of the moment. 

There was a pause; a general silence; a straining of anxiety. 
Morse looked suddenly up and saw that every gaze was fixed on him. 
'* Ladies and g«'ntleraen," he began, with a smile 

" Now fur it/* Lord Albert murmured, and his eyes sparkled in 
anticipation of the happy moment when he should be invited to 
become Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs with his chief in the 
House of Lords ; wiien he should, in fact, be master of the situation. 

" Of course," Morsie went on, " I can*t affect to misunderstand the 
meaning of what our friend, Mr. Ore well, has just said. I am all the 
better able to understand it, because I had once before the same sort 
of appeal made to me in this club." Cries of " Hear, hear," and loud 
applause. ** Then I answered the appeal in one way ; now I have to 
answer it in another." 

" In another I " The words ran from mouth to mouth. There was 
a hush of brfathless anxiety and expectation.. Lady Deveril's face 
grew pale and full of consternation. Even Lady Constance Arklow, 
follower though she was of Masterson, wrinkled up her brows in a 
disturbed manner. The editor tried to look unconcerned. Father St. 
Maurice looked deeply interested. The man who made speeches on 
universal disarmament smiled benignly. Perhaps with that exception, 
in spite of all acknowledged principles, there was not a person present 
who had not in his or* her heart hoped that Morse would seize the 
opportunity made for him. All had expected some sort of diplomatic 
avowal of a change of front on the part of the Radical leader— refer- 
ence to new elements set in motion by the elections; the altered 
aspect of the situation ; the true statesmanlike duty of yielding to the 
wish of a people constitutionally expressed, an allusion to Lord Pal* 
merston's change of attitude, or Mr. Gladstme's, or somebody's, as a 
precedent and justification for a like proceeding on the part of a states- 
man now. 

'* At that time," Morse continued, '* I had to say that I was about 
to become a member of an Administration then being formed. Now I 
have to say that I have no such ii.tention. I hope the club will not 
be sorry to hear that I continue to he one of its members. As things 
now stand, it is absolutely impossible that I could take any part in 
the government of this country. 1 believe, «L\i<i \ is*^'^ SX» ^'\^^ ^^ 
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deei est regret, that no Ministry could stand just now which did not 
yield to the demand for war ; and I will not yield to that demand. 
Nothing on earth shall change my resolve ; and therefore I am glad," 
be said, with a smile, ''to I e able to announce that I shall continue 
tc be a member of the Progressive Club.** 

The advocate of peace jumped from bis chair, ran round to Morse, 
and literally embraced him, and then burst into tears of sincere 
delight — the tears of the enthusiast. 

But a shadow fell upon the soul of Lord Albert Folger, and the face 
of Mr. Sinclair was dark. Mr. Cutts gas{)ed several times, but could 
find nothing to say. His astonishment beggared words. 

'' He may be wrong in his decision," St. Maurice said ; *' but he i»-» 
a man.'* 



CHAPTER XXVIL 

•*BUT MY OHILDBEN?" 

The newspapers came out the morning after Morse's explanation at 
the Progressive Club without a word or hint of the news. To be 
sure, Lord Albert Folger, who was great on giving straight tips to 
his favourite journals generally, had gone direct to the Sunday even- 
ing meeting of the Universe Club, but then he had taken care not to 
let the story get out there. He still thought it well to cling to 
Morse's fortunes ; and he was not without a hope that Morse might 
even yet be led to reconsider his determination. To Lord Albert it 
seemed well-nigh impossible that a man so near the summit of an 
Englishman's ambition should thus clip Elysium and lack his joy on 
a mere scruple about a war. The less said, therefore, for the present 
about Morse's resolve the better. Morse must not be committed too 
soon ; and so Lord Albert kept his news to himself. The news had 
dashed him, but he was not yet in despair, or even quite despondent. 

"Queen sent for Morse yet, Folger?" Colonel Merriman asked, 
with an air of marvellously artificial ease and carelessness. Colonel 
Merriman was supposed to be a contributor to a morning paper, and 
was alwa\ s on the look-out for straight tips. 

'*Not yet," was Lord Albert's answer, given in a mysterious whisper 
and with a diplomatic glance around, as if to see if any one was 
watching them. 

" But she will, of course ? " 

" My dear Merriman, she hasn't told tm anything about it. She 
hasn't sent for ttic." 

" I see, I see." And Colonel Merriman went off, satisfied that Tord 
Albert knew all about it, and was only making a confounded mystery 
of what might as well be told first as last. So he went down to his 
newspaper office and imparted the news that it was all right about 
Morse. No other member of the Progressive Club wett ary where but 
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to his home after the proceedings at the dinner had come to an end, 
and thus it happened that London learned nothing next morning 
about the determination of the Eat ileal leader not to take office, and 
not to tolerate a policy of war. 

As the day wore on the news began to get about. Some of the 
members of the Progressive Club telegraphed the story early in the 
morning to friends and constituents in the country, and so it happeaed 
that it got into the second editions of some provincial papers before it 
was announced in any London journal. The London evening papcis, 
in fact, gave it currency only on the faith of a telegram from some 
provincial correspondents, and guarded themselves against guarantee- 
ing its accuracy on the ground that there was not time to make 
inquiry in what was called " the proper quarter." 

It is needless to say that the news did not quickly reach KoorSili's 
ears. But it would not have been news to her in any case. From 
what people told her, and from what she could read in the newspapers, 
it was evident that the voice of the majority was for war, and she well 
knew that to such a demand Morse would not yield. She knew her 
hero, she thought; and she was proud of him ; proud, in advance, of 
his resolve. She was proud of having; been sometimes admitted to his 
confidence; proud of having been allowed, though eveu only once or 
twice and by glimpses, to look into ids heart; proud to have been in 
sympathy, to be still in sympathy with him. **He will forget me 
in all this," she sometimes thought. '* So much the better," she told 
herself. 

Crichton came back to London late that evening. He was in a 
state of irritation and repressed excitement. He had h' ard a rumour 
that Morse had announced his intentions at the dinner of the Pro- 
gressive Club. He had heard the disturbino; rumour in the hunting- 
field, and he had come up to town after a long, unsatisfactory day on 
purpose to see what truth there whs in it. 

KoorMi had finished her lonely dinner, and was lingering over the 
dining-room fire reading a morning paper in which there was a leading 
article about Morse. She was thinking, with an ache at her heart, of 
Morse and of Lady Betty. 

Crichton came in like a gust of harsh wind from outside. He met 
KooriiU's regrets about the poor preparation for any tolerable dinner 
with a gesture of impatience. 

**0h, never mind^ 1 ought to have telegraphefl. Anything will 
do. It was a beastly day's hunting ; no scent. I hear Morse is in 
town. Have you seen him to-day ? " 

" No," replied Koor^li. 

Crichton looked at her keenly, but asked no further questions. He 
read his letters, and began to eat his hastily prepared dinner. ** Well," 
he said, " there seems to be nothing but bad news and duns.'* 

**What bad news?" asked Eooriili vacantly. She was always 
hearing bad news. 

*^ 0^ Clumper wants money, and BouhotA 'viW.ea \Jcv»X. \Nft ^wiN^ 

15 
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oome to dinner. What the deuce is this flavoured withf Ask tiit 
cook if s)ie baa nothing better for me to eat than stuff lilce this?" 

I'he servant went out. Kooriili inquired if Crichton had seen 
Zen. 

*' Zen ia inakin<; a fool of herself over her ylllage entertainmeDti 
and poor men's club. Every one can see that Arden^ not philan- 
thropy, is at the bottom of it all. What an idiot she is to think UmI 
Arden could be taken by a woman like her 1 Eustace and she have 
fallen out, and he has gone over to Paris by himself.** 

KoorMi would have liked to know more, but Crichton was absorbed 
in the cook's new concoction, and wns in a gruff, uncommunicative 
mood. When he had fiuished he got up, not lingering as was his 
wont over the wine. 

•• I*m going to the club,'* he said, "just to hear the news. Don't go 
to bed till I come back. I shan*t be lung. And I want to talk to yoo. 
It's time we knew what we were about." 

Kooikli understood his ways, and knew quite well that he had heard 
something or suspected something which he did not choose to tell her 
as yet. It was somethinci; disagreeable to him, that was plain, and at 
the same time nomething in which he snpi)08ed her to be directly or 
indirectly concerned ; something for which she was to receive blame. 
About that she was quite clear. It occurred to her now and then, in 
a dismally humorous way, that Crichton would be disappointed some- 
times if anything in which she was concerned went quite well, and 
left him no excuse for finding fault with her. So much of self-sacrifice 
is there left, even in the very seltish, that many a man would posi- 
tively rather things went wrong and gave him a chance of scolding 
his wife, than that they went right and afforded him no such oppor- 
timity. This is a fact whereon a certain school of thinkers, who 
believe that man is concerned only for his practical personal interests, 
would do well to ponder deeply. For, after all, it surely cannot be 
but that there are men who would rather forfeit sot?i3 personal advan- 
tage than imperil a great cause, seeing that there are undoubteiUy 
men who would now and then willingly sacrifice a personal comfort 
or acquisition for the Rake of being able to grumble at their wives, and 
say, *• I told you so ; you ought to have done this ; you ought not to 
have done that ; it was all your fault ; you never will be persuaded lo 
follow my advice and my instructions." 

Eoorkli sat thinking of such things in a half-satirical, half-melan- 
choly mood. It is a trial for a wile to be misprized by the one who 
should most appreciate her ; but how much harder a trial, a temptation, 
to be misprized by that one and only too highly prized by some 
other? Eoorkli looked into the embers of the fire as she sat and 
thought ; and there she seemed to see her early Australian life pass 
like a moving picture before her. She saw her youth, her hopes; she 
saw the grey dawn atid Morse; and the fire collapsed with a little 
crash, and Kooikli gave an audible sob. She roused herself up, 
Ashamed of her moment of weakness, and she went to the window 
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and tried to look out upon the night. Suddenly the postman's ring 
sounded. The letter which was handed to KoorMi bore the South 
Britain stamp. It was in Mr. Middlemist's handwriting, and it had a 
deep mourning border. 

Who was dead ? Koorkli wondered at first, in a dazed apathetic 
way. She did not feel any thrill of terror. Everything seemed to 
matter little now: After a few moments, she suddenly came to know 
by a s.^rt of instinct, even before she had read the flimsy pages, 
that it was her stepmother who had died. Mr. Middlemist wrote 
forlornly. For the third time he was alone. The better and tenderer 
nature of the man shone out under the influence of grief. Eooriili 
was deeply touched. There was something pathetic in the appeal to 
her which the letter conveyed ; in the hinted remorse for past neglect. 
Hers was a sympathy which took fire readily. Mr. Middlemist sug* 
gested that he might find consolation for his declining years in the 
companionship of his only daughter and his grandsons. He wished 
it were possible for them to make his home theirs. He wrote in the 
full belief that Crichton, having lost his appointment, would shortly 
return to South Britain. He had heard nothing of Crich ton's ambitious 
schemes. 

KoorMi sat for a long time over the fire in the drawing-room, with 
the letter in her hand. A wild palpitating hope rose within her like 
that whirh might be felt by some storm-tossed seaman who fancies 
that he sees land upon the horizon. Oh, if Crichton would but allow 
her to go back again to her father, to take her boys to South Britain, 
and bring them up there to work for themselves, to be brave, manly, 
self-reliant! 

KoorJlli told herself that she no longer craved for joy in life. She 
had outgrown her time ; she had outworn her illusions. There was 
nothing left for her but duty. Her spirits and nerves were broken, 
and she only asked for rest. She honestly wished to escape from all 
chance of meeting Morse, and from that terribly false position which 
made her honie-life so difficult. She had put aside her dream of love 
as one bound to the working-day world must turn perforce from 
visions of an impossible heaven on earth. She feared for her strength 
to bear a^iainst the hourly fret of her chains, the constant oppression 
of that misfortune which had befallen her. She saw herself, as years 
went on, hardened, hopeless, querulous, perhaps ungracious to her 
children, deteriorated in moral fibre. For was it not inevitable that 
her standard should become lowered ? Must she not in time sink to 
Crichton's level, lower herself for very peace sake, and lose touch of 
high and noble purpose ? Could there be any worse wrong ? Oh, 
where was the right, and where the wrong? 

KoorMi pressed lier hand over her eyes. Her brain was deadened. 
Her obligation seemed narrowed down to a measure of maternal duty, 
and beyond that there was no horizon. This crave for liberty, to live 
alone with her children, was possessing her. It consumed her like a 
passion. She felt that she could not endure t\iQaQ ^\Vj \i^'^k^tvss^^<«i^ 
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could not live in conyentional intercourse wit^i Morse and Lady Bettyi 
conscious all thn time of that degrading half-understanding between 
herself and her husband. 

Slie was still sitting with her forehead bent down upon her hands, 
when Crichton returned. He came in boisterously, and she gave a 
great start and rose in a frightened way from her chair as he closed 
the door behind him and approached her. She had let her thoughts 
go wandering away to Muttabarra, to the Pilot Station, to that lone 
stretch of Australian coast which she saw as distinctly as though she 
were looking at a picture. Crichton's entrance was like the renewtd 
pressure of an incubus that had been thrown off for a little whilu. 
After breathing free air, she seemed again stifled. 

''Your Iriend Morse has ruiued the finest chances a man ever had 
in his hands,** Ktnway exclaimed fiercely, without any preliminary 
explanation. ^ He has flung away," he added with a furious oath, 
** the fortunes of a whole pai ty. He will never recover this ; he's 
gone ; he's ruined — and^^confound him, he has ruined me too I " 

KoorMi drew a deep breath ; but she did not at once realize what 
he meant; she was not seriously discomposed. Crichton Ken way, in 
a fit of anger, was to her a tolerably familiar spectacle ; and his fits of 
anger might as well be about trifles as about serious things. The ruin 
of a r arty or the overdoing of a steak — ^what did it matter ? 

** What has happened?** she asked. 

*' Don*t play the innocent. Hasn't he told you?" 

** As I said before, I have not seen Mr. Morse to-day— or for many 
days.** 

** But didn't he prepare you for this? Doesn't he write to you? 
Oh, I know I Come, out with it. Did he not tell you ; didn't he ask 
your philosophical and virtuous advice ? Are you not his Egeria and 
1 don't know what all ? Do you mean to tell me that you really know 
nothing of all this ? By God, I don't believe you 1 " 

Koorkli looked at him with more serious questioning. He had come 
close to her, and she shrank from him, not because of fear so much as 
because of repugnance. Tiiere was a repressed fury in Crichton's eyes 
and tone which did almost frighten her, in spite of the contempt for 
his tragic moods which experience had taught her. 

*' You see, Crichton, you have not given me a chance of knowing 
whether Mr. Morse did consult me or didn't," she said, in that cold 
clear voice which had the double effect of outwardly calming and 
inwardly incensing her husband. " I have no idea of what you are 
speaking. Will you tell me first ? You can be angry with mo after— 
or disbelieve me." 

Crichton glared at her savagely. But he gulped down his wrath 
somehow, and sat himself to explain in short, curt sentences. 

** Morse has refused to form a Ministry. He gave it out last flight 
at the Progressive Club. All London is talking of it. There's not a 
doubt that we shall have war — more aggressions are telegra|»hed in the 
papers this evening. A Cabinet comeicU l& called. !Nut an Enslish* 
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man with the spirit of a mouse but will stand up for war, and Morse 
sticks to his cowardly, pig-headed obstinacy.'* 

"Oh, that is all," Koor^li said quietly; but she reared her little 
frame with a gesture that implied she was on the defuusive. " Yes, 
Grichton, I knew he would do that; he told me. But he also told yoa 
and many other people, didn't he ? I heard him say it the very tirst 
day we ever dined at Lady Betty's. He spoke then so strongly 
against the idea of a war that, of course, I knew he would have 
nothing to do with it. He has been denouncing it, working hard 
against it ever since ; and he always told me he did not think it would 
be possible for any man to form a Government now who set himself 
against the war." 

'* Stuff! Things hadn't gone so far then. That was before the 
elections; before he \\9A the chance of being Prime Minister. Public 
men always say that sort of thing when they are not in power. No 
one expects them to keep to it when they get the chance of ofiBce." 

** Then did you really believe Mr. Morse was a man who cared about 
office, or would sacrifice his own convictions and principles to it ? For 
a man of the world, Grichton, I don't think you read men's character 
very well. I have not spoken much to Mr. Morse, lately about this, 
but of course I knew that he would not take office, if taking office were 
to mean carrying on this war." 

** A man owes something to his party," Kenway said sulkily. 

"A man owes something to his principles and to himself; and 
Mr. Morse is a man to pay his debts of honour of that kind," answered 
Koorali steadily.* " Grichton, I am glad ; yes — ^I am glad — and I will 
say it ; but I am not surpiised." 

" Perhaps it might throw a little damp on the fire of your joy," 
Kenway said angrily, "if you knew that your heroic friend's virtuous 
resolve is the ruin of your husband." And Grichton sat down with 
a look of despair. Indeed, there was unmistakable sincerity in that 
look. Koorii^li was touched and alarmed by it. 

" Grichton, do tell me," she said, coming up to him and laying 
a kindly hand upon his shoulder. " Has any fresh thing happened ; 
and why is this your ruin ? Our affairs are in a better state now than 
they were three months ago, when I begged you to accept the appoint* 
ment Lord Goulmont offered." 

KoorMi had almost become accustomed to hearing of their ruin, 
finding that nothing in particular came of it but that matters went on 
very much the same as before. She did not know the real depth of 
Grichton's embarrassments, and believed that, thanks to old Mrs. 
Kevile-Beauch amp's legacy, this crisis, like others, had been tided 
over. She did not realize either how rooted was Grichton's determina- 
tion to carve out a career fur himself in England. 

" Where am I to get an appointment now ? Whom have I to look 
to?" cried Grichton, in a sort of angry wail. "I pinned my faith on. 
him altogether ; 1 put all my eggs in one basket ; I have made enemien 
everywhere by sticking to him ; I have publicly couiaiUt«.d \fikN%fc^ \iai 
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bis policy; and now he throws me over I I have gone into debt; 1 
have be< n raising money here, there, and everywhere, on the certainty 
of Ins getting me a permanent apf)ointment ; and now where aniU 
He lias thrown me over; ruined me; ruined me I*' Kenwaj jumped 
up again, and began pacing wildly up and down the room. 

** But Crichton, Crichtun/' said Koorkli, her instinct of sympathy 
turned back again, '* you surely could not expect Mr. Morse to carry 
on a war which he believes to be wicked merely to enable him to get 
appointments for his friends? I am very, very sorry ; but I am sure 
I would rather starve than think of any man making such a sacrifice 
of principle.'* 

** Starve I Oh, you won't starve ; he won't let you starve ; you will 
be right enough," Ken way said brutally. His words hurt Koor^lias 
the stroke of a whip might have done. She flushed for an instant, and 
then she turned very white ; but she was determined to keep her self- 
control, and not to give her infuriated husband any excuse for insulting 
her. She did not reply for a few moments. When she answereti, it 
annoyed him that she completely ignored his remark. 

**You have many friends, Crichton; and you have talents. You 
cannot want the means and opportunities of making a living in a place 
like London ; and there is always the alternative of going back to 
South Britain." 

'* That might suit you. It would only be going back to what you 
sprang from. But I've had rather too strong a dose of South Britain. 
I should be a happier man if I had never set foot in South Britain." 
His look, fixed on her, pointed the allusion. 

A passionate entreaty rose to her lips — ** Let me go back, then, tc 
what I sprang from, and let us be free of each other ; " but she did noi- 
utter it. She was determined to say nothing unguarded or impetuous. 
The proposal which was shaping itself in her mind must . be made 
calmly and reasonably. Her only chance of having it accepted would 
lie, she knew, in its appeal to Grichton's self-interest. He might think 
it better for himself to be rid of her and her children. No ; he would 
never let Lance go. He might give her Miles. Would he give her 
Miles ? Could she leave Lance ? The questions and answers balanced 
each other in her mind, repeating themselves over and over again, so 
that she hardly heard Crichton as he went on — 

" Make a living for myself! Yes ; I dare say. I can write for the 
newspapers. 1 can do penny-a-lining perh.nps. That isn't quite the 
sort of thing I wanted. I wanted to be a gentleman, and to be able 
to live like one. Fancy how my confounded family will laugh when 
they hear of all this I I don't wonder, I am sure. I have been 
making a confounded fool of myself, trusting to that man — ^yes ; and 
to you. Do you hear ? " 

KoorMi started, recalled from that bewildering process of weighing 

Kssibilities. "Do you really believe," she said coldly, "that Mr. 
orse would have taken office if I had advised him ; if I had been 
Tdean and false enough to advise him? \io you think he is a man to 
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be put into IftivdiBg-strings in that way by any woman? Do you 
thmk bis wife did not urge him enough to put himself on the side ol 
tL^ Court and of her class ? " 

**A man doesn't care about his wife's advice," Ken way said coarsely, 
^ It's quite a different thing about the advice of another man's wife." 
He laughed cynically. 

" He would n*t have taken my advice to that effect," she said; ''and 
I would not have given him such a<ivice." 

There was a little silence. She half expected that Grichton would 
refer back to their last conversation on the subject, in Zen's house — 
the couversatlou which was burnt for ever into her memory. He had 
forgotten it apparently, and had taken her indignant protests as mean- 
ing nothing. He had gone on believing that he could still make use 
of her as a bait, even after that appeal to him which it had cost her 
so much to make. Her breast heaveid with the sense of utter loneliness. 
Bat she held herself in, and after a moment caught at this want of 
comprehension of her as a plea for superdcial dealing. She went on 
in a frozen way — 

*' You rather overrate Mr. Morse's opinion of my intellect and my 
capacity for advising statesmen, Crichton." 

*' I wasn't saying anything about your intellect, KoorMi. Perhaps, 
if it comes to that, I have no mighty high opinion of it myself. It 
isn't by their intellect that women govern men. Look at Lady Maud 
and Lord Paddington. She hasn't very much intellect ; she has hardly 
a trace of good looks left ; she is twenty years older than you ; and 
she can turn him round her finger 1 By Jove, I wish I knew her. 
She would be more use to me than you are.*' 

** I wish you did know her, Crichton ; I can be of no use to you in 
the way of obtaining appointments. It might have spared you dis- 
appointment if you had believid me in t arnest when I said this before. 
I think it is cruel and shameful of you to speak in that way." Her 
determination not to see that she was insulted began to break down. 

" You know what I me:\n, perfectly well," he said. " You know 
I don't mean anything wrong. You know 1 would cut your throat if 
I thought you were cnpable of anything wrong. But I Hon't ; luckily 
for you. That isn't your line. By Jove, you haven't feeling enough 
for it) I verily believe. But there is influence which a wife, who is 
anything of a decent ' pal ' to her husband, may lairly use for his 
advantage, without giving occasion for the slightest whisper or breath 
of scandal. Well, you didn't use it anyhow. Alter all, I don't suppose 
you really had any influence over Morse. I suppose he meant nothing 
tdl the time." Crichton laughed jeerinjly. " After all, that is more 
likely than that the Fainesia business was a plant to get me out of 
the way. You were quite right, I did give you credit for too much 
cleverness." 

'* Mr. Morse is a gentleman, and a man of honour," Koor^li said in 
her quietest tone. She was recovering her self-possession. She 
despised the man too much to feel the stin^ oi \^ ^\i%&\^^ \&.^\^\»« 
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She was only anxious now to bring this odious scene to a close as soon 
as ]x>88ible. 

'* 1 don't call it the part of a gentleman and a man of honour to 
ruin the prospects of the party and the friends who trusted to him for 
a mere absurd scruple. No matter; others may be ruined too. Let 
him see whether two can't play at that game of ruining. I may have 
my chance of revenge on your dear and scrupulous friend, Kooiili; 
and see if I don't make good use of it, that's all. Your highly esteemed 
Morse may find out to his cost some day that there are men whom he 
has injured and who can repay." 

Koor^li did not at the moment pay much attention to these \Vord8 
of her husl)and's. It did not seem possible to her that he could have 
any real purpose or means of injuring Morse. It was a common thing 
with him tu console himself under imaginary wrong by hinting at dark 
and mysterious schemes of vengeance, and Koordili had always seen 
that the threatened men and women lived long. Probably Kenway 
saw the meaning of her expression 

•* You think I can do nothing," he said, with a fierce laugh; "just 
you wait and see. I can hit your friend Morse where he will feel it 
You shall see before long. Mind — it is I who am in earnest now. 
You wouldn't help me, and you shall see what / can do. Tell Morao 
so if you like, when you confab with him next." 

" May I go now ? " Koor^li asked. " Do you want me any more? ** 

"You may go," he answered fiercely, "where you please. The 
further the better." Then he turned to leave the room. He stopped 
at the door, and said, " I am going out again, and 1 am off by an early 
train to-morrow. If anything turns up that I ought to know, or auy 
one wants to see me that I ought to see, you can telegraph to me at 
the Grey Manor." 

It was curious that, with all his unmeaning wrath against her and 
his brutal insults, Crichton Kenway assumed and knew perfectly well 
that she would look after his interests faithfully and obey all his 
reasonable commands. He knew that he could trust his life in her hands, 
even though he made her teel hour after hour the degradation of her 
bondage to him. He had no more doubt of her absolute purity than 
he had of her bodily existence. But he had a keen idea that she might, 
if she had the cra't of other women, have managed to secure something 
for him witliout any sacrifice of, at all events, her physical purity. 
Probably he spoke truly enough ; probably he would have killed her 
if he believed or even suspected that she had done wrong; but, all the 
same, he did not see why she uiight not have managed to do something 
for her husband without doing wrong to herself. In any case he was 
now wild and furious with Morse, and he knew no better way ul 
expending his fury than to pour it out on her. 

As he was going away EoorMi's voice stopped him. 

"Crichton." 

He turned again, and faced her. She had come forward to tho 
centre of the room, and stood very pale and resolute, with handi 
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clasped nervously before her, and bright dilated eyes which met his 
with a Fort of steely hardness. 

" Well ! " he asked impatiently. ** What are you looking at me like 
that for ? Have you anything else to say ? Make haste, it is getting 
late." 

** I shall not keep you many minutes," said KoorlLli, with intense 
quietness. " I have something to say to you, Crichton, which I want 
you to take seriously. I mean it with my whole heart. It is a plan 
~a proposal. I think it might relieve you from difficulty." 

" Well ! " he repeated. " You are not usually fertile in suggestions 
about getting me out of my difficulties. Let me hear this one." 

'* You said just now that I might go away — where I pleased — ^the 
farther the better. Did you really mean that, Crichton ? " 

"Oh, confound it all," said he roughly, "don't begin talking in the 
air. Fm married to you, I suppose, and I must support you ; and 
there's an end of it." 

"There may be an end of it," she said, still with that extreme 
quietude ; " and you may be relieved from the burden of supporting 
me, if only you will agree to what I ask. Will you let me go away, 
Crichton, and live apart from you? Why should we keep up this 
mockery of a union ? It seems to me a most frightful and unnatural 
thing that two people should be bound together for life who feel as 
you and I feel. I think you must almost hate me, Crichton, or you 
could not speak to me and think of me as you do ; and I have neither 
love nor respect If ft now for you. It seems a hard thing to say ; but 
it is the truth. Will you let me go away ? I don't want you to give 

me any money. I want nothing but- " and she stopped suddenly, 

for she dared not add, " my children," lest before he had time to con- 
sider the advantages of being rid of her, he might silence her pleading 
by an angry refusal. 

** Be good enough to talk common sense," he exclaimed. " What 
do you propose to do after you have gone? — work or starve? " 
I will go back to South Britain," she answered. 
And when you have got back — I suppose you have considered 
that your passage will have to be paid?— -do you intend to ask your 
stepmother's permission to make a home with her ? You were glad 
enough to be out of your father's house, and he was glad enough to get 
you off his hands. I shouldn't think he'd be so delighted to take you 
on again." 

" My stepmother is dead," said KoorMi. " Just before you came in, 
Crichton, I had been thinking of this — longing that I mio;ht go away. 
I have got a letter from my father" — she made a little gesture towards 
the written sheets which lay upon the hearth-rug near where she had 
been sitting — ** he tells me of his sorrow and his loneliness, and he 
wishes that I might be with him again — I and my children.'* 

'* Yow children ! " cried Crichton savagely. ** Are they not my 
children too? And do you think Fm going to let my boys — let Lance 
— be brought up after the pattern of Mr. Midd\ftm\«.\.*l" 
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Kooi&ll Dorvously unclasped her hands, and then laced the fingen 
again more tightly. Her large dark eyes, full of anxiety and earnest- 
ness, never left his face ; her heart was throbbing in great hammer- 
boiits. It was as though tier life — more than life to her — was at stake. 

'* Crichton,** she said, " let us speak of this matter in a gentle spirit. 
There's no use in saying taunting things. The children are yours as 
well as mine. That is the most pitiful and terrible fact in such a 
marriage as ours. You have a part right to them " 

He interrupted her. " Let me remind you,'' he said, " that Lanoe 
is just eight years old. Miles will be seven in a month or two. The 
law gives me full right." 

**Is there a mother in England who would acknowledge it?" cried 
KoorMi passionately. "What is your right compared with mine? 
I bore them — I love them. They are all the world to me, and they 
love me — my poor little boys ! " Koor^li's voice broke. After a 
moment she went on more steadily. *' I don't want to be unfair, 
Crichton, or to dispute that you have a right; but you don't care 
about the children as I do. They are only ])lay things to you — hardly 
that, for you are often impatient even with Lance, though I know you 
are fond of him." 

She waited as if for him to speak, but he kept a sullen silence. 

** Haven't you anything to say to me about our living apart, 
Crichton?" she asked tremulously. "Surely that would please you 
better than the miserable life we lead now I Indeed, I do not think I 
could live it for much longer ; it would kill me." 

She waited once more. ** Gk) on," he said again, " I want to hear 
all that you have got to say." 

** Think of it, Crichton," she went on, her voice gaining intensity, 
" think of what it has come to after all these years — that I long — that 
I pray to be released from yoii. Doesn't that speak for itself? It 
doesn't matter whose fault it is, or why it is. That's enough. We 
weren't suited to each other, and now we are hopelessly divided in 
heart and soul. Fm not excusing myself, Crichton, or putting all the 
blame on you. I think a different sort of woman might have been 
happier with you ; but there's the fact, and it's best that we should 
part. Don't let us quarrel, Crichton. Let me go in peace." 

*< Look here," exclaimed Crichton furiously. " There's no use talking 
in this way. I'll not consent to any scandal in my family ; we are 
' not used to it. If you go, it's on your own responsibility; and you 
tlon't come back again. Mind one thing," he added, coming closer to 
her, "if you do go, you don't take the children. I hold to that. You 
don't take the childron.** 

**Can you be so cruel, so pitiless?" 

"Don't you know me even yet? You shall see." 

" Do you think you are the man to bring up children well ; to teach 
my boys how to be men of honour — ^and gentlemen," exclaimed Koorilj 
desperately. 

** What do you know about gentlemen ? There weren't any gentle- 
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men in your family, were there ? I never heard it insinuated that old 
Middlemiat was a gentleman." 

"Will you let me take my boys, Criohton, my sweet little innocent 
boys, who love me? You don't care about them; you don't care 
about children. Miles is so delicate, and Lance is very young still, 
and you want to get your afifairs straight and to live in London. You 
would be glad — surely you would be glatl not to have the trouble of 
them — and of me. Oh, Crichton, if I might keep them, say — ^for even 
thiee years, and then I would be reasonable. I would not ask for 
more than was just. They would go to school, and we might agree to 
share them. They might come to me at one time, and go to you at 
another ; or you might let me have Miles altogether — oh, Crichton ! " 

She broke down now. The tears were gushing from her eyes. 
Ken way was glad. He believed that he had conquered. 

"You've had my answer. It's no! Nothing will* alter me. I'll 
leave you now to think things over," he said. " You know the con- 
ditions exactly. Go if you like, and when you like ; but when you 
close the door of my house behind you, you have no more to do with 
my children — ^you shall never see them again." 

He went out of the room, and shut the door behind him with a clang. 
Perhaps he was making the sound a sort of suggestion to her of the 
crash that would come upon her life and her affections when the door 
of his house should close behind her. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE WINTEB SESSION. 

Fabliament was called together for a winter session. There were 
troubles in the air; the fierce breath of a coming storm was felt. The 
Ministry had perforce to remain in office, as Morse would not come in, 
8nd just then no one else could. But they could not venture to get on 
without calling Parliament together and obtaining its authority. The 
great question was that of war or peace. At first, the only loud outcry 
was for war. Numbers of Englishmen everywhere were sick of being 
told that England could not fight any more, except with unarmed 
savages ; and they would have welcomed a war with any great power, 
for any purpose, or for no purpose. The Ministry in possession felt 
that nothing would strengthen their position so much as a popular 
war, and at first it seemed as if this war would be altogether popular ; 
but, after a while, an anti-war party began to make its existence 
known, and it grew more and more powerful every day. Perhaps the 
Ministry began to wish now that they had not called Parliament 
together that winter, but had acted boldly for themselves ; had gone 
into the war at once and asked for the consent of Parliament alter- 
wards. In no case had they any doubt of a great parliamentary 
majority for a war policy ; but they fearod t.\i^ ^\.\XT«i%-'^3L^ <2Jl ^sa.^^ 
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feeling, and tne possibility of inconvenient popular demonstrationn on 
either side in the large towns, and perhaps consequent disturbance. 
However, the thing was done now and could not be undone. Parlia- 
ment was called together and everybody came back to town, and a 
wint«r season set in with the winter session. Wives and daughters in 
general liked it. 

It was a tumultuous time. Public passion was fierce on both sides. 
The advi>cates of war were clamorous, and denounced all who opposed 
them as traitors, enemies to their country, and craven slaves of the 
foreigner. On the other hand, the opponents of the war had on their 
side the vast majority of the working-men almost everywhere. The 
prospect of work and wages for tiie winter was bad, and the artisan 
population were wild at the thought of the country's money being 
squandered at such a time in what they believed to be an idle and 
wicked war. It got reported, nobody knew why, that the Court 
favoured the war, and were pressing Ministers on to throw down the 
gauntlet at once, and this further stimulated passion on both sides. 
Every evening great crowds gatiiered around the House of Commons 
cheering this or that member, according as he favoured their notions, 
and groaning at others. A large number of the street-lounging class 
were in favour of the war ; so were nearly all the smaller shopkeepers , 
and in all sections of Loudon life there is a good deal of sympathy 
with what its enemies call the ''Jingo" feeling. Therefore the crowd 
round the Houses of Parliament was usually pretty well divided in 
strength, and the conspicuous member who got cheered by one set wss 
sure to get groaned at by another. It was found necessary sometimee 
to close all the great gates, and Palace Yard was literally garrisoned 
by police. Every evening it was expected that the Ministry would 
announce the withdrawal of our ambassador and the declaration of 
war. The tension on both sides was imexampled in its severity. 
London seemed to hold its breath. 

Morse was always greeted with a peculiarly impassioned demon- 
stration from both sides. If a spectator standing on the far edge of a 
crowd, the eastern verge of it, were to hear a tremendous burst of 
cheering again and again renewed, and suddenly broken in upon and 
divided by a very timnderstorm of groans,. hisses, and ferocious yells 
of hate, he might take it for granted that S.indham Morse was making 
his way into the House. Morse had been addressing meeting after 
meeting in London and in the provinces to condemn and denounce 
the war policy. He had flung himself into the anti-war movement 
with characteristic energy, and nothing but the popular force which 
he brought together, organized, and concentrated, prevented the 
Ministry from yielding to the clamour of the other side and declaring 
war at once. Morse was accepted by every one as the head and front 
of the anti-war party, which the working populations of all the great 
towns regarded as their own party. 

Masterson was very active with his democrats; but Morse kept aloof 
from any close association with that part of the agitation. We hib^<.* 
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already shown that he did not much believe in cosmopolitan associa- 
tions. He did not care much about the *' solidarity of nations " and 
other such phrases ; he did not care about fine phrases in general. He 
did not see how, as things now stand, there could be any real unity of 
feeling and aim between continental democracy and the democracy of 
this coimtry. But he had an especial reason for holding himself apart 
from Masterson's people. He had a strong suspicion concerning certain 
of the foreign confederates. Those of them who belonged to the 
country with which England was in all probability actually going to 
war seemed to him especially undesirable associates. He did not like 
the men personally; he did not trust them; he warned Masterson 
against them repeatedly and emphatically. Even if they were perfectly 
honest, he did not think their presence becoming in an English meet- 
ing. ** We don't understand fellows acting against their own country ; 
our people can't make it out," he told Masterson. Masterson extolled 
the noble love of humanity which set men above paltry considerations 
of nationality, and made them the brothers of all other men the world 
over, and bluntly told Morse that he was spoiled and made narrow and 
distrustful by the mean life of tlie House of Commous. Then Morse 
told Masterson, and wrote it to him several times, in order, if possible, 
to impress him the more, that he did not trust the men themselves ; 
that he believed they were nothing more or less than spies for some 
sinister purpose. 

A great meeting was to take place in Hyde Park, from which a 
monster procession was to march to Palace Yard, and Morse at first 
was consenting to be present at the meeting ; but he found that these 
veiy men were to be prominent in it, and Masterson would not give 
them up ; and Morse therefore wrote to say he would not go, ai.d told 
Masterson his reasons. Then Masterson grew cold towards Morse, and 
talked sadly and with many shakings of the head about the corrupting 
influence of Parliament and the West End upon even the finest 
characters ; and it was plain that he regarded Morse as " a good man 
gone wrong." 

"Her Majesty the Queen has been pleased to confer on Mr. Crichton 
Kenway, late A^ent-General for South Britain, the appointment of 
Governor of the Famesia Islands.'* 

So ran the paragraph in one of the morning papers, by which the 
defeat of Crichton Ken way's dearest hopes was announced to the world 
in general. A paragraph in a social weekly enlarged somewhat on the 
information, gave particulars of Ken way's career, praised his ahilities 
and qualification for a colonial governorship, touched enthusiastically 
upon the charms of his wife, and deplored the removal of so bright a 
star from the firmament of London society. Another paragraph, how- 
ever, in a paper the pens of wliose writers were tipped with gall, 
questioned the superior claim of Mr. Crichton Kenway to be provitled 
for at the country's expense, and offered dark suggestions as to the 
motive for this appointment on the part of a!iaVmQa\iXELwS\s>MAQR'<s^^vs!L-^ 
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nient, supposed to have now no priyileges beyond the creation of a 
batch of peers. The writer intimated that the appointment was due 
to the private intervention of a certain eminent Radical statesman, and 
hinted that, though the statesman referred to was doubtless actuated 
by the most commendable unselfishness, he would feel the loss of an 
Egeria whose republican sentiments harmonized so entirely with his 
owD political views. 

Lady Betty read this paragraph in the little interval of quiet between 
the departure of her afternoon visitors and dressing time. For the 
moment it did not strike her that her husband was the statesman in 
question. When it did dawn upon her, she gave a little cry, half 
amused, half vexed, and (ilanced at Morse, who was standing with his 
back against the chimney-piece, and with the troubled expression 
which had become now so habitual on his face. He looked down at 
her in surprise. 

" What is it, Betty ? Are the Jingoes still raging furiously agfun8t 
me? What is the last accusation? That I am in league with the 
dynamiters ? or that I am plotting the surrender of oiu* Indian empire? 
I know that it all hurts you, child; but you are silly to mind it." 

Lady Betty's lip trembled, and she exclaimed with a sort of childlike 
burst of feeling — 

" How can I help minding it, Sandham ? How can I help being 
made unhappy by these horrible reports ? For you won't take them— 
or me — seriously. You only laugh in that hard cynical way ; and you 
won't authorize me to contradict them, even to my own father— -or the 
Princess ! ** 

A gleam shot from Morse's eyes, and his face hardened as it had a 
way of doin^ when he was i^oved and yet determined not to break his 
sell-restraint He answered in a level tone — 

** At any rate, exonerate yourself from complicity, Betty. Assure 
your father — and the Princess, or as many princesses as you please — 
that you are quite in the dark, and that I have refused to authorize 
even my own wife to contradict these reports." 

Lady Betty looked at him doubtfully, and then straigbtened herself 
with a little air of dignity. 

"Ah, now you are angry with me, Sandham; and, indeed, you are 
not just. Isn't it natural that I should wish to take my husband*8 
})art when all the world is abusing him ? Isn't it natural that I should 
want the Royal Family, who have always been so nice to me, to think 
as well of you as they can, and as little seriously as possible of the 
dreadful republican speeches you make, and of your opposition to their 
wishes and ideas about what is best for England ? Surely I'm not to 
bo blamed for trying to smooth things over with my father? He is 
such a strong Tory and Ro} alist, don't you know, and he is bitter 
against you, Sandham, and ready to believe anything? You don't 
understand my p«jsition,** Lady Betty went on, more plaintively. 
** You don't see huw hard it is for me. You don't know how I feel 
going out this evening without you to meet the Prince and Princess. 
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And then to know that it is hecauso you have made yourself so 
unpopular, and that people don't like to have you at their dinner- 
parties because your being there might cause embarrassment or even 
iil feeliDg. I don't think you try to realize, Sandham, how terrible it 
all is for me ! " 

Morse smiled grimly, and yet his heart melted towards his wife — 
poor tropical flower, which was so sweet, fragrant, and brilliant in the 
Eunshine of prosperity, but which could not hold up its head before a 
wintry blast. 

Lord Germilion was giving a dinner-party to-night, at which Royalty 
was to be entertained. Lady Betty had been asked to preside ; but 
Morse had received a hint that in the present state of political feeling, 
when the relations between parties were so strained, his company might 
be distasteful to the illustrious guests. Morse had accepted the inti- 
mation with dignity, and the subject had not been discussed between 
his wife and himself, but there was bitterness in his heart. 

" I'm sorry for yon, Betty," he said, " sorry for your sake that your 
position to-night may not be as pleasant as when you entertained your 
Koyal friends in this house, not so many months ago. There was an 
alternative, dear, however, which did not seem to occur to you — and 
I'm almost glad it did not." 

"What was that, Sandham? Refusing to go myself? Yes, of 
course, I thought of that ; but it would never have done. The Prince 

and Princess might have fancied And, then, we owe a great deal 

to ray father, Sandham. He was very, very much annoyed when I 
made the suggestion. You see, I take my place there rather as his 

daughter than He thought that even from the tactical point of 

view it would be a mistake. You know, Sandham, I have always 
relied very much on my father's judgment." 

'•Anyhow, the point needn't be discussed," said Morse a little 
impatiently. "I'm glad on the whole that you followed your own 
instincts, Betty. And so it's settled ; and if the Royalties ask you 
whether it is true that I am plotting to overthrow them and to ruin 
England, you can only say that you did your best to find out, and 
that I wouldn't authorize you to contradict the statement." There 
was a little silence. Then he said, " But you haven't told me yet 
what * Fashion ' is saying about me." 

Lady Betty's eyes were still fixed upon her husband with a wonder- 
ing, pathetic expression. She was thinking to herself that he was 
bard to understand, and she recalled a warning given to her at the 
time of her marriage by an elderly relative, since dead, that in reality 
a gulf lay l^tween Morsw and her. Then love had seemed to bridge 
(he gulf completely, and she had laughed at the warning. Now it 
came back to her with a pang of passionate regret and self-pity. She 
knew that the bridge had given way, and that the gulf was there. 
Poor Lady Betty felt that of late everything had gone wrong, and she 
could not rightly tell how or why. It was unreasonable to think that 
a mere difference in political opinion could hold 8i^t\. «k) v^^i v^^ 
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hearts which truly loved each other. Lady Betty was not a woman 
•if deep intuition, and she was not given to analysis; but it odrae u|X)q 
her now that something subtler and stronger than politics lay at the 
root of their attitude towards each other. Six years ago they would 
have forgotten all their dififerences in an embrace. They would have 
talked over, hand in hand, any such question as that of Mursc'8 
presence or absence at one of Lord G^rmilioa's ceremomou? entertain* 
ments. It had not occurred to Lady Betty before that there bad 
grown up a sort of formality even in their eudearments* It all came 
into her mind now, and filled her with vague d/oad, mingled witb 
uneasiness and faint resentment. She felt like a frightened child in 
a dark room, and she was angry at having been brought and left 
there. What did it mean ? Was be tired of her ? Had she disafr 
pointed him? How could that be? Did not people in liigh places— 
those among whom she had been trained in the duties of her station— 
compliment her upon her social eclecticism, her tact, her skill in bringiDg 
together the members of different parties? Had she not cultivated 
these qualities with the aim of furthering her husband's interests? 
Had she ever been other than sweet and gentle ? Lady Betty could 
not reproach herself. She had a half-impulse to rise and go to him, 
and, leaning her head against him, ask him in the old caressing tone 
why he spoke so coldly and treated her with so little confidence. But 
pride held her back. With all her sweetness she was very proud. 
Hers was the pride of race, not that larger, nobler kind, which cannot 
ascribe a small motive, stnd which gives the full trust it demands. 
Then she saw with a swift jealous pang that he was not conscious she 
was looking at him. He was not thinking of her. His eyes were on 
the ground, and he seemed in a reverie. She made a little petulant 
gesture, and sank back in her chair. He looked up. 

''Well, dear, what about my latest calumniator? What has he to 
say — or she ? " 

** It is only a paragraph about Mr. Kenway's appointment," said 
Lady Betty, hurriedly turning away her eyes again ; " and there is an 
allusion to you in it— I supyjose, Sandham, it is you they mean? You 
are the eminent Radical statesman — and Mrs. Kenway is your Egcria. 
1 didn't think " 

Lady Betty stopped suddenly, and her hand faltered as she held out 
the paper towards her husband. Something struck her like the blow 
of a knife, and there passed through her a thrill of pain and anger. 
Was this the meaning of what had troubled her? 

He bent eagerly forward to take the paper, and she saw a change 
come over his face which had seemed so hard and indifferent before. 
The change was but momentary ; it might be likened to the play of 
lightning on a rock. In an instant the muscles of the mouth were 
tightened again, and the features once more set and resolute. But she 
had seen them quiver; she had seen the gleam of some sudden intense 
feeling in his eyes. 

Lady Betty sat motionless while he read the paragraph. He put 
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tbe pa|cr down again without a word. He knewthnt he had betrayed 
himself. Lady Betty's pride stood her in evil sttad then. He made 
a little movement towards her; but she rose from her chair, and 
turned away. Her face had hardened too; it was white and cold. 
She would not look at him. A rush of the keenest self-reproach, of 
humiliation, almost of agony, flooded his heart. 

" Betty I " he exclaimed. 

But for his unhappy sensitiveness, which seemed to tell him that, 
she would be ice in bis arms, he would have taken her to him. It is 
the curse of such natures that in a moment of crisis some mere cross- 
current of emotion may turn the whole tide of feeling, and the rush of 
sympathy becomes as impossible as if it were checked by a dam of 
granite. Moise could not go to his wife and kiss her doubts away. 
Argument upon themv she would, he felt certain, consider an insivlt. 
He understood her pride. He knew that her manner of showing him 
that she doubted would be to ignore the cause of her doubts. To have 
It admitted that she — Lady Betty — had reason for jealousy would be 
a cruel stab. In that half-world of feeling, where thought and impulses 
are obstacles as real as any in the material world, Morse felt like a giant 
blindfolded and bound. He had in him the strength to clear a wav, 
but he did not know where to turn, and could not lift his hands. He 
had d passionate longing to break free from restraints, to pluck away 
masks, and to face the situation ; to stand his trial — the conventional 
here, the natural there, with cold, stem, passionless duty for the 
umpire. With all the sense of hopelessness, revolt, and impatience 
of shams, he had no desire to shirk his obligations. He felt nothing 
but tenderness and pity for his wife, intense sorrow for the division 
between them, remorse for the share, however slight and soon repented, 
he had had in its cause. 

It was a strange moment, in which nothing was said or could be 
eaid, but in which so much was understood. Presently Lady Betty 
turned to him, her eyes not meeting his, and said in a studiously cold 
mechanical way— 

"When do the Ken ways leave London, Sandham? I must call on 
Mrs. Ken way and bid her good-bye." 

'* I think it will be soon," he answered, in something of the same 
manner. There was another short silence, exquisitely painful. Then 
he said, '* You are always kind, Betty ; and you have been very good 
to her." 

" I wanted to make thiusjs nice for her," said poor Lady Betty. " I 
don't know quite where Famesia is," she added, in a cold voice and 
with a sort of simulated interest; " and I suppose one ought to condole 
with Mrs. Kenway on having to leave England ; but all those places 
have hot climates, and she was brought up in the tropics — isn^t it? 
and must feel the cold, so I don't suppose she will mind the change so 
much — as I should. It's getting late, Sandham, I must go and dress." 

She went towards the door. He opened it for her, and aha ^%«i(^ 
thix>ugh without looking at him. 
16 
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The paragraph was right. It was through Morse's instnimentality 
that Grichton Eenway had again heen allowed the opportunity of 
accepting or refusing the Farue^ia appointment. Gk)vemorship8 are 
not things to go begging, and so Lord Couimont had felt. But the 
Ministers were not averse to gratifying the wishes of an opponent by 
whose grace they remained in power. There is much revolvilig of 
wheels and pulling of strings even in minor political affairs. 

After he had definitely announced his determination not to try and 
form a Ministry, Morse saw Grichton at his club, and told him that, 
though a post in the Golonial Office was out of the question, the chaDce 
of going to Farnesia was still open to him. Grichton dissembled his 
rage, but his manner gave Morse a new insight into the cause of poor 
Koor^lli's unhappiness. Morse detected the false note in Gricbton's 
somewhat effusive expressions. The savage gleam in his eye could not 
he hidden; and the man's whole demeanour made Morse think of 
a Syrian jackal he had once seen shaking with suppressed fury, but 
not daring to show his fangs. It gave Morse an uneasy feeling. For 
the moment be regretted the turn events had taken. Oh, that it bad 
been possible for hiin to remain KoorMi's friend — ^to watch over her 
welfare in England ! He cut short an artful digression of Ken way's 
which had lor its object the gaining of some political information. 

*' We shall know nothing till the House meets. In the meantime 
you'll think over this suggestion and decide by to-morrow. In your 
own interest I should advise you to try Farnesia ; it may lead to som^ 
thiug better by-and-by." 

be was moving off, anxious to close a distasteful conversation, 
hut Kenway detained him. My answer mi^ht be given now, Mr. 
Morse, but perhaps I'd better talk it over with my wife. Anyhow 
you have my thanks — ^and my gratitude. I don't pretend that I 
shouldn't have preferred something else to Farnesia, but one can't 
always have what he prefers. Isn't it so ? " 

Ken way's malign furtive gaze dropped before Morse's quick glance. 

" Yes. Life is a question of compromise. Good-bye." 

" You are almost a stranger to us now," exclaimed Kenway. " How 
is that ? Koor^i bade me ask what we have done that you so seldom 



come near us." 



Morse knew well that Koorkli had sent no such message. A sicken- 
ing feeling of disgust rose within him. 

" The elections are my excuse," he said. " Please make my apolo- 
gies to Mrs. Kenway. I shall do myself the pleasure of calling befcrs 
long." He turned away, with a somewhat ceremonious gestme of 
leave-taking. 

*' Damn himi " muttered Kenway below his breath. 

Morse did not call at the hou^e yet, nor did he write to KoorMi 

about the impending change in her life. She was not consulted by 

her husband « ither. His manner to her since the scene in which she 

bad begged fidr freedom had been gnifif, distant, almost unbearable. 

He teemed to wish that she shouXd \3Lud«t*\«cA ^xit^ lot ^V that he was 
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master. She knew nothinor of the affair till he told her, in no very 
agreeable manner, that he had decided to go to Farnesia, and that they 
would sail shortly after the meeting of Parliament. She made no pro- 
test. Was it not what she herself had urged ? 

She read the paragraph which had caught Lady Betty's attention, 
and her cheeks burned and her heart throbbed with pain. It was 
time that she went away. 

The date was fixed now. Crichton was busy with his arrangements. 
The Grey Manor was let, and soon the London house would be let 
also. In the meantime, Crichton was taking advantage of his oppor- 
tunities to get as much hunting as he could, and, with a view to some 
distant future, cementing his interests iu Lyndfordshire. 

KoorilU remained in London. She felt dreary and solitiry. Her 
mourning exempted her from gaiety. She refused invitations. It 
seemed as if the star of the once-brilliant Mrs. Crichton Kenway had 
sunk below the horizon. She never saw Morse. It struck her some- 
times as strange that Lady Betty did not ask her to luncheon or dinner 
as of old. Then she remembered the cloudy political prospects, and 
Lady Betty's uneasiness and alarm and horror of republican tenden- 
cies. Perhaps she was not giving luncheon and dinner parties now. 
KoorMi could not help wondering, however, whether there could be any 
other cause for this cessation of intercourse. 

One bright hour in Koorili's life about this time was scored by her 
visit to the house of Lord Forrest. The extreme of Lord Forrest's 
concession to the principle of social intercourse was his invitation of 
one or two ladies to luncheon, and he sent through his son such an 
invitation to Koorkli. Lord Arden called for her and brought her to 
his father's house. There was at first something Khauderhaft to 
Koorilli's mind in the aspect of the large lonely house. It looked as 
the palace of Prince Brefifni, in the Irish story, might have looked 
when the false and fair princess had deserted her home. But the 
sweet and gracious courtesy of the occupant soon dispelled this gloomy 
feeling. Only three sat to luncheon — Koorkli, Lord Forrest, and 
Arden. Lord Forrest had to KoorMi a petting and soothing manner. 
He seemed to be in symathy with her — she could not quite understand 
bow or why. His voice had a caressing tenderness ahout it, as if he 
was of opinion that she was somehow misprized, and that he wanted 
to try to make up to her for it. His manner breathed the spirit of the 
line in Goethe's immortal ballad : *' Was hat man dir, du armes kind, 
cethan?" "What have they done to you, you poor child?" How 
have they wronged you who ought to care for you ? It was, perhaps, 
only Koorali's own sensitive and excited fancy which made her put 
this sort of interpretation on the chivalrous courtesy of an old man 
who would have been courteous and chivalric to a milkmaid ; but she 
could not help believing that his way of receiving her and welcoming 
her bespoke something of a special sympathy. In her present mood 
she was so much touched by it that she could hardly keep the tears 
from coming into her eyea now and then. ^\i^ "w^a ^X.^*^'^^ \asss^ 
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more by kiodneAS than by unkindness. IJDkindness froze ber; th< 
touch of sympathy alone dissolyed the congealed emotions of her bosom. 

Lord Forrest showed her his pictures, bis curiosities, his abundHut 
family relics. Tbere was something wondrously fascinating to the 
Australian woman in the unbroken connection of the past and the pre- 
sent wliich these family relics preserved and illustrated. One must be 
bom of a new country in order quite to understand the feeling. The 
sword that had stricken at Agincourt; the crucifix that had beeu 
pressed to the dying lips of an ancestral Crusader on the plains of 
Sharon; the mailed glove that had rusted on Bosworth Field; the 
horse-pistol wbich had been last discharged at Naseby; the plume 
that had been drenched in the blood and mire of GuUoden — ^such 
embodied memories as these made Koor&li's pulses tingle. Republicaa 
and democrat as she was she could not but see that there is a roman- 
tic, a picturesque, a poetic side to the theory of an aristocracy and an 
ancestry; and that what our forefathers have done for us we may, 
despite of Ovid's Ulysses, sometimes call our own. 

" This is a great country,'* she suddenly said, with an involuntary 
burst of emotion ; " one must see that." 

" It was a great country," Lord Forrest sidd, •' when it was a 
country with a principle." 

** There are Englishmen with a principle now," KoorMi began in an 
excited way ; and then she suddenly stopped. She thought she saw 
Lord Arden's eyes turn quickly on her. 

** Heaven forbid that I should say no," Lord Forrest answered. 
" But they do not, such men, usually seek public life ; or, if they do, 
they soon find that it does not understand them. But, my dear Mrs. 
Ken way, I don't mean to fatigue you with our politics here ; I want 
you to tell me something about your Australian colonies. Are your 
people really going in for dividing South Britain ? " 

Then he began to talk about Australia, and Koor^li was surprised 
at the freshness and accuracy of his information. He told her that in 
his youth, when he had some thought of becoming a practical poli- 
tician, he had had a conviction that an English statesman ought to 
make himself acquainted with the real condition of all England's 
colonies and dependencies, and that for that reason he had travelled 
through India, Canada, Australia, and all the colonial tertitories of 
Great Britain, and that he had tried to keep up his acquaintance with 
them ever since. 

** But it has been of little use to me," he said, with a melanctioly 
smile ; " and of no use whatever to any one else. Mine, I am afraid, 
has not been a very useful career." 

** I think it a pity," Koor^li said impulsively. " You might have 
been a great man." And then she blushed and thought she was be- 
coming far too effusive. 

"Why do you say that?" Lord Forrest asked. **You have no 
reason to form so good an opinion of my capacity. Who told you?" 

KoorAli could not resist the kmdVy Vm.i^T\o>Msckft9a oS. laia tone. She 
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answerrd as a child might have done. "Mr. Morse told me yoa 
might have had a great career.*^ 

•* Ah ! " Lord Forrest said. ** That was kind of him. I value his 
good opinion. I admire Mr. Morse.*' 

** So do I," KoorMi sai<i fervently. 

"We represent the two utter extremes of political faith," Lord 
Forrest went on; "hut I respect his convictions, his sincerity, and 
his capacity. Only I think he undervalues the strength of the forces 
against which he has to struggle. He is ahout as mui h too far in 
advance as I am, they tell me, too far behind. He will be wrecked 
some day; but, then, he is young — in my sense quite young — and he 
can swim ashore and live to try the sea again ; and, if he is like other 
politicians, he can learn how to trim his sails and so catch the benefit 
ot every passing breeze from whatever quarter it may blow." 

" Mr. Morse is not like other politicians," Koor^li protested with 
spirit. 

" You think not ? Well, so do L Therefore he will bo wrecked." 

" A man must steer a. certain course sometimes," KoorMi said, 
*' even though he runs the chance of being wrecked. He must steer 
to save a sinking ship, whatever the risk to himself." 

Lord Forrest looked at her with kindly eyes. " You have put your 
illustration well," he said. Then he changed the subject, and showed 
her some volumes of letters written by certain of his great ancestors. 

An hour or two passed pleasantly away. Lord Arden did not talk 
much. He left his father and Koor&li to do the talking between them. 
He wanted to bring them together; be knew if they were brought 
together his father would be attracted by Koor&li, and he was looking 
out for a time when the protecting presence of such a man might be 
of some service to the wife of Crichton Kenway. He was well con- 
tented with the apparent results of his kindly experiment. Lord 
Forrest positively insisted that Koor&li must come again. 

The old man came down the stairs and out into the hall with her. 
When she was saying good-bye, he took her hand in his. 

" In the old days," he said, " a gentleman — when there were gentle- 
men in England — took leave of a fair guest after this fashion." He 
raised her hand to his lips, and his white moustache brushed her glove 
ever so lightly. Then he bade her good-bye ; and she got into her 
carriage. Arden opened the carriage door for her, and closed it when 
she was in. 

" How do you like my father ? " he asked, as he leaned on the car- 
riage window. 

" Oh, of course, I like him I I revere him," she said impetuously. 
**' But that's nothing ; every one must feel like that for him. But I do 
hope, oh, I do 80 hope, that he likes me." 

** Yes ; he likes you," Arden said. " You have a friend in him if 
ever you want one. I know my father." 

** I know you both," Koorili thought as she drove away, and her 
eyes were wet. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

'^THB INSEPARABLE 8IOH FOR HER." 

Evert one was talking of the expected war ; wondering when it was 
to break out. Many were impatient because every now and then it 
eeemed to banc; fire. Women in drawing-rooms chatted of it with 
light heart, and wished it would begin at once, in order that they 
might be amused, 'inhere much talk, too, of the coming popular 
demonstration ; of the meeting in Hyde Park and the procession to 
Palace Yard. Many elderly men in the clubs were of opinion that the 
only way to deal with the whole affair was to plant a few cannon 
somewhere on the line of the procession and sweep the whole rascally 
crew away. " Put them down, sir I put them down I " That was the 
only |>olicy. Men in the clubs were furious against Morse for the 
encouragement he was giving to these unwashed scoundrels, sir! 
" That's what comes of your colonial republicanism, by Jove t " 

One day, to Koor^Ii's surprise. Lady Betty came to call upon her. 
Koor^li had given her up; thought that for some reason the acquaint- 
anceship was at an end. Lady Betty looked pale and a little anxious. 
Her manner, in spite of its bright frivolity, was constrained. She did 
not talk in her former fresh and frank way. She had nothing to say 
about the discomfort of bein^ the wife of an unpopular public man. 
She said very little about her husband. The conversation turned 
chiefly on the current gossip of London ; social rather than political 
After a wiiile. Lady Betty began to make inquiry about the climate of 
Farnesia, the society of the place, and the social duties of a governor'a 
wife. 

" I have always thought I should rather like a position of that kind, 
if it didn't take one away from England and friends and all that," 
Lady Betty said vaguely, " There would be no complications, don't 
you know. No tiresome politics and pocialism, which is all very 
amusing until it gets serious. And, then, it is so nice and so easy to 
niake people happy. One has only to give plenty of parties and 
remember faces and say pretty things to the right persons." 

Lady Betty sighed. It flashed across her that perhaps it was not 
always so easy to say the right thing when one bad to deal with 
exceptional temperaments. She was a little impatient of exceptional 
temperaments, and fine theories and princi|>Ies, and romantic fancies 
and emotions. She did not care for all that kind of thing, except as a 
picturesqne background to pleasant life in the best society — ^the life 
of a model hostess, an affectionate wife, too well bred not to take her 
husband's devotion for granted. 

La<iy Betty's good breeding had the effect of saving her some Forioua 
heart pangs. She could not admit herself to be in a position of rivalry 
with any woman. Such a consciousness might fester in her mind, and 
3n an indirect way influence her chacaet^r a.iid her actions ; but sh6 
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would only recognize its existence when impelled against herself to do 
80. If, as now, site suffered through it, she would refuse to believe 
seriously in her suffering. She had not crushed her sudilenly aroused 
jealousy of Koor^li by any effort of will, any strength of magnanimity. 
She had left it behind her in the depths she had sounded for a moment, 
and had risen again to the smooth surface and sought the shallows, 
determined to venture no more into troubled waters. Nevertheless, 
there was some suppressed agitation in Lady Betty's way of looking 
at and speaking to Koor^li — something which had never been in her 
manner before. Sh« got up presently, and Koor^li rose too. 

*' I won't say good-bye to you, Mrs. Kenway, because I am quite 
certain to see you a^ain before you leave for good." 

"Let us say good-bye now," answered Kooi^li, an impulse seizing 
her. She took Lady Betty's hand in hers. "I may not have an 
opportunity again of telling you — of saying how much I value all the 
kindness you have shown nie since I came to England." She stopped 
for a moment. The eyes of the two women met. Lady Betty did not 
bend forward and kiss her friend, as she had often done so readily be- 
fore. " I pray that you may be happy, Lady Betty — you and youi 
husband." 

Koorkli's voice trembled a little. She longed to say, ** Oh, cling to 
him, Lady Betty; make yourself everything to him now; trust him ; 
be generous to him — and to me." With the quick instinct of a woman 
who loves, Kooi^li took in the whole sad situation— the division 
between husband and wife ; the utter Inability of the one to make any 
response to the other's need. Her own heart cried out in passionate 
sympathy, but no words would pass her, lips. Lady Betty, in her 
fashionably cut mantle, with her pretty smile that no disappointment 
could dim, her charming chit-chat, the outcome of a narrow experience 
that had never ranged beyond courts and drawing-rooms, seemed to 
her at that moment the last woman to whom she could make such an 
appeal ; and so the two parted with the usual conventional platitudes 
and expressions of good-wilL 

A feeling of restlessness came over EoorMi when Lady Betty had 
gone. She could not sit in the house. Something oppressed her. 
She wanted air and space and freedom to breathe. The afternoon was 
closing in. She put on her cloak and bonnet, and went out. Within 
doors sometimes the winter darkness and solemnity of this great Lon- 
don, with the roar of traffic sounding as from a distance, gave her the 
sense of being in a tomb, and the bustle and noise of the streets, the 
hurrying crowd, and the lights and life of the shope were at once a 
stimulant and a relief 

It was bitterly cold. The winter had set in with unusual severity, 
and, though as yet there had been no snow fall, the ground was frozen 
hard. KoorMi walked on quickly till hhe reached Hyde Park, and 
then, turning away from the frequented paths, struck into one of the 
quiet walks on the west side of the Serpentine. There always seemed 
to her a curious picturesqueness about thia i^\i ol \)ti!& ^^^ ^^ca 
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liked the old gnarled trees, the long vistas which seemed to end a^< tKa 
horison, the grey aiist that chitig to everything, and through which 
the moving Hgnres looked like shrouded ghosts. The melancholy 
suggestiveness of it all touched some poetic chord in her nature. She 
sat down on a liench hy the Serpentine for a few minutes. The sua 
was setting — the round red ball smking slowly, with no roseate glow 
surrounding it, but getting gradually duller as the mist covered it, like 
the eye of some wounded Titan glazed by the dew of death. There 
was a light hoar-frost on the ground and on the laurel bushes, and the 
network of nuked twig and bougli showed black against the steely sky. 
The frozen water looked like a sheet of dull glass of the same tone as 
the mist and the sky. Now a gas-lamp was beginning to twinkle here 
and there. The scene was dreary and yet pathetic, aud the looeliness 
(•eemed intensified by the roar of the invisible city. At intervals a 
figure stepped out of the fog, passing by where she sat. One with a 
stately swaying walk seemed to step forth more decidedly than the 
rest ; and as she rose to move on homeward again, it halted abruptly 
belore her, attracted by her involuntary exclamation. She had recog- 
nized Morse. 

He had come out in the same mood as she herself — ^the expression 
of his face told her that. When she saw and knew him, a kind of 
terror seized her, and she would have hurried on, but it was too late. 

** Mrs. Ken way 1 " he said. They shook hands. Her hand was cold. 
They looked at each other through the gathering darkness. For both 
the moment had a world of meaning and of misery. Soul and will 
struggled. There was no pressure of hands ; only the merest con« 
ventional shake-hands. At that moment a little gust of wind swept by 
and blew up the d« ad leaves, and some drops of sleet fell, 'i'he even' 
ing had changed. KooiMi shivered, more from nervousness than from 
cold. 

" There's a thaw coming," Morse said mechanically. " Why are 
you out at this hour ? " he asked, turning upon her ; *' in this damp 
place, and so far from your home ? It is not good for you — ^you who 
have never known an English winter." 

" I'm going homo now," said KooiMi submissively. " I wanted to 
walk — to have some air. And I like the cold grey look of everything. 
It's so dififerent from anything I've ever seen before. It's more 

poetic " She stopped, and gave that hard little laugh he had got to 

know. '* We talk a great deal about our fine scenery and our wonder- 
fuJ sunsets, Mr. Morse," she went on, bravely taking up again the 
part she had laid down for a moment; '*biit I have seen a wonderful 
sunset to-day, and it seems to me that England is the land of sur* 
prises, and that it is Australia which is tame." 

He smiled in an absent way. There was pain in the smile. ** Well,* 
he ^aid, " you are going back again to your tropical sunsets.** 

** Yes," she answered nervously ; " very soon. I ought to thank 
you— for " 

'*i^c»," he interrupted harshly. "Don't," There was a short 
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rilence, and he resumed. " The elections are over, Mrs. Ken way, you 
see, and my prophecy has come true. I can do nothing for my 
friends ; and I don't suppose tiiat to-day there is a more unpopular 
public man in England than myself." 

** You don't care?" she asked timidly. 

"Care — I? Not a jot." He laughed. "But my wife cares; and 
my father-in-law cares ; and my friends care ; — all, except, perhaps — 
you." 

" I care very much that you should reap the reward for patriotism 
and disinterestedness," she answered softly, and felt that she had 
uttered a mere platitude. 

He laughed again in a chilling way. " Oh, rewards of that kind 
belong to a better world, don't they say? Duty is its own reward 
here. Doesn't an insaue wish come over you sometimes that you 
miii^ht break the images and knock down the altars ? " 

She was silent. A sob seemed to choke her. They had been 
walking on. The wind was blowing stronger now, and the sleety 
shower fell more thickly. They had nearly reached one of the gates 
at the Bayswater side. 

** Will you put me into a cab ? " she said presently. 

"Certainly." 

He signed to a hansom, and put her in. When he had given the 
driver the direction, he lifted his hat without a word, and the cab 
drove off. 

Koor^li leaned back with the despairing sense of one who has 
watched the treasure most coveted float by, and must not stretch forth 
a hand to stop it. Morse had said nothing about seeinu; her before 
she left England. He da: ed not trust himself or her. He would not 
bid her good-bye. 

Morse turned again into the park, and tramped on along the broad 
walk, heedless of the now drenching rain. The sudden change in the 
night seemed to harmonize with that flash-like meeting and with his 
new mood. The mist, the thick masses of smoke-like clouds, the 
leafless boughs of the trees tossed wearily by the gusts of wind, the far 
horizon-line of lights on either side, the rain streaming against him — 
darkness, shadow, and light, the great, vast dun sky over his head, 
all taken together in their effect, wrought a strange, wild, sad moment 
of emotion in him. He slackened his walk and looked over the lonely 
Bcene, and with the half-poetic egotism which is in certain moods in- 
separable even from natures that are not selfish, he seemed to feel aa 
if the winds, and lights, and shadows, and the sombre skies above him, 
were symbolic of his own life, his long-vanished youth ; the years 
that were darkening round him, the storms of the future already 
heard approaching, the lost hopes and fond illusions of the past. To 
what had it all come — his struggles, his successes, his futile ambitions, 
even his very love of country and his longing for the welfare of its 
peopla — to what had it all come ? Was it not now every day brought 
more and more directly, remorselessly, into \iia tcaxA >i)a»X \:a >i36^ 
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missed the one thing he would have held most dear in life ; that it 
was still there within sight and reach of him, hut as unattainable aa 
though divided from him by impassable mountains or by death itself? 
Q*he grave could not remove it from him more utterly than it was 
removed. For a moment his heart failed him and gave way. He 
came to a dead stand in the middle of the vast, dim, lonely |iark ; 
came to a stand, and looked across the scene and up to the sky ia 
which no faintest light of star was to be seen. Then he flung his 
right arm wildly up, and a sudden cry, an inarticulate, convulsive 
bui-st of emotion came from him. It relieved him ; it roused him. 
He looked quickly around in all directions and peered through the 
mist, fearing he might hnve been seen by some curious eye. There was 
no one near. One shouM have been very near to see him and his action 
on such a night. Ko sound was to be heard but the roll of distant 
carriages and the rattle of far-off cabs. If he had been seen — the 
great tribune of the people, the strong man, the leader of democracy ; 
if he had been seen to come to a sudden stand in the centre of Hyde 
Park, and fling up his arm like a man in a melodrama ; if he had been 
heard to utter a cry of passion or pain, what would people have said? 
Morse found grim amusement in the question. It was not likely to 
occur again very soon he thought ; it had not happened before. Yet 
he took account of it ; it showed him something in himself of which 
he had not had full perception up to that moment. It gave him pause. 
It was as when a man who has hitherto lived in unbroken health, un- 
comcious of the very existence of lungs and digestion and so forth, 
suddenly finds that some power or nerve or faculty has failed him; 
has failed him once, and may therefore fail him again and again. He 
is not dismayed ; he will not make too much of it; but the thing has 
happened, and is a new and au ominous experience. So Morse felt 
about his sudden outburst of emotion. 1 hen he set himself against 
the wind and rain, got his hat firmly on his head, and strode forward 
in the direction of Park Lune— to all outward seeming just tbe man he 
was before. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

MASTERSON AT HOME. 

Morse was not a little surprised one morning to receive an early visit 
from the young foreign Envoy who has been already mentioned mora 
than once in these pages. 

** You are a man much pressed by affairs, Mr. Morse," he began, in 
English which was remarkable clear, and for the most part correct, 
although strained through the sieve of a foreigner's mental translation. 
" So am I. You may be sure when I come to take up your time it is 
not for the prunes, as Frenchmen say." 

"I am glad to see you," Morse answered. **I should be all the 
more glad if I could think tkat 70U QaxcL<& ^ «ee me ; I mean for the 
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sake of seeing me and having a talk. But, of course, I know you 
don't.** Moi se and the young Envoy had taken a liking one to the 
other, and both knew it. 

** Ah ! we are far too busy, you and I, for long friendly talks. We 
have to leave that to happier men. No ; I have something to say to 
you ; something for your particular hearing. Well, I was at one ot yom: 
friend Masterson*s meetings last night. I like to see things for myself, 
and so I went down. It was far away in the East End. I know yuu 
like Masterson ; and for your sake I wish him well, although 1 cannot 
have any sympathy for a man who could think of putting himself at 
the head of an anarchist mob whom he is pleased to call ' the people.' 
However, that is not the point. The point is, that I think I recognized 
among his foreign associates two or three men whose faces are familiar 
to me." 

" Yes ? " Somehow Morse seemed to know what was coming. 

" Tea ; I think they are men who are or were employed in the 
service of our secret police." 

Morse might well have exclaimed, '* Oh, my prophetic soul I ** He 
listened without interruption, but with the deepest attention and even 
anxiety. 

" I think so ; yes, I think so. Now, I do not know why these 
men were there or why they should not be there ; I do not know if 
they were there on their own account, or were commissioned for some 
purpose to go there ; I know nothing ; I shall not make any inquiry. 
1 am here a special envoy for one single purpose ; with one mandate. 
I concern myself about nothing else ; I should have no right even to 
ask questions about anything else. 1 only tell you this in the thought 
that if you desired you mi^iht give your friend a caution. Of one 
thing I am profoundly assured — that my Government have no wish 
to injure him more than he is already injuring himself; they care not 
for him as a man, and think not of him. I am equally convinced that 
they have nothing but the hi^ichest consideration, respect, admiration 
for you, Mr. Morse. In putting you on your guard!, therefore, and 
enabling you, perhaps, to put him on his guard, I cannot be crossing 
any purpose of my Government, if any purpose there is. But you 
must remember I am taking a bold step ; it is a responsibility ; and I 
ask of you the utmost secrecy, consistent with your taking thought 
for yourself and giving your wild-heaied friend a caution." 

" What possible object could your Government have— " 

" Perhaps they have not any ; or, perhaps, they only wish to be 
well informed. Perhaps these men were sent to watch some of our 
Nihilists, whom your people obligingly shelter here in London. I 
cannot say ; I do not know ; I do not even try to guess. Now I ask 
pardon for having disturbed you, and taken up some of your time 
perhaps for nothing; nothing at all. The gracious Lady Beity is 
well, I hope ? Is she yet in town ? No ? " 

Morse did not try to bring the Envoy back to the subject of their 
c^rnversation. He knew the attempt would \)ft >\SQ\fisa\% k Wh ^vs^^^ 
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of coiiversatioD on general snbiects were interchanged, and then the 
Envoy took his leave. 

Morse felt deeply grateful for the kindness which had been shown 
by this singular waniing. It seemed to him likely that the foreign 
police agents, if they were such, were sent over to watch the doings of 
continental anarchists and Nihilists, rather than with any view to 
Mastei-soti's agitation. Still, if it was the fact, as he had himseU 
alinady suspected, that some of Masterson's associates were not tlra 
revolutionary agitators they ])rofessed to be, but were actually in the 
employment of a foreign police, it was of the utmost importance that 
Masterson should have warning of it. There was no time to be lost; 
it was not a matter for letter- writing or telegraphing, *'I must go 
myself; I must find Masterson, and tell him at once." In less than 
five minutes from the departure of the Envoy, Morse found himself at 
the door of Masterson's house. 

The house in which Masterson lived stood in a great sombre street 
which had been fashionable in its day, and that day was rather recent. 
Fashion, however, had suddenly receded from it, and already it waa 
being assailed at its extremities, as human bodies are, by the first 
evidences of entire decay. Shops were beginning saucily to appear 
under the entablatures of what had lately been private dwelling-houses 
of stately and forbidding aspect. Masterson's house was a large heavy 
building with a. great absorbing porch. Its broad flight of steps 
brought at once to the mind a picture of well-calved footmen running 
uf) and down and at each ascent knocking portentous double knocks. 
No footman now lifted that solid knocker of ancient bronze; no 
carriage stopped in front of that door ; nor was the door ever opened 
by any pampered menial in livery and powder. The door, indeed, 
stood partly open when Morse reached it ; and he was in some doubt 
whether he ought to knock or to walk boldly in. Not knowing, how- 
ever, where to go il he did walk in, he knocked, and waited for an 
answer. No answer came, and so he knocked again. Yet no answer- 
ing form appeared ; and then he pushed the door a little more open, 
and entered a great stone-fiagged hall. The hall was without carpet 
or rug of any kind, and echoe<i dismally to every tread of Morse's feet. 
Vast stone staircases mounted upwards, but Morse felt some hesitation 
about venturing on an ascent into the unknown regions above. Ho 
had some dim recollection of Masterson's study, a small, or compara- 
tively small, room — none of the chambers in that mansion were really 
small — on the ground floor at the back. He made for this room, and 
found it. Its door was open ; and on looking in he saw ample evidence 
of its still being used by Masterson as his study. There was a huge 
desk of antique and inconvenient form ; there were two or three aged 
and decrepit chairs, on which, apparently, no one was expected to sit, 
for they were heaped and stacked with blue-books and newspapers. 
There were pens and ink-pots on the desk ; and there were pigeon- 
holes crammed with letters, many of them on foreign paper and in 
foreign languages. There were iievjs^tvv)^^ «!03kSs^ Ssk^ q^u. drawen 
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- -newsj^pers, many of which gave out that queer, damp, musty acent 
which is exhaled hy the journals that come to us from India and other 
parts of the East. 

Morse shook his head sadly as he noticed that there were various 
specimens of weapons scattered here and there, and many models in 
plaster and cork of the most approved fashion of street barricade, with 
f)amphlets containing instructions as to the readiest way of fashioning 
yoiir barricade out of the simplest materials, and the materials most 
nearly at hand. There were two or three specimen hooks which at 
lirst puzzled Morse not a little. They were not much larger than 
ordinary button-hooks, but they were sharp of edge and keen of point. 
One, however, guided him as to its explanation, for it was lying on a 
tittle pamphlet or treatise in French which professed to teach the 
construction and use of the implements most serviceable for the 
sudde.3 cutting of the reins of cavalry horses, and thus placing the 
riders of the steeds at the mercy of a people rising in their wrath and 
their majesty and their might. From a hasty glance at a paper lying 
open on the deak, Morse saw that some association or other had been 
offering a reward for the best design for some implement which could 
enable the aforesaid people in the same state of uprisen and righteous 
anger to twist by one single sudden wrench the bayonet of despotism 
from the gun-barrel of despotism's hireling, the soldier. 

Morse's heart sank within him at the sight of these evidences of 
preparation for " the revolution." But his heart only sank because he 
looked on them as mere evidences of the infatuation into which his 
old friend was dropping deeper and deeper every day. He did not 
attach the sli«zhtest importance to them as proofs of any deep-laid 
revolutionary plot against which it behoved society to be on its guard. 
Morse had not the slightest faith in Masterson's revolution. He had 
no faith in it, and he was not afraid of it. He justly thought that he 
understood the temper and the feelings of the English working* 
classes on the whole much better than Masterson did ; and he did not 
believe that there was among them the making of a political or social 
revolution ; at all events as yet. It had occurred to him more than 
once that if England were to be drawn into a great foreign war by a 
Minister who was supposed to be acting under the influence of the 
Court, and if England were to sustain one great defeat to begin with, 
a sudden republican revolution might be the result. But even in that 
case he felt convinced that poor Masterson's melodramatic preparations, 
his treatises on barricades, and his weapons for cutting bridle-reins 
and twisting bayonets, would count for next to nothing. 

Meanwhile nobody appeared to be coming, and Morse thought it 
about time to invite some attendance. The best thing, he supposed, 
would be to ring the bell in this study of Masterson's. No movement 
could be more natural certainly ; but in this instance no movement 
could be less practicable ; for the bell-rope had long since fallen down, 
and was lying in a dusty little coil near the chimney-piece^ looking 
like a snake that had jubt crept out o{ a dxiaVVAXi m XXm.^ *vfik ^^ ^^ 



246 ''THE RIGHT HONOURABLE.'' 

the ghost on a hearthrug. Morse was thinking whether it would not 
he well to go in lor the melodramatic after a fashion in keeping with 
the place and its suggestions and shout, *' Hallo, house there!" after 
the wa]ps of the imitation Elizabethan stage. He heard voices every 
now and then upstairs ; the voices chiefly of women, and sometimes, 
as it seemed to him, the wailing of children. The house was not 
de!<erted; that was one comfort. Was he to shout? Was he to 
mount the stairs and explore for himself? Was he to go away and 
write to Master^on and ask him to appoint an interview somewhere? 
While he was debating those questions, finding the situation at once 
odd, interesting, aud uncomfortable, he suddenly heard a hasty step 
outside, and Masterson himself appeared at the study door. 

The socialist chief seemed sur|>ri8ed and a good deal embarrassed 
at the sight of Morse. Morse hastened to explain that he had intruded 
into the study only because he could not find any one to direct him 
where he ought t*> go. 

"Yes, yes," Masterson said, still a little embarrassed; ''we are 
rather an irregular sort of household here; always more or less out 
of order, as you see— as you seel Well, and how is Lady Betty? 
And how are things going? Sit down, Morse; sit down, my dear 
fellow ; if you can find a chair — if you can find a chair." 

While Masterson was speaking he kept glancing quickly and un- 
easily at the door, as if in fear of some unwelcome intrusion. 

" Thanks," Morse answered. " Never mind about a chair; I am all 
right. I have to put in so much sitting in my life that I like to 
stand when I get the chance. No, never mind removing your papers; 
let them stay as they are. I have to go off almost at once ; I only 
came to say " 

Just at this moment the clack of a woman's shoes was heard on the 
stairs and near the door, aud in a moment the wearer of the clacking 
shoes made her appearance in the study. She was a tall, harsh- 
featured, angulir old lady, with thin white hair, and she was dressed 
in a gown of severe and unlovely black stuff. 

*' Leaving the hall door open again, Mr. Masterson ! Well, I never 
saw such a man 1 As if there were no thieves and robbers about, out- 
side the house as well as within." 

Masterson smiled a distressed sort of smile. "I am afraud, Mrs. 
Grounds," he said, " that we haven't much in this house to tempt any 
thief who happens to be possessed of a sagacious mind. Let me intro- 
duce you, Morse. This is Mrs. Grounds, a dear old friend of mine, 
widow of a very dear old friend of mine ; and she is kind enough to 
act as housekeeper for me, and try to maintain something like order 
in this house ; in which I am afraid she is not allowed much chauce of 
being very successlul." 

" No, indeed," Mrs. Grounds assented with a series of severe and 
Jove-like noddings of the head ; " you are quite right there, Mr. Mas- 
terson. What with one socialist family sick on the drawing-room 
^ooT, And a socialist baby just broxi^ht into this wicked world on thfl 
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floor above; and a colony of Nihilists, and I don't know what other 
enemies of the public peace established in the attics, and a few nio;ger 
minstrels, or persons looking like nigger minstrels, on the kitchen 
level, there isn't much likelihood certainly of my being able to keep 
order. Is this gentleman staying for luncheon, Mr. Masterson? I 
dare say he is. Or for dinner, perhaps? And there is nothing fit to 
eat in this house, I can tell you, and no time to get anything ; for the 
butcher won't bring what's been ordered before six o'clock, and it will 
be rather late for orderin^r anything else at that time." 

" No, Mrs. Grounds, don't be alarmed," Morse said, with a smile ; 
''I couldn't stay for luncheon even if Masterson were to ask me; 
which he hasn't done, I can assure you." 

'* I am afraid Mr. Morse would not care much for our style of enter* 
tainment in this house, Mrs. Grounds," Masterson said, with an effort 
to be pleasant. *' This is Mr. Morse, Mrs. Grounds, the future Prime 
Minister of England, people say." 

"Well, I'm sure, Mr. Masterson, I never said he wasn't," the good 
Mrs. Grounds graciously replied. ** I wish, sir, when you do btcome 
Prime Minister, you would do something, bring in some law or some- 
thing of the kind, to save honest decent English folk from being eaten 
out of house and home by foreign conspirators of all sorts. I wish 
you would pass some law, sir, to put Mr. Masterson, as he is a friend 
of yours, back into the possession of his right senses. I don't see 
what is the use of a Government at all, if it can't do something to 
save its friends from being beggared and brouglit to the workhouse. 
Excuse me, sir, if I talk too freely — a poor old widow woman otfering 
her advice to a great man ; but, as you are a friend of Mr. Masterson, 
perhaps you won't take it altogether amiss of me." 

** Well, well, Mrs. Grounds," Masterson tried to intervene in a tone 
half vexed, half timid, " Mr. Morse won't care to hear any more of all 
this." 

** Excuse me, sir," Mrs. Grounds replied severely, " I should leave 
Mr. Morse to speak for himself ou that head, sir, if you please. I dare 
say he knows his own mind." 

*' I know my own mind concerning our friend Masterson quite well, 
Mrs. Grounds," Morse said good-humouredly ; ** and I fancy you and 
I would agree ptetty well on the subject we have been talking about. 
1 have 8Colde<l Mr. M>»storson many a time." 

•' You didn't scold any sense into him, I'm afraid, sir ? " 

" Mrs. Grounds evidently does not believe much in yoUr revolutioa 
Masterson ? " Morse said, with a smile. 

** Revolution ? Social revolution ? " Mrs. Grounds said with a voice 
expressive of boundless scorn. " I'd revolutionize them, if I had my 
way. A pack ol lazy London louts that wouldn't do a decent stroke 
of work it they could; and a gang of dirty long-hairtd foreigners that 
come over here to escape the galleys in their own country — ^wliich they 
richly deserve I'm sure; and 1 only wish we had the gaileYs heie 
ready for them " 
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** Come, come, come 1 Mrs. Grounds," Masterson interposed, with 
knitted eyebrows and eyes that began to flash ominously. 

'* Come, come, come ! Mr. Masterson. I don't mind about *• Come, 
come, come ! ' I only wish you would say, ' Go, go, go 1 ' to the lot of 
thom. Why must they instal themselves in this house, Mr. Morse, 
I ask you, sir, as a nian who knows things and understands things? 
CanH they revolutionize without eating him out of house and home? 
Have they no lodgings of their own ? I assure you, Mr. Morse, that 
unfortunate man hasn't at this present moment a bed to sleep in. He 
has 720^, sir. He has given it up to a socialist friend and the socialist 
friend's wife — ^I only hope she t« his wife " 

** Now, now, now 1 " Masterson ejaculated impatiently. 

** Now, now, now ! Yes. I'm talking of now, now, now. I am tell- 
ing Mr. Morse of what is going on this very moment while we stand 
and talk here. Mr. Morse, I dare ^y you know that this imfortunate 
man had a fine property once, and that he has muddled it all away on 
his revolutions and his conspirators 4 and he'll die in a workhouse, so 
hewUir 

"Oh, it's all absurdity," Masterson hurriedly struck in. "It's 
nothing like so bad as that, Morse, I can assure you. My good friend, 
Mrs. Grounds, is too anxious about my interests, and she ex^gerates 
things. You see, it's this way ; I come upon a man who has gc^ and 
true ideas and who has the great gift of being able to talk to his fellow- 
men in language that goes home to them — it's a rare faculty that, 
Morse, as you know well in your House of Commons — ^and I want to 
make use of him. I set him to address a meeting in the park on the 
Sunday. Very good ; what happens then ? His employer, perhaps, 
is some wretched petty trader with all the meanness of the greatest 
capitalist about him. He sends for my friend and discharges him. 
What can I do ? I can't leave that poor fellow and his wife and his 
I'ltle ones out in the cold. Now, can I V Could you V Would you ? 
There it is ; that's the whole thing." 

"But don't they ever mean to do a stroke of work again?" Mrs. 
Grounds sharply demanded. 

" Yes ; that is a question I was going to put," Morse said. " I quite 
accept your point of view, Masterson; but, then, how will it be if 
these men get into the way of merely living on you— quartering their 
wives and their families on you ? How it you are converting them 
Irom workers into spouters first, and paupers afterwards ? " 

" Spouters 1 Paupers I " Masterson exclaimed. " I wish you knew 
them, Morse. You mustn't really judge of my fellow- workers by any 
exjDeriences drawn from your House of Commons and the dull idlers 
and bloated capitalists and heartless spouters who belong to it. There 
isn't one of the friends whom I shelter in this house who is not heart 
and soul in the people's cause, and who would not work his fingers to 
the bone rather than accept one penny of private charity or parish 
relief." 

What d^ye call this but pTivala cYion.^^'l'' l&x%, Grounds expostu- 
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iatecL And she pointed first up and then down to denote that what 
she meant hy *' this," was the occupation of Masterson's ho\ise, up*- 
stairs, downstairs, and in what used to be my lady's chamber. 

"It isn't private charity," Masterson saii, turning on her with 
flashing eyes. '* It is a i'riend and colleague who still happens to have 
a house, such as it is, and invites his less fortunate friend and colleague 
to come and stay a few nights with him. Ii Mr. Morse asks me to 
dine with him, and I go, am I accepting charity from him ?'* 

** Ah, go along," Mrs. Grounds disdainfully murmured. "I do declare 
the man is getting off his head altogether." 

''You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Mrs. Groimds; you ought 
indeed," Masterson exclaimed. 

" I ought to be, perhaps, but I certainly ain't," was Mrs. Grounds* 
reply; ''not of that anyhow. But it isn't any use talking." She 
swept in wrathful majesty out of the room. 

"You mustn't mind her, Morse; you musn't mind her," Masterson 
said, with an effort to be cheerfuL " It's all because of her interest in 
me. She is a gof>d soul." 

" Any one can see that," Morse said ; " and I am not certain that 
there is not a good deal of sound common sense in what she has been 
saying. Tell me — you said she is a widow of an old friend of yours ? 
Who was he — did I know hiin ? " 

"I don't know; you may have seen him. He was my father's 
valet ; a most faithful servant ; and he was very fond of me when 1 
was a boy. He travelled with us a good deal, and 1 may well call him 
a friend. When he married this poor woman, they bought a house 
and let lodgings there. But things didn't go well ; and he died some 
years ago. My house was empty then, and I took her to act as house- 
keeper for me ; and she has done so ever since. And of course she 
has a temper and says sharp thingK. She can't help it, you know — 
wo have all our little ways; but she is eaten up with the zeal of my 
house," Masterson added, smiling fedutly. " So I think, Morse, I must 
just let her have her way." 

" But it seems to me that that is the very thing you do not do ; you 
don't let her have her way." 

** Oh, about sheltering these poor people — these poor friends of mine? 
No, no ; I couldn't do that. That is a matter of principle, of duty, of 
friendship— I couldn't give way on that, Morse; and besides, she 
exaggerates. Yes, yes ; she exaggerates, I assure you. Tilings are 
not nearly as bad as she would give you to understand. I am not by 
any means the simple-hearted philanthropist she would make me out. 
Ko, no ; oh no ; I know very well what I am doing, Morse. I keep 
a preity sharp look-out, I can tell you. I am not at all a man to be 
taken in." 

"About that," said Morse, with a smile, " I don't feel quite so sure; 
and that just brfngs me to- the business about which I have come 
intruding on you to-day." 

" Intruding I Morse, my very dear friend, '\^\Q2Aft ^ox^V* >m» «^^ ^ 

if 
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word as that. Tou are always welcome here ; '* and Masterson spok^ 
with the graciousness of a prince doing the honours of a palace. 

'* Well, I am atraid I had oDly too good reason for suspecting that 
eome of your foreign associates are not exactly what they profess to 
be, Masterson ; and I came to put you on your guard against them. 
I hrtve good authority for what I say." 

Masterson's brow darkened. '' I think we had better not approach 
that subject, Morse. You know we can^t agree. I am in possession 
of all your views. You are a politician, and you distrust men. I 
know these men. Let us not speak on this painful subject any more." 

*' But I am bound to tell you what I have heard. You must listen 
to me. Gome, dear old friend, don't be quite so obstinate. At all 
events, listen to what 1 have to say. I have good reason for saying it** 

Masterson stiffly assented ; and Morse told him what he had heard, 
and gave him to understand that he had heard it from one who at 
least knew what he was talking about. Masterson listened with con- 
straint rather than patience until Morse had quite finished — Morse's 
story was not long — and then he broke out. 

** I was warned of this," he exclaimed excitedly. '' I may say I 
knew it would come ; I was expecting it *' 

" Expecting what? Expecting my visit and my warning?** 

" Expecting that soniebcKiy — not you, certainly, my dear Morse, but 
somebody— would come and tell me these men were police agents and 
spies. Yes ; I was warned ; but I never thought the agents of that 
brutal despotism could have got over you. No ; that I did not expect. 
And so you, even you, are a victim to their deceitfulness, and are made 
the unconscious tool of their cruelty ? " 

Nothing that poor Masterson could say could possibly offend Morse. 
He was concerned for his ruined old friend ; was anxious to serve him ; 
to save him ; and it was nothing to him whether Masterson took his 
intervention in good part or not, thanked him or reviled him. He 
listened in perfect good-humour to Masterson's wild outpourings. 

** These men themselves told me,'* Masterson went on to say, ** that 
the minions of the brutal despotism which grinds down their country 
would strive to injure them here by spreading abroad the report that 
they were creatures of its own authority and in its acciursed pay. 
They warned me long ago of this odious and futile artifice. How you 
could have been talked over, Morse, is more than I can understand. 
But you never much believed in my organization ; you never trusted 
my judgment of men; jom seem to me to have just the ordinary 
Englishman's dislike and distrust of foreigners. Of course, I am per- 
sonally much obliged to you, Morse ; and it siiows your friendly feeling 
towards myself, and all that ; but you are mistaken about these men. 
Or, rather, you are misinformed ; yon are deceived by some who have 
a motive in deceiving you. I am sorry ; I wish you could better 
understand the feelings of that brotherhood which surpasses narrow 
nationalism ; but no man keeps up the freshness of his heart long who 
sita in the House of Commona.'*^ 
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** Then my warning is quite thrown away ? " Morse said, moving aa 
if to go. 

"Not its kindness, Morse; not its kindness; that is felt and appre- 
ciated. But I can see through the crafts that have apparently blinded 
you ; and when I know men I trust them. I supp(jse it would be use- 
less for me to press you to join us in our great peace demonstration ? '* 

** Quite useless," Morse said. " I don't like some of your company, 
Masterson ; and that's the truth of it. Besides, I am not certain that 
you will not do more harm than good as things stand. If there is 
anything like a row, it will bring discredit on your whole movement; 
and any little gang of ruffians may get up a row." 

** Our movement," Masterson said, drawing himself up with an air 
of self-asserting dignity, *' has no ruffians associated with it. Ruffianism 
stands back abashed before the sanctity of the people's cause and the 
solemn march of the people's movement." 

** Yes," Morse said. " I am glad— if it be so. Good-bye, old friend." 

Masterson was soltened. He gave his hand with cordiality, and the 
friends parted. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

"the first day of liberty.* 

The heart of Masterson swelled high within him when, after a sleepless 
night, he rose on the morning of the day that was, he firmly believed, 
to begin the new era of international peace. He and his associates 
had arranged to get up a great national demonstration against the war 
policy of the Gk)vemnient and of the ruling classes generally. The 
demonstration was to begin by a monster meetinor, which was to form 
itself into a procession, representing all manner of trades and associa- 
tions of working-men and democratic urganizat ions ; and the procession 
was to march down to the House of Commons and endeavour to impress 
the Government and the legislators with a sense of the national will. 

The procession was to include foreigners as weJJ as Englishmen ; for 
was it not a demonstration in favour ot international peace, brotherhood, 
and goodwill? Masterson's much-revolving mind had been already 
in advance making schemes for a like demonstration in Paris, Berlin, 
Vienna, and St. Pettrrsburg. He proposed to put himself at the head 
of each demonstration, and to associate with him men of divers 
nationalities. It was of the utmost importance that the first demon- 
stration should be made in London, where there was no likelihood of 
its being prohibited in advance. The example of London would show 
that its object, if it were allowed to act, was only peace and interna- 
tional fraternity amouu; all peoples. If emperors and kings would bar 
the way, then emperors and kings must take the consequences. The 
true union of peoples nothing could resist. 

Masterson had been growing more fanalics^ ttiA xcksst^ ^x^axq::^ ^«s^ 
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after day. He firmly believed that be bad the wbole worting popu- 
lation of England at bi;i back, and tbat be was in good faith offering 
the Crown and the Government a last chance of a p)eaceful settlement. 
He could not think but that Ministers would recognize the strensjth 
of his nioverac^nt and the necessity for bowing before it. Should they 
fail to do 80, then his honest conviction was that by a mere demon- 
stration of the number and majesty of the people the monarchy would 
fall «nd the republic be established. He wrote letters to his friends— 
to Morse among the rest — this particular morning, and dated them, 
** The first day of England's liberty." His soul was filled with the 
greatness of his cause and of bin movement. He thought it nothing 
but a generous concession to established institutions and ancient 
political creeds which allowed to the Government and to the monarchy 
itself one other chance of existence. He vindicated this concession 
to his own mind by the thought of the strength and magnanimity of 
the people. 

" The Knglsh people are strong," he said, " and they know their 
strength ; they know, too, how to be merciful." 

Some of his more impatient followers chafed at what they called 
Masterson*s moderation. Certain of the foreign democrats in particular 
were angry with him, and insisted that there ought to be no other 
chance given to effete and vicious systems. Some went so far as to 
say that Masterson was pulling down the international flag. Masterson, 
however, was determined ; angry opposition only made him more deter- 
mined than before. 

From an early hour on the momentous day, and from all parts of 
London, crowds kept converging: upon the appointed centre in the park. 

It was a curious and chaotic gathering. Liberty and Peace had 
strange representatives hanging to their skirts. There was something 
melancholy and picturesque in the sight of the streams of poverty- 
stricken men and women that trickled through the park gates after 
the more orderly array on that grey December morning — beery, red- 
nosed old men; unkempt street loiterers, depraved and sickly-looking; 
impish gamins ; truculent roughs ; coarse women in tattered clothing ; 
wan -laced, wistful-ej^d children ; — the usual constituents of a London 
crowd. But this was in some respects unlike a London crowd; it 
faintly suggested the call of the tocsin, the Ca Ira, the slaughter at 
the barricades. 

There were many foreigners — ^wiry French, swarthy Italians, strange 
long-haired Germans, Poles, Russians, — every nationality, it seemed, 
leavening the British mob. Some looked eager and excited, some 
indifferent. Most of them gesticulated more or less. There was an odd 
babel of tongues — a good-humoured buzz, with now and then an omi- 
nous imprecation. Many women had bright-coloured skirts and shawls 
and red head-dresses, and there were red flags waving here and there. 
As a ray of sunshine broke the grey clouds, the Daring patches of 
crimson stood out in vivid relief. Some of the better-clad men wore 
tii-'Coloured scarves, and now amOi Wievi iw\^\, \jsi %ft«vi <&. \s\\isty blue 
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and red uniform. More than one mounted man wore the red cap of 
Liberty. 

Even in the main' body of the procession the foreign element was 
also distinct. This was to consist of the various organizations and 
clubs we have mentioned ; and these came along in semi-military order 
and array, generally with bands, and always with a liberal display of 
banners and gilt letters on white or blue or red backgrounds. There 
were bands in waggonettes also ; and there was a huge cart, a very 
tumbril, which bore enthroned the monster petition. But, besides the 
associations which had an obvious and direct connection with the 
movement, there were all manner of odd eccentric organizations, which 
seemed to have attached themselves to it for no particular reason 
whatever but because it was to march, and they thought they might 
as well be marching too. Not a crotchet, not a craze the human mind 
in its queerest moods is capable of, that did not seem eager to display 
itself through its representative organization there that day. One 
could understand the place of the ** Middle Cleikenwell Death-To- 
Tyrants Brotherhood;" but why the "Anti-Potato Association"? 
why the "Anti-Perforated-Postage- stamp Club" ? why the " Woman- 
Kot-Man's Master League " ? why the " Union for the Prohibition of 
Smoking by Youths of Tender Age"? why the "Sisterhood for the 
Supprest^ion of Tea-drinkiiig " ? All these, and various other equally 
important bauds, came tramping and drumming to the spot fixed for 
the start, and became part of the English people manifesting itself in 
all its majesty and strength. So, too, did a good many of the common- 
place roughs. The idle lookers-on, vast in numbers, made no claim to 
strength and majesty. 

1 he procession assembled in the middle of Hyde Park. It was to 
march along Piccadilly and down St. James's Street into Pall Mall. 
It was to traverse Pali Mall and Cockspur Street and pass into White- 
hall and down Parliament Street until it reached Westminster Palace. 
1'here arrived, it was to disregard with noble calmness the rule which 
forbids the assembling of great masses of people too near to the Houses 
of Parliament. In the name of the i)eople and of peace it was to enter, 
occupy, and fill Palace Yard. Then Masterson proposed that he and a 
certain number of the leaders of the movement should insist on having 
"an interview with some of the Ministers in the outer lobby and pre- 
sent the monster petition. That done, the Ministers were to be invited 
to come down to the entrance of Westminster Hall and see for them- 
relves whether the vast multitude outside did not amount to the 
eigDificance of a national demonstration. Of the strength of the 
foreign conting«'nt — an argument in itself — Masterson was not quite 
fully aware. The Ministers were to be solemnly given to understand 
that day after day a procession as large or lar.o;er, would come down to 
the House of Commons, and would make formal protest against the 
intended war, until the Government should declare that no war was 
intendetJ any more. There was to be no force and no intimidation; 
but the majesty 0/ thQ people was to oveivw^ \i^ \\x \s\Qt^ "^^s^^^xa 
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the petty policy of a Court and a party. Should, however, the Minis* 
ters, ill-advised, take steps to prevent the delegates of the people from 
entering the courtyard of tiie people's palace, then the responsibility 
must rest on the heads of those who met a moral protestation by 
foroefid resistance. Gome what would, tlie delegates would enter 
PalAce Yard and demand speech of the advisers of the Crown. 

The procession moved amid the bare and leafless trees of the park. 
Hasterson was on horseback. Upon his figure the eye of the spec- 
tator instantly fastened. A tricoloured s(»rf round his waist repre- 
sented in some new combination of hues universal liberty, equity, 
and fraternity. His lean nervous frame, usually prematurely bowed, 
was erect now. The long thin hair, neglected of late, almost touched 
his shoulders. The grey beard swept his chest. The whole face was 
alight with intense excitement, and the eyes had in them the gleam 
which might be seen in the eyes of a patriot or a martyr. 

As he led the march out of the park, and surveyed as well as he 
might the nature and extent of his following, he could not help wish- 
ing that the discipline of his national army was a little better sus- 
tained ; and that there were not so many roughs and street arabs and 
communistic-looking foreigners hanging on the skirts of the host. 
There were some banners flying too which even he did not greatly 
care to see amid his ranks. There were the flags of some foreign 
revolutionary clubs, the devices of which had as much to do with war 
againnt religions as with war against kings. There were men at the 
head of some of these clubs who were well-known to have publicly 
advocated dynamite and the dagger as among the legitimate resources 
of ** The Revolution." But what could be done ? After all, these 
men too belonged to the great brotherhood of humanity. If they went 
too far or moved in a wrong direction, who was responsible ? Who 
but the unauthorized agents of an anti-popular and unnatural system 
which ground the faces of the poor and put all true labour under the 
feet of the prince, the peer, and the capitalist? 

Masterson had intended that the army he led should be on this occa- 
sion a peaceful array. He had given orders that every one was to 
come unarmed. Before they had begun to move on, some of the more 
trusty of his followers came and told him that a considerable number 
of those forming the procession had revolvers and other weapons. One 
very prudent adviser even talked of the expediency of breaking up 
imd postponing the demonstration altogether. Masterson replied to 
this timid counsel by giving the word to march. 

The day was fine, a grey day, with a faint vaporous fog hanging 
over the city, and veiling crude outlines. The sun shone through it 
at intervals round and red. It had been struggling all day with the 
December mist. As the procession moved, the sun prevailed at last, 
and shone with a mild and softening glow over the park and the 
streets. Masterson hailed its light as a good omen. A few of the 
chiefs and captains of the movement rode with him, wearing scarves 
like )i]m&Q\if and like bim \>eaT\\iw TiQi\>i\ivii ^WOk. \\sst ^\3^^« u was 
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intended that men on horseback at various intervals should keep the 
line of the procession dressed up and in good order. The movement 
was maintained fairly well in the park, but disarray and even disorder 
began to set in the moment the procession got into the streets. It 
became mixed up sometimes . inextricably with the rush of traffic; 
here and there it swept the ordinary lines of traffic along with it; but 
ii. other places it broke confusedly, hopelessly, against some long and 
solid succession of vast waggons and ponderous drays and heavy 
crowded omnibuses. It got into wrangles with drivers and policemen 
and peaceful wayfarers. Sometimes half the procession was cut off 
fiom the other half, and trying to wait or to hark back was forced 
into greater confusion than ever. Tempers liegan to be aroused. The 
ordinary street passengers, detesting the whole thing, were wroth with 
the authorities for not sweepin«i it off the streets altogether. There 
were vehement little collisions with the police here and there; helmets 
were knocked off, truncheons were pretty freely used, and there were 
broken heads before the main body of the procession had got into St. 
James's Street. The balconies and windows of the clubs in St. Jnmes's 
Street were crowded with spectators, all of whom, including those at 
the Devonshire Club, the majority of those in the procession regarded 
as " bloated aristocrats " whose idle supervision they were disposed to 
resent. Sometimes there were hisses and groans from the liae of pro- 
cession as it passed under unpopular balconies and windows. Once or 
twice, some rough or street gamin sent a stone flying at a window 
pane. It was already plain that the majestic and peaceful demonstra- 
tion was in very fair chance of turning into a disorderly exhibition of 
individ{ial roughness, bad temper, and incapacity. Masterson galloped 
back several times to rebuke disorder and entreat forbearance, in the 
name of the sovereign people. But already his heart was sinking 
within him at the prospect. 

Now and again a party cry sounded, and the name of some political 
leader was called out, generally with groans. Alarm was getting 
abroad Carriages turned hastily into back streets. Ladies' heads 
appeared ibr a moment at brougham windows, and were withdrawn m 
terror. Lady Betty Morse was one of those whose carriage came in 
the way of the i)rocession. She had been shopping, and was returning 
to Park Lane. She had heard nothing of the monster demonstration. 
There was a block just where her carriage was drawn up, and her 
coachman was not able to obey the order to get quickly out of Picca- 
dilly. The crowd thronged round. One or two ronghs came close to 
the brougham windows. After her first impulse of fear. Lady Betty 
sat quite erect. She had some of the courage as well as the pride of 
race. A shrill French voice cried out *' A has les aristocrats." Lady 
Betty was not an imaginative person, but she began to conjure up 
visions of the tricoteuses, and to wonder if she were in sober England. 

A dour, horrible-looking creature, who carried a crate containing iron 
implements ueed in some manufacture, and who had hooked himself 
on to the procvsswD, peered in at her for a. i£LviX£i^\i\.^^\A \x\sgQj5Jsas^ 



J5S '^THE RIGHT HONOURABLE? 

her b7 bii glare of hatred. She heard him in a sullen lone addresa'ng 
tbe men near him. " Who is it stops up the roada and tramples on 
the prople? Damn the ariatocnits, with their cairiHges and honM 
and their Bniggeriiig jiggeriDg BervantB. It's them that makes wan 
and makes rt-viilutiuDB. Who maHe ihe Frenoli revolution? Whrfs 
making the Bnglish one ? — Wbnt'a that ? " And he tore on, pressing 
aKainat the ruahing throng. " Hurrah for Murxe, the people's lt«der1 
Hfl'a the people's friend. No war, no Court 1 Morbe, the republicat, 
thHt'a the man for uat" 

Lady Betty heard her husbnnd's name caught up by a thousand 
toninies. What did it mean ? Was he inciting the English tu revolt? 
She pulled wildly at the check-string. A fooiman turned hie scared 
bca ilr.wi] to the glass in front of the brougham. He dared not gel rft 
his perch. 

" What is It ? " cried Lady Betty. " What has your master to do 
withii?" 

" Oh, my lady 1 " shouted the man. " We c*n't make out They 
are saying ii'a Mr. Mnrse in one of the balconies, and that he ia going . 
to apeak to them. They've begun breaking the club windows. But 
ii'a passing on, my lady. We ahall be able to move in a minute." 

Lady Betty uttered a cry of bewilderment. "Go home," ahe cried, 
"aa quickly as you can. Turn down one of the ude Htreets." 

A policeman caught the horses' heads. The way began to clear 
a litUe. Ue looked into the carriage to reassure iu occupant, and 
recognized Lady Betty. He had seen her drop her buaband in ?alace 

" It's all right for you now, my lady," he said. " They have mis- 
taken somebody for Mr. Morae, and they are ahoutbg to him to 

Lady Betty drove on, the frightened horaea urged to speed by the 
no less fj ightcned coachman. 

But Ihe look of terror did not fade from Lady Betty's face. It 
seemed to her that ahe was not to be left one ahred of illusion. Repub- 
licanism had coue loo close to her to keep any vestige of picturesqiie- 
ness; to be anything but a horror. She had heard her husband's 
name coupled with that of Maaterson, the democrat, heard him 
acclaimed by communists as the people's leader, the avowed advccata 
of a republic. He tha leader of Buch bEUtes as these — the inciter of a 
4reet riot 1 
■•*« did not know what hriil h.i]i]ji'ii^<l, or try to think what might 
■^-^he had not iniagiiintii.n i>ii'Mj;Ii to prefigure any startling 
"^Ut she knew enough ic iij;i!i. her feel that her little world 
(Hep BO prospfriJiia »!is iiiijiiblirg to atoms. She had a 
Mbrifly from all that L;id I. anight her trouble, to go hack 
H'Iphere, to euek tbe \i\iA--~ lion — not of her husband, ha 
Sffiself on die olher side— but of the Court and the arialo- 
aa order abe belongcii, and whom he hated. She had no 
a^ ID her lot wi''' "^ au\ia,^si — iS \\i«\B ■«»* ^o^ 
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to be a Btru^Ie. This shock showed her that her naturaj ter.ilency 
was not to hold with him, but to stand apart from him. 

The policeman was right. A tall a trai>iht- featured man standing in 
the balcony of a Liberal club had been mistaken for Morse by some ol 
the leaders in the mob. The cry swelled. A roar of entbufiaBin set in. 
It was a long time before the mistake was discovered. £zecrationi 
followed cheers when the man io question withdrew with an air ol 
contempt into the building. Not all Masterson's efforts and proteebi- 
tions could make things clear. Morse's name was shouted, coupltd 
with democratic cries and wild appeals that he would show himself tund 
go down with the demonHtratlonieta 10 Westminster. 

A group of well-dresseil men, not yet in fear of misailes, eama out on 
the balcony of a well-known club, and seemed to find considerable 
amusement in watching the wiiii confusion below. The laughter of 
these men excited the mob to feror pitch. In less than a minute the 
Monster Peace Demon^trtition had become one of lawless riot. Bed 
Unga waved. The few ineffectual policemen who had gathered on the 
skirts of the tumult were beaten down. Fierce revolutionary criea 
sounded ; gravel and stones whizzed through the air. Theo came a 
crash of breaking glass. Every window on the ground-floor was bat* 
tered. Then an infuriated I'ush on to other buildings; more breaking 
gloss — more ruin and dtsi ruction. 

Unly when MasterBon charged into the very thick of the wreckers, 
and called upon them to right and lefi in accents of passionate reproach 
and entreaty not to defeat the very object of their mission by this 
display of violence, was some sort of order restored. 

By dint of bis exertion the procession was induced to re-form 
itself, somo few knots of insurgents lingering to launch stones in an 
aimless fashion at oarriagoa hurrying down the side streets, and at the 
windows of shops in St. James's Street, then skurryingoa to bwell ths 
mun body. 

llie procession turned into Pall Mall and was parsing the gat«s of 
Marlboroi^h House. As we have mentioned more than ODce, an id< 
hail gone abroad that the war j.olicy waa lavoured or inspiicd by t 
Court; at all events by some of the royal princes. Many of 
German democrats in particular were highly wroth with Roya 
A.B the procession was pasiiing the gates of Marlborough House 1 
groans and hisses were set up, and these increased and became tun 
tuous, Masterson, believidg that comparative order had been restc 
and fully occupied in exhorting his own particular following, w 
ahead when these sounds began; the main body had nothing 
with them. But the roar of the procession came to a sudden 
sn irregular and spontaneous way outside the pates, and sc 
furious groaning, hissing, nnd yelling. A carriage was at tl: 
with Bomo occupants^ladies, it appeared ; no one could tell whc 
were — and sotne alarm was felt by them, seemingly ; for ther 
a hasty knocking at the gate, and one of the footmen ran imd 
haaty counsel with a sohiier doing duty as Beatij. Tb^ %iX& -«^ 
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denly shot open, the carriage and its occupants absorbed in an instant 
within its shelter, and the gates closed again with a clang. As ii 
under the fear that an attack of some kind was to be made, the two 
sentries stood in front of the closed gates. The mob — for that part of 
the tail of the procession which had come to a stand in front of Marl- 
borough House could now only be called a mob — seemed to resent this 
idea, Hnd began to make demonstrations of violence. The hisses and 
groans were furiously repeated, vituiierative epilhets in foreign tongues 
Bounding distinctly, and some hands from the outside of the crowd 
began to fling stones again. Some of the st(»ne8 broke a few panes of 
glass in the windows of a neighbouring club. Some shot over the 
gates of Mailborough House, and, as it was promptly reported, 
smashed several panes of glass there. How the story was passed on 
so quickly no one could tell ; but the last stone had hardly o'erperched 
the wall of Marlborough House when the news was spread all over the 
House of Common! that an attack had been made by the mob on the 
residence of the Prince of Wale^ and that the ladies of the family 
had been compelled to seek for saifety. At the same time it is only 
fair to say that the exaggerated report reached our heroic mounted 
Quixote of democracy, Masterson, almost as quickly. Never in his 
earlier years had he made his way across country with greater 
t nergy than he now rode back to prevent outrage and disorder from 
gaining the day. When he did get back, he had yet influence enough 
to prevail upon the crowd to move on from Marlborough House, and 
to endeavour to form itself once again into the line of procession. But 
he was shocked and grieved to find what a hideous proportion of the 
element of the mere rough had got mixed up with all this part of the 
National Demonstration. His efforts at order were sometimes met 
with curses and jeers. One of the foreign democrats, out of whose 
clu^^rh he tried to drag a revolver, pointed the weapon directly at his 
head. He heard windows crashing in as he turned into Whitehall, 
and all niong the way there were^'-fierce little collisions between those 
who belonged to the procession and those who did not belong to it. 

Masterson had lost his place at the head of the march, and was not 
able to regain it. When he got at last in front of the gates of Palace 
Yard, he found that the yard was already nearly filled with the mere 
vanguard of the procession, and that the police were trying to close 
the gates against all further comers. Exaggerated rumours of the 
attack on Marlborough House had already spread cunstemation. A 
large body of police was assembled at Westminster, and fierce deter- 
mination not to yield an inch to the miscreants was expressed on th« 
face of eveiy man of it. He was just able to get off his horse and 
squeeze his way in ; and then he found that the crowd behind him 
were trying to force their way. The moment he got inside the gates 
he saw that all was practically over, so far as any chance of direct 
communication with any members of the Government was concerned. 
The jHjlice and the crowd were already in fierce conflict. He eaw men 
brandishing knives ; he bieaid xVi^ ^a.U«t ol XJaa xwobrer^ the pohce 
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with tlieir truncheons were hattling for their lives. He rushed into 
the heart of the crowd to make a last effort in the cause of liberty. 

It was Wednesday, and the House of Commons, according to itf 
usage, was sitting from twelve o'clock until six in the evening. Wed- 
nesday is commonly given up to the measures of private members. It 
is a day of independent statesmanship. It was an observation of 
Edmund Burke, that he generally found independent men in Parlia- 
ment to be men on whom nobody could depend The independent 
statesmanship of the Wednesday is rather often a statesmanship on 
which no one can depend for any definite and practical results. It is 
the day of the parliamentary Sisyphus, who rolls hi^ measure up to the 
top of the hill only to have it come rolling down again the moment 
the clock-fingers point to a quarter to six. For then the Speaker, 
according to rule, rises, perhaps in the very middle of some orator's 
sentence, calls " Oxder, order I " and proclaims the debate at an end, the 
remaining quarter of an hour being devoted to the formality of post- 
poning successively all the other measures on the notice-paper. 

Morse had com e down to the House because he felt a sort of interest 
in some Bill that was to be brought on. He had not thought very 
much about the monster procession and its petition. He had received 
Masterson's letter with its date signalizing the birth of England's 
liberty ; but he had put it half sadly away, and had no expectation or 
fear that anything in particular would come of it. He had been read- 
ing in the library in a listless sort of way. He had a huge volume in 
his hands, and every one who passed through was sure he was study- 
ing some inriportant political subject. The truth was that the book he 
hsS. taken up was a French translation of some minute Arabian memo- 
rcbhilia concerning the life and sayings of Mahomet ; which Morse read 
with but a languid interest. After a while he got up and went out of 
the library and on to the terrace. The day was soft and bright for the 
time of year and the climate, anAt^e grey and dull- red walls of 
Lambeth Palace looked venerable a^ picturesque in the mild sun- 
light. Morse lit a cigar, and paced thto long stretch of terrace alone. 
Perhaps there came into his mind sorao thought of the evening when 
Koor^li and he walked on that, terrace together, and when he did not 
yet quite suspect that he felt too deep an interest in her. Anyhow 
his thoughts took a somewhat melancholy turn. 

Suddenly he began to hear great noises somewhere in the near 
distance. There was a sound as of commotion, of multitudes, even of 
Ktjuggle. Then he remembered all at once Masterson's first day of 
lilierty, and the monster procession, and the petition that was to be 
presented ; and he began to be afraid some disturbance was taking 
place. Heavens 1 was that the sound of fire-arm<^ — quite near ? 

There were several groups of members on the terrace. A great 
number of men had come down for the express purpose of seeing the 
procession and the whole business. Some had been posted high \x\^ in 
the Clock Tower to jhave the better vie^?. A. «vi<^i%.\i ^\^^ ^V \is?v« 
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was giveD to the members on the terrace as the crack of the revolven 
Boimded, which made them all start up and run as if they had heard 
the division belL One man whom Morse knew personally ran past 
him and just stopped to cry out, " Hallo, Morse, your democrat friends 
are playing the very devil with us! Haven't you heard? They've 
been breaking windows at Marlborough House 1" and then he vanished. 

Morse had the power of keeping cool in an emergency. He did not 
believe that Masterson, chivalrous though misguid^ Masterson — ^net- 
withstanding his vague plot to overthrow the succession — would sanc- 
tion any vulgar attempt on Marlborough House. But he did fear that 
Masierson's socialists might have proved too many for him, and Mor^ 
instantly reflected that if any disturbance were threatened, he himself 
might be of some service as a peacemaker. So he strode at the best 
of his speed through the covered passages of echoing stone and the 
open courtyards which lead from the terrace directly into Palace Yard. 
When he got within sight of Palace Yard he could make out nothing 
at first but a confused sea of men's furious and maddened faces; he 
could hear nothing but a storm-wind of yells, curses, shouts, and 
howls. In another moment he could see plainly enough that the 
police were striving to make head against a mass of people who had 
got possession of Palace Yard. 

Morse had a quick eye, and could take in things coolly when a 
critical moment came. He was a little thrown off &s balance for an 
instant when he saw what we may call the flrst blood drawn. It is 
a sickening sight that first blood one sees diawn in any manner of 
conflict, whether it be the blood of one's comra<le on a battle-field, or 
it spouts from a truncheoned head in a street riot, or reddens the black 
and glossy side of the bull in the arena of Madrid. The first blood 
Morse then saw drawn was from the face of a policeman whom he 
knew personally, a civil, quiet, obliging creature, who was struck on 
the cheek by a sharp and jagged stone. The second blood drawn was 
by the policeman's truncheon from the skull of the processionist who 
happened to be nearest to him. Then Morse saw in a moment what 
had happened. Part of the procession had succeeded in getting into 
Palace Yard. The police were struiigling hard to get the great gates 
closed asjainst the remainder of the crowd, and the still excluded mob 
was fighting fiercely to get in. Stones Were flying in from the outside; 
the police were all but swallowed up by the crowd inside. At last 
they were evidently compelled to fight for their lives, tnmcheon in 
hand. 

An inspector of police whom Morse knew very well by sight was 
striving to make his way into the crowd. He saw Morse in passing, 
and appealed to him. 

" Speak to them, Mr. Morse," he cried out. He had to cry out in 
pood earnest in order to be heard above the din of the sirugg'e. 
** They'll listen to you, perhaps." 

Morse caught at the idea. He was standing on the raised pathway 
whicii runs along the side of Palace Yaid in fiont of the cloister out of 
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which the coTirtyard opens where the Speaker has his official residence. 
He was lifted, therefore, a little above the level of the crowd. It 
struck him even in that moment as an odd and whimsical situation 
for a public man who was 8up[X)sed to be a possible Prime Minister to 
have to try to harangue a furious mob within the very precincts of the 
Imperial Parliament. 

" Fellow-countrymen, working-men, friends I ** he called out, and his 
voice rang across the great square, and wakened echoes which gave 
back his words. '* Hear me, I beseech of you — you know I am your 
friend. Desist from this violence, which can only do harm to you and 
to any cause you have at heart.*' Then he stopped. " No use," he 
said to the police officer; "they are beyond that." In truth his 
attempt was hopeless. Only the echoes appealed to pay any attention 
to his words, and the echoes made mockery of them. 

Already the police officer was lost in the crowd. He had recognized 
the futility of eloquence at such a moment. 

Morse too plunjijed into the thick of the crowd, hoping to see some 
faces he knew and men to whom he was known ; hoping to prevail on 
some leaders of the procession to work for the restoration of discipline 
and order. He could see the sunlight glittering on the helmets of 
a cluster of cavalry drawn up on the far side of Parliament Square, 
and evidently kept in waitiu^z lest worse should come of it ; and even 
in that moment of confusion he could not help admiring the discipline 
which kept them there unmoved within sight of the struggle between 
police and people, only to intervene when the civil power could no 
longer hold head against disorder. Then in an instant he saw Master- 
son a short distance from him. The chief of the socialists was striving 
with all his might and main to keep his people from their attack on 
the police. He was wildly gesticulating, and kept pointing to the 
three-coloured sash he wore, as to some emblem of order and brother- 
hood which both sides were bound to recognize. He had lost his hat, 
and there was a great cut on his temple from which blood was flowing, 
but of which he did not appear to be conscious. Morse saw a police- 
man rush at him with uplifted truncheon. The man evidently took 
Masterson for a wild instigator of force. Morse made a desperate effort 
to get hold of the policeman's arm and to drag him back. It was too 
late ; it was hopeless. He distinctly heard two dull heavy blows fall 
on the bare head of the unfortunate leader of the social democrats ; 
and he saw poor Masterson turn a ghastly white in the face, and then 
sink in the midst of the fighting crowd. Morse forced his way through 
the crowd by sheer strength, caring nothing for the chance of random 
blows from either side, and he got to where poor Masterson lay, and 
tried to lift his head. Even in all the fury of the struggle some fti 
those near recognized Morse, and saw that he was striving to save 
somebody, and they lent him a willing hand. 

Morse took np the lean body of Masterson in his arms, and sternly 
ordered those around him to make way, that the injured man mit^ht be 
carried into a place of saiety. Morse viaa caielvi^ xlqX. \j(^ \si^\i\Iv^\>L^^&'^ 
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terson's name, or to allow the face of the man he bore in his arms to 
be seen by the crowd around. Ue felt that if it were known that the 
leader of the movement had been already stricken down, the passion 
for Tengeance would render the socialist mass more desperate than 
before. Some of the policemen who were stationed at the door of the 
members' entrance to protect it, and whose duty did not as yet briDg 
them into any collision with the crowd, saw that Morse was tryiosr to 
rescue some one, and made way for him, and would have helpe^i him 
to carry in bis burden. Morse, however, refused to allow any odb to 
bear his poor old friend but himself. His heart was bursting as he 
bore the now almost senseless body. The long grey floating hair was 
clotted here and there in thickening blood; the white face looked 
waxy and almost transparent; death might have already come, so 
corpse-like was the load that Morse was bearing. The contrast was 
striking; would have been most striking, indeed, to any one who 
knew that Morse and Masterson wert) about the same age — Morse 
straight, strong, elastic of tread, with the free vigorous movements of 
manhood's best years ; and the thin, wasted, grey, and shrunken old 
man whom he was carrying so easily in his arms. 

Morse strode through the members' entrance, and into the cloak- 
room ; a long narrow room on the right, looking rather like a prison 
corridor, except for the cloaks and coats and umbrellas of members 
that hung in the alphabetical order of their owners' names on pegs, 
surmounted by cards bearing each name in big- written round-hand 
characters. 

** Pile some coats there," Morse said to one of the attendants ; " in 
front of that fire." One or two huge fires were burning cheerily. 
"Not too near; take any coats — there's mine, just there; lay them 
down nicely. Yes, that will do. Now help me to stretch him softly 
there ; he is wounded." 

** My God ! his skull's regular stove in," the attendant said, with a 
shudder. ** What was he a-doing of, Mr. Mort^e? " 

"Trying to preserve order and save human life — that was all," 
Morse answered grimly. 

They laid him gently on the heap of coats. By this time two or 
three members came in who had seen Morse with his burden; one 
among them was Mr. Caleb, a skilful little surgeon who had lately 
been tahen with the ambition of a parliamentary career. He had run 
to the t'pot to offer his services. He looked at the wounds in Masiter- 
son's head; felt his pulse; partly opened his eyelids. 

*' Bad business," he said decisively. " Nothing to be done, 1 am 
afraid, Mr. Morse, Do you know the man ?" 

" Yes ; a dear old friend of mine." 

" How on earth did he get into the row ? " 

"As he got into every misfortune that has come on him," Morse 
eaid quietly; " in the general honest thought and common good to all. 
It's Masterson himself." 

Thej stood beside him. &\\eut\y. lAx.C^xV&V^ \»ciV»i closely into bis 
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face, and was filled with a new and keener interest, llie liltle group 
was now almost alone ; Morse, Mr. Caleb, and the dying man. The 
increasing noise of the riot had drawn all others away to the more 
exciting scene outside. Masterson was breathing in a heavy stertorous 
way. He opened his eyes once or twice, and looked vaguely up ; not 
seeing anything, not hearing anything:. Morse knelt beside him. 

''Do you know me?" he said, in tones that had unspeakable 
tenderness in them. " Masterson, my dear old friend 1 " 

The voice did not recall the dying man to consciousness, but it 
apparently brought with it some memories of the world and the pur- 
poses which he was leaving; behind. A sort of light came over the 
pale grey face, and the lips were seen to move, and were evidently 
striving to give utterance to words. Morse bent down his ear to catch 
the sound. In a faltering tone, that sounded hollow and hi away, 
Masterson spoke at last. The only words that Morse could make out 
were these words — 

«* The first day of liberty I " 

Then the mouth and the eyes closed again, and a shudder went 
through the prostrate body ; in another moment all was over. 

*' The first day of liberty I " said Morse, as he rose from his knees. 
** Yes ; the first day of liberty has set him free.** 

Mr. Caleb looked up suddenly at Morse, and then looked away. 
He saw that ihere were tears in Morse's eyes. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

"one who can prove." 

West-End London, when it woke up next morning and had time to 
get hold of its newspapers and grasp the full meaning of the columns 
of news imder big startling lines of headincr, became stupefied by the 
reality of the events now brouijht clearly and fully to its knowledge. 
It was something bewildering to a quiet man who had lived in London 
all his life and never known of anything happening there more start- 
ling than a murder at the East-End, or a fog, or a great unexpected 
snowstorm, to find St. James's Street a scene of desolation, and to 
learn that there had been a terrible riot of something like a revolu- 
tionary character in the very precincts of the Houses of Parliament ; 
that Palace Yard had been stormed by an armed mob ; that the police 
had to fight for their very lives ; that the troops had been called out ; 
that blood had been shed lavishly ; that many of the rioters had been 
killed or wounded, and that their leader, a well-known popular dema- 
gogue, lay dead. These things one read of in histories of the time of 
the Greorges. One had read of Porteous riots in Edinburgh, and one 
took it for granted that there should be revolutionary commotion in 
all manner of continental cities and frequent disturbances in the rowdy 
quarters of New York. But who expected a teaX t\o\. ^\A ^<8^^\S!l%^ 
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blood in LoDdon ? The Hyde F^k riots of 1866 amounted, of ooone, 
10 nothing more than a rough piece of pleaijantry and horse-play ou 
the part of a comparatively harmless mob. But the morning papers 
now, with tbeir headings in huge capitals, '* Fearful riots. Clul)s 
and shops stoned and wrecked. Marlborough House attacked. The 
troops called out. Many lives lost. Mr. . Masterson killed!" and 
other such attractive and horrifying announcements brought home to 
the peaceful Londoner's mind the fact that the wild-beast temper io 
man is not to be softened and smoothed out of him by any manner 
of civilization. 

Every policeman who kept his wits about him testified to the same 
efifect as to the beginning of the riot. A large part of the procession 
had been allowed to enter Palace Yard. Then, as the crowd seemed 
likely to fill the whole place, the order was given to close the gates. 
Thereupon the police declared that certain ringleaders, foreigners in 
appearance, had cried o"*^^ that the way must be forced and the build- 
ing captured, and that fudse men had pulled out revolvers and daggers, 
and exhorted their followers to do the like. Some of them did succeed 
in forcing their way iu before the gates could be closed against them ; 
and stones were thrown in showers and revolvers were discharged. 
Then the police, believing very naturally that the whole movement 
was an organized attack upon the Houses of Parliament, felt bound to 
fight it out in the best way they could. The first result was that the 
y)Ocr " apostle of affliction," the sworn friend of the working-man and 
the proMtaire, the sworn enemy of the aristocrat and the capitalist, 
the sincerest of dreamers, the purest of fanatics, was lying dead in the 
cloak-room of the House of Commons, all his dreams knocked out of 
him by a mistaken blow from a policeman's baton. 

So much for the past ; but what about the future ? This was the 
question which London society, and all the propertied, trading, and 
shopkeeping classes of London kept asking for anxious hours. Is it 
all over; or was yesterday's riot but an aff*air of pickets and out- 
posts, preliminary to a great revolutionary and anarchic movement — 
a nihilism of the London garrets and slums? There was deep and 
widespread anxiety throughout the day. Seldom, indeed, does any 
public event stamp itself for many hours on the outer aspect of London 
life. This time the faces of men in the streets bore visible impress of 
the calamity which had ha])pened, and terrible expectation of other 
calamities yet to come. The streets were patrolletl by troops. The 
police were vindictive. Prisoners were being brought up at the police 
courts hourly, and committed for trial. Inquests were taking place at 
various hospitals. 

Happily it soon became evident that there was no further cause for 
alarm. There was no common desire amongst any considerable part 
of the population to create fresh disturbances. There was no really 
revolutionary organization having for its object the overthrow of any 
settled institutions. There was no watchword of social revolution. 
Cool-headed magistrates, police «iif^c\w\^, «sv^ ov\iCY«», C<jund that the 
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inore they looked into the actual facts, the less and less evidence could 
"they discover of anything like a widespread conspiracy or arrangement 
of any sort to bring about yesterday's catastroihe. What they did 
iind, and became more and more convinced of every hour, was that 
the occasion had been deliberately turned to account by a small band 
of hired agents for the purpose of getting up a formidable disturbance. 

Long before the evening had fallen in a clue had been found to an 
u ndoubted conspiracy of this kind ; and the impression on the mip^^ii 
of those who knew all that was to be known, became stronger and 
stronger that foreign money and foreign agency had been largely em- 
ployea to hire professional miscreants, and to force on a serious conflict 
between the populace and the authorities. Such a disturbance hap- 
pening on the very verge of a threatened war could not but discredit 
and damae the English Government and England herself in the 
eyes of all foreign States, and that undoubtedly was the effect which 
the disturbance was intended to have. The conclusion was easily 
arrived at. The foreign money employed was the money of the Staio 
with which England was about to go to war. The money was spent 
that England might be stabbed in the back at a moment of peculiar 
gravity and danger. 

While London was in this state of anxiety, commotion, and trepida- 
tion, a fresh surprise and hhock was produced by a letter which ap- 
peared in the Piccadilly Gazette. The letter was printed in large 
type, and was signed, "One who can Prove.** This was what the 
" one ** undertook to prove : " I tell the English Government and the 
English people that yesterday's riot was got up in the interest of a 
foreign State by persons who spent foreign money to promote it. I 
further tell the English, Government and the English people that the 
real head of the conspiracy, through which the foreign money was 
spent in order that English blood might be spilt and England herself 
weakened at a terrible crisis, is the leader of the Radical and the 
peace party, the Right Honourable Sandham Morse, M.P., whom 
Radicals and lovers of peace have long been designating as the coming 
Prime Minister of England." 

liOndon was much startled by this letter; did not indeed quite 
believe it ; but was too much shaken in all its established ideas to dis- 
helieve anything very strongly. In the clubs, men said, " It can't be 
true ; of course Morse will contradict it." But the papers came out 
next day, and there was no contradiction from Morse. The " One 
who can Prove " returned to the charge. He repeated in the Piccch' 
dilly Gazette the precise accusation he had made, and he challenged 
contradicti'n. He added a fresh assertion. He insisted that there 
was, or had been, an organization under Masterson to set aside the 
succession on the death of the reigning sovereign, and to establish a 
republic in England, and that this organization was patroTiized and 
sup|X)rted by the Right Honourable Sandham Morse. " Let him deny 
it," the letter concluded, " if he can ; if he dare 1 " 

Still there came no contradiction from Moyw^, wcA ^\. Vn^X* \Sql<sc5^ 
18 
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appeared in all the morning papers a communicated piece of informa- 
tion, to the efifect that Sir Roderick Fathom^ M.P., intended that 
evening to move the adjournment of the House of Commons after 
question-time in order lo call attention to certain statements made in 
the FiccadiUy Oazette, and to ask whether the Goveniment had any 
information to give to the House on the subject. The paragraph 
significantly added : "It is expected that Mr. Morse, M.P.y will be in 
his place, and will oiler sumo explanation to the Huut»e.'' 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

" A. SCENE IN THE HOUSE." 

The House of Commons was crowded in every part. The chamber 
proper did not give its le*:itimate occupants seats enough or nearly 
enough, and members, therefore, swarmed into their galleries at either 
side. The places assigned to peers, to foreign diplomatists, and to 
distinguished strangers were every one occupied. Princes looked 
serenely down from ** over the clock ; " one or two great authors were 
happy in having seats secured for them "under the gallery;" the 
crypt in which ladies are stowed away glistened with silks and velvets, 
jewellery and flashing eyes. 

There were two women in that galleiy, far apart from each other, 
neither aware of the other's presence, to each of whom the rumours of 
the expected scene were as rumours touching the life or death — ^nay, 
more — the honour of her nearest and dearest^ Lady Betty, at once 
timid and desperately courageous, had come to the House with her 
father to hear and know the worst. She had heard on that day only 
of the extraordinary charges in the Piccadilly Gazette, Her husband 
she had not seen since the riots. Even had they been together she 
would have shrunk from questioning him, as she might have shrunk 
from probing a gaping wound. But to sit still and wait the course of 
events was an imposoibility. She was too keenly strung to he inactive 
in a crisis. And so she had come in a strange tumult of feeling, half 
determined to brave it all out, half hoping that her presence side by 
side with a great Toiy peeress — ^a connection of her own who had an 
appointment at Court, and imder whose immediate protection Lcrd 
Germilion had placed her — would shield her from identification with 
her husband's revolutionary schemes, whatever they might be. 

Koorkli was in the gallery too, but she was in a very different mood 
from Latly Betty. Scorn of the accusations against Morse, unswerving 
foith in him, the desperate longing of a loving woman to be near him, 
to see how he would comport himself in the face of his enemies 
perhaps a faint subtle hope that he might know she was there, that 
her sympathy might somehow reach him — ^all worked within her. 
She was cold with nervous eKcilemeTLt. A& she sat in her place, very 
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still, her hands clasped tightly together, her eyes hent do\7nward8, she 
could hear her own heart beating. 

Lord Germilion, a small, white-haired old man, with a very erect 
carriage and his daughter's brio;ht dark eyes, had got a seat among his 
peers. Lord Forrest, who had hardly ever seen the House of Commons 
before, came down that evening, and was shown by his son where and 
how to find a place. Mr. Paulton, the American Minister, was in the 
Ambassadors' Gallery, side by side with the young Envoy from the 
great foreign State presumed to be England's . enemy, the young 
Envoy whom Crichton Kenway saw in deep conversation with Morse 
at Lady Betty's party. In the mysterious caves of iEolus, beneath 
the flooring, where the process of ventilation is carried on, many stow- 
aways, if one might thus describe various influential and ] privileged 
persons, were sheltered, and foimd that they could hear, with quite 
surprising clearness, what was going on over their heads. 

Morse took l^is seat on the Opposition side, below the gangway. A 
low murmur went round the House as he entered. There was no 
'' demonstration ; " his own side of the House received him in absolute 
silence. One or two men leaned out of their places and shook hands 
with him. He was evidently very unpopular with the Liberal party 
generally, and the Tories were furious against him. The House was 
going through its list of questions when Morse came in. How slow 
and stupid all the questions and answers seemed to the listeners genet- 
rally, to the ladies in the gallery for instance ! How tantalizing the 
manner in which every questioning member refused to be content 
with one answer, and persisted in putting further question upon 
question! How can any one have the face or the heart to interpose 
with such trumpery matter at such a time? See, there is Mr. Morse 
getting up and walking deliberately out of the House ! Is he really 
going away for the evening? Will he not return? Are we not to 
have our scene after all? The thought was positively maddening. 
It disturbed more than the occupants of the Ladies' Gallery. Through 
all the galleries and through the Hou.^^e itself ran the wildflre alaim ot 
anticipated disappointmer t ; the dread that the anxious subject was 
for some reason or other not to be raised, and that the House would in 
due course proceed, uninterrupted, with its ordinary business. 

Then a sudden and a curious change came over the minds of the 
spectators. A few moments ago every one was longing to have the 
questions cut short. Now, every one wanted to have that expanded, 
iterated, multiplied. If the questions were suddenly to collapse, the 
House mi^ht at any moment find itself plunged into its regular routine 
of business, and once in it could not get out again, and the anticlpate<l 
"Morse incident'* could not happen that evening, and the scene not 
taking place that evening would probably not take place at all. 
Besides, how could one count on getting a seat anywhere to-morrow 
evening ? In many a breast, beneath frock coat and bodice alike, the 
anxiety began to swell to something not far from agony. 

A deep sense of relief suddenly passed t\itou^ V)cL<&'^wisfc. '^^SkX^s^ 
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had returned to his place. The expected scene, therefore, was not 
doomed to go hy default. If the Ministerialist who was understood to 
have taken the matter in hand should persevere in his purpose, there 
was no reason why the House should he disappointed. Is the 
Ministerialist in his place ? Yes ; there he is, Sir Roderick Fathom, a 
tall, spare, white-whiskered, country gentleman of the highest resjiw- 
tabiliry in his county and in the House, who had hitherto distioguiNhcf) 
himself by his unl)ending Toryism and his unceasing interest in the 
quesstion of the malt duties and of local taxation. 

At length the list of printed questions is exhaa$«ted. About a 
thousand pairs of eyes, many beaming through spectacles, are turned 
to Sir Roderick Fathom. But, lo! instead of his rising, a leading 
member of the Opposition on the front bench got up an<l blandly 
liegired leave to ask the Chancellor of the Exchequer whether it was 
the intention of the Government this session to bring in any bill to 
deal with the question of the duties on foreign leather. The Chancellor 
of the Exchequer made answer that the Government were giving the 
subject their best consideration, and would be in a position to inform 
the House at a later period. It was yet very early in the session, etc., 
etc. Questions with which a Government does not particularly care to 
deal are always in one of two stages. It is t< lO early in the session to 
do anything with them or it is too late. Anyhow, that is done with ; 
and now for the scene. No ; an independent member of the Oppositioa 
sitting below the gangway gets up and puts a question about foreign 
policy and the recent news from the East. This, too, had to be politely 
evaded. Now, surely. Fathom is going to get up? Not he ; a man 
sitting next to him rises with some other extemporized question ; and 
when he sits down, and the Speaker, previously made aware of what 
is to come, positively looks towards Sir Roderick Fathom, that gentle- 
man is so closely engaged in conversation with one of the Government 
whips who has come up behind him, that be almost loses the oppor- 
tunity at length placed within his reach. But he does spring to his 
feet before the time has quite gone, and the Speaker, pointing to him, 
calls out, " Sir Roderick Fathom," and every one, relieved and contented, 
settles down to listen. 

To the ladies in the gallery, or most of them, and to uninitiated 
male strangers. Sir Roderick's is a queer and a meaningless performance 
when he does get up. He is heard to mumble something about 
" urgent public importance,** and then he goes up to the table just in 
front of the Speaker's chair and he deposits a scrap of paper there, and 
he hurries, or indeed scuttles, hack to his place. What be has done is 
this : he has asked for leave to move that the House do now adjourn 
in order that he may obtain an opportunity of discussing ** a definite 
matter of urgent public importance." It is one of the pleasant and 
practical ways of the House of Commons not to do anything directly, or 
after the fashion which any sane man would adopt of his own accord. 
Under the new rules of the House, if a man wishes to call attention to 
Bome urgent public matter ^Yiich. \i«& ^Md.dfixAvf come up and is not set 
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down for discussion on that particular day, he is not allowed to say out 
like a rational creature that he wishes to discuss this question, and ask 
the permission of the House to discuss it. He has to profess a desire 
for the Instant adjournment of the House, which he does not want ; 
which nobody wants or thinks of granting ; which he wants least of 
all, because if he Ib anxious to have a certain subject debated at once» 
it is evident that it cannot be debated if the House incontinently 
breaks up. But if he is allowed to move the adjournment he can, 
by virtue and favour of that technical motion, bring up the question he 
wishes to have discussed, and when all has been said that he wants 
to say or to hear, he can withdraw his motion for the adjournment of 
the House, and there is an end of the matter. If there be any one of 
the unsatisfied who does not admire the practical wisdom embodied in 
this form of proceeding, and who does not see how absolutely necessary 
it is that a man should pretend to want something he does not want 
in order to obtain permission to ask for something he does want, then 
that sceptical creature would in a past age have failed to see the wisdom 
which inspired the law courts with the invention of John Doe and 
Richard Roe. 

However, in order to get permission to move the adjournment, Sir 
Roderick has under the rules to obtain the support of not less than 
forty members. " Not less than forty members,*' so declares the rule, 
" shall thereupon rise in their places to supjiort the motion." The 
Speaker invites the House to subject Sir Roderick and his motion to 
this test; and the wondering strangers see nearly all the members 
suddenly jump to their feet and stand up, and after a second or so 
plump down again. The whole House, or nearly so, wanted the scene 
acd the personal explanation, and therefore it rose pretty much as one 
mRn, and then as one man sat down again. Morse himself was one of 
the first to rise. The Speaker pointed to Sir Roderick Fathom. That 
suddenly conspicuous personage got up for the third time. And now 
for the scene at last. 

Sir Roderick began by asking whether Her Majesty's Government 
had any information to offer with regard to a subject which had excited 
the profoundest public interest. He alluded to certain statements 
made by a well-known evening journal, containing the gravest and 
most important charges flga<nst a very distinguished member of that 
honourable House — one who had held a high position in the late 
Administration ; he referred to the right honourable .gentleman the 
member for Whittlestown, whom he saw now in his place ; whether 
the Government could say if the allegations were true, and whether, 
if so, they had any communication to make to the House aa to any 
steps they intended to take. Then Sir Roderick sat down, glad that 
his task was over, but flushed with the conviction that the eyes of 
Europe were on him. 

Before any one else could move. Lord Arden leaped to his feet, and 
begged to ask, in the first instance, whether the honourable baronet 
who had just eat down had, in accoTdancQ mlV >iJ!aft xxiSa^ ^V ^tfsoisNMs^ 
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asually adopted in that House, given notice to ** 1117 right honourable 
friend, the member t't>r Whittlest'wn," of his intention to put such a 
question. Lord Arden emphasized the words " my right honourable 
friend.*' Eoorkli remarked this. Her heart leaped tu Lord Arden as 
he stood up, his slight tigure looking so manly and dignified, his quiet 
manner contrasting so effectively with the bright tlash in his eyes. 
Lady Betty, too, lelt a thrill of pleasure and relief^ ISince one of her 
own people stood by Morse surely there could not be anything really 
wrong. And ho would deny the charge in a moment. She knew be 
would deny it. She could imagine the glow of indignation which 
would transfigure his impassive face. She might feel proud of her 
husband once more. 

Lord Arden*s phrase was noticed by others, too, who knew that 
Arden had never professed any particular liking for Morse. Sir 
Roderick, half rising, said that he had given the usuiil notice, and 
Morse assented by saying " Hear, hear ! *' 

Kow then, who is to get up next? Morse? KooiAli fully expected 
to see him spring to his feet. He did not move. The leader of the 
Government looked across to him, as if to nsk him whether he was not 
about to rise ; and, seeing him motionless, got up himself and, amid a 
breathless silence, began to speak. Koorkli's heart beat ; she felt as if 
all her nerves were strained out of their places. She sat motionless — 
waiting. The leader of the Grovemment had not much to say. He 
had not risen at once, he said, because he thought the right honour- 
able gentleman, the member for Whiitlestown, might desire to seize 
the first opportunity of offering some explanation to the House. As he 
had not yet done so, he, the leader of the Government, could only say 
that Her Majesty's Ministers had really no information on the subject 
beyond that which was within the reach of every member of the House. 
They had seen — of course with amazement and with incredulity — ^he 
was bound to say with incredulity — the assertions made and repeated 
so positively in a certain evening newspaper, hut he knew nothing of 
the matter, and doubtless the right honourable gentleman opix)site 
would be prepared to make a satisfactory statement to the House. 
For the present the Government had nothing more to say. So he sat 
down, having blandly made the matter as disagreeable for Morse as he 
well could do. 

A moment's pause, and then Mr. Fontaine rose, having first glanced 
at Morse, apparently to see whether he was about to get up. Mr. 
Fontaine was perhaps the only man in the House whom members, 
impatient for Morse's explanation, would just then have consented to 
hear. The House would always listen to Mr. Fontaine, in the convic- 
tion that whenever he spoke, something odd, original, and amusing 
was sure to be uttered. Mr. Fontaine was a man of good family, of 
Huguenot ancestry, and of large private fortune. He might haA-e had 
a gieat political career if he were not too indolent for work and too 
careless of fame. He loved to be amused, and was pleased with any 
luauner of excitement and noveVty. He >'ev!i\.\ulvi\'$AR«08L^^<i\^ii^^ 
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fpeculatloQs now and then, for the sake of the amusement it gave 
him ; to win was interesting, to lose was even more interesting still. 
He was a man of deep convictions, but he delighted in puzzling dul- 
lards, and making serious folk believe that he was only a cynic and a 
trifler. He had a weakness for every weak cause ; and just now he 
thought Morse in a very dangerous position, and he resolved to come 
to the rescue. It seemed to him likely enough that Morse might have 
dabbled a little in democratic conspiracy. Why not? A man of 
sense and spirit wants to get all he can out of life, and Morse might 
naturally enough like to experience the sensation of being a nineteenth- 
century conspirator. Mr. Fontaine thought neither more nor less of 
him on that account. 

Fontaine began his speech in a slow, measured, drawling tone, for a 
while keeping down almost to a whisper his strong and somewhat harsh 
voice. He protested, he said, against the public time being taken up 
with inquiries into what this, that, and the other public nmn had been 
doing while he was out of office. He did not know whether the right 
honourable gentleman, the member for Whittlestown, had dallied with 
socialistic conspiiacy or not, and he really did not care. If he had 
done so he had only done just what any other man would have done 
in his place, if he thought he had anything to gain by it. Did Her 
Majesty's present advisers pretend to say that they had not coquetted 
with conspiracy when they were out of office and wanted to get in? 
Was there a really dangerous conspirator in Europe with whom they 
had not packed cards? There were loud cries of "Oh, oh!** and 
** Order " from the Ministerial benches, especially at this last expression. 
" Honourable members seem to be much offended at my words. I wish 
they would read their Shakespeare a little — those of the Conservative 
}»arty who can read. (" Oh, oh ! ") Well, I suppose some of them can 
read. * The phrase is Shakespeare's, and not ill-applied.* I am quoting 
again, Mr. Speaker; quoting from Byron this time. Yes, I say they 
packed cards again and again with the vilest conspirators in Euro|>e! '* 
•Shouts of anger and surprise now came from the Conservative benches 
— sincere surprise, for it was well known that the present Administra- 
tion was composed of men who detested all popular movements at 
home and abroad. " Yes ; the vilest conspirators in Europe 1 There 
are conspirators with crowns, as well as conspirators without half a 
crown ; there are conspirators against liberty, as well as conspinitors 
against desfx^tism ; and the conspirators against liberty are the worst 
enemies of the human race. There is not a crowned conspirator on 
the continent of Europe with whom Her Majesty's present advisers 
have not packed cards; and all the clamour we hear alx)ut war is 
simply got up because one of their confederates has got the better of 
them. Ue was clever and they were dull, and he took them in, and 
now they lose their temper." Various voices interposed with cries of 
" Question, question." " I am sticking to the question very closely ; 
much more closely than gentlemen on the Treasury bc^nch would liKe, 
The question is that the House do hon? «A\owi\i,^\A^«^\?«^»'^siA 
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motion for ftdjoumment on the ground that we are simply wasting 
time, and showing ourselves to be hypocrites by pretending that we 
don*t make every use we can of conspiracy an«l conspirators whenever 
it suits our political ends. I turn my eyes to the Treasury bench, 
and I see a row of conspirators there. I look to the front bench of 
Opi>ositinn, and I bee a rival row of conspirators there, conspirators of 
11 diifirent kind. I Lok below the gangway, and I see one particidar 
fight honourable gentleman singled out to be accused of tampering 
with conspiracy. I say it is ail'ectation, absurdity, political hypocrisy; 
and I bo()e the House will make up its mind either to adjourn at once 
— iVM die^ I would suggest — or to get on with its business — if it has 
any business to do." 

Mr. Fontaine resumed his seat, having done a good deal to deprive 
the whole incident of its melodramatic character, and given, as be 
thought, a chnnce to Morse o^ letting the thing drop without a word. 
The House, however, had no intention of beinoj balked of its explanation. 

There were multitudinous ciies of "Morse, Morse!"— and Morse, 
having quietly looked round and satisfied himself that no one else was 
anxious to interpose, got up and addressed himself to Mr. Speaker. 
Every eye was turned on him ; every ear was strained to hear what he 
might say. The stillness as he rose was something oppressive. Gk)ethe 
speaks in a fine line of ''darkness with its myriad eyes;" has not 
silence sometimes its myriad voices which shrill in the pained ears of 
the listener? 

Morse began in a clear, composed tone, audible all over the Ho.ise. 
It had not been his intention, he said, to notice anonymous charge^s 
made in a newspaper. He was not fond of the practice of defendiusj; 
himself against anything that might be said of him outside the walk 
of that House. But when a question had been raised in that House 
he felt bound to answer it or, at least, to say why he could not answer 
it. There were two charges made against him. One was that he had 
entered into some plot or organization having for its object to set aside 
the succession at the close of the present reign in England, and to 
establish a republic. On that subject he had to say that he had 
entered into no such plot, and never, until within the last day or two, 
hiard tliat there was any such organization in existence. The House 
broke into one unanimous cheer when Morse had finished his sentence. 
He waited conijosedly, and then went on: "I have answered that 
question because I think it entitled to an answer. A man might well 
be a patriot and a man of honour, and yet dream of establishing a 
republic in this country." He reared his head slightly as he spoke, 
and looked round the House. It was said afterwards that there was 
defiance in the look. The applause turned into an almost general 
roar of indignation. Morse waited again. The roar deepened and 
Btrensjthened. 

La«ly Betty's face grew white. She looked with a horror-stricken 

expivasion at her companion, who pressed her hand in sympathy. 

Lord (jcrnjiiion,, in his corner oi l^e Y^t^ Qt^Wai^ ^j^wwaai \3jttde1 
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cover of the roar, and bit his moustache fiercely. If a man is capable 
of owning himself a rejjublican in the House of Commons itself, may 
it not be presumed that he is also capable of abetting a conspiracy ? 
KoorlLli felt her frame relax under the stress. She shivered with 
nervous excitement. It is a thrilling sight, even for the unconcemed 
stranger, to see a resolute man stand up alone against the passionate 
House of Commons in one of its fierce, ungovernable moods. " Oh, 
why did he say that?" some voices in the House itself as well as in 
the Ladies' Gallery were heard to ask. " Why set the House agiinst 
him ? " " True and noble heart," KoorMi thought, ** that hides nothing 
for mere policy, and fears nothing so much as untruth." ** 'I'hey won't 
listen to another word from him," was the conviction of many an 
observer. But Morse knew his audience; he knew that the House of 
Commons would listen, because there was slill much curiosity as to 
the further answers he might have to make. So he began again after 
a while, and the House, cha6ng furiously, did not want to lose a word 
of what he mi^ht say, and so choked itself and listened. 

" Therefore, Mr. Speaker," he went on, " I have answered the 
question, and iiave told the House that although I am in piinciple a 
republican, and believe the republican form of government to bo well 
suited for this country" — ^heie there was another outburst of frenzy 
and noise; M«rse waited, and thn got his chance again — **I have no 
hesitation in saying that I never belonged to any organization having 
for its object any disturbance of the 'condition of things which thus 
far seems tu be satisfactory to the majority of the English people." 

There was some taint applause; there was some grumbling of anger; 
there were some ironical cheers, as of men who would say, " Indeed, 
and verily, you are considerate of our ancient institutions." 

"The next accusation against me," Morse said, **is of a different 
order. I am accused, as I understand it, of having employed foreign 
agents and used the money of an unfriendly foreign State to get up a 
disturbance in this country which should weaken England on the eve 
of a struggle with the foreign State which sent the agents and paid 
the money. Mr. Speaker, I am the representative of an English 
constituency ; as such I am entitled to be considered an English gentle- 
man. I should claim that title all the same were I working with my 
own hands for daily wages, as some of the most respected and honoured 
members of this House have done or, perhaps, are still doing ; and I 
have nothing whatever to say about the charge which has been brought 
against me." 

Then Morse paused, and the House drew a deep breath. The House 
was puzzled. Lord Arden and a few other men called a loud and 
emphatic " Hear, hear! " But there were murmurs of dissatisfaction, 
of surprise; there was a want of understanding in the House as to 
what Morse actually meant. A French assembly would have under- 
stood in a moment, and even enemies would have broken out with 
peals of applause. But the intelligence of the House of Gq\\\\wq^\% >a» ^ 
uttle stiff in the trigger. 
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Then suddenly, as though by common consent, the roar broke fortli 
again. The House of Commons, it has been said, has more wisdom 
than any one member of it. Very likely; but then the House ol 
Commons at times has much less wisdom and far more passion and 
wrath than any one member of it. Any one member of the House of 
Commons, were he the dullest or the most light-headed, would have 
given himself time enough and commanded his temper sufficiently to 
bear and understand what Murse had to say, pn)vided that one member 
werd Morse's whole audience. But a number of fairly reasonable and 
orderly men seems, when brought together and packed into a room, 
to produce a crowd of unreasonable and disorderly brawlers. So it 
certainly proved on this occasion. The House lost its head. Several 
hundred throats sent out their furious voices in one roar of passion. 
Morse stood quietly and waited. Even when speaking he used but 
little gesture. Now he 8to<xl erect and unmoved as a graven image. 
His face, indeed, had something of the statuesque rigidity of bronZie. 
Once or twice a slight smil^ was beginning to show itself on the 
Napoleonic features ; and then the rigidity returned. His manner had 
in it nothing of defiance, nothing even of conflict; he was merely 
independent and self-sustained. The Speaker several times called for 
order ; but Canute might as well have bidden the sea to still its noise 
while it was breakinor on the beach. The pass'onate throats could not 
be restrained. Crichton Kenway, in one of the seats in the gallery, 
was chuckling with delight; his wife, in the Ladies' Grallery, was 
burning with shame. 

At last the storm subsided. The lull was permitted because several 
ineffectual attempts on the part of Sir Roderick Fathom to address 
the House showed that there was more still to stimulate wrath and 
curiosity. But Sir Rodeiick, now that he was allowed to get a word 
in, <»nly half rose frcm his seat, and taking off his hat asked, "Do I 
understand the right honourable gentleman to deny the charge ?*' To 
do the honest country gentleman justice, he only wished to give Morse 
a chance of making his denial emphatic and explicit enough for the 
intelligence of the House of Commons. 

Morse, of course, had sat down and put on his hat the moment Sir 
Roderick interposed. When Sir Roderick's question was finished, he 
took off his hat, rose to his feet, and answered in the calmest tones — 

*' Certainly not. To a charge like that I have no answer to make. 
If any of my countrymen chooses to believe it of me, he is welcome to 
do so; no wojd spoken by me shall ever come between Uim and his 
belief. I have to thank the House, Mr. Speaker, for the courtesy with 
which they have listened to the few words 1 had to say." 

The House remained absolutely silent when Morse sat down. It 
was utterly puzzled. After all, three out of every four members were 
commonplace respectable gentlemen upon whom any ultra-refinement 
of sentiment was as much thrown away as the chivalry of Don Quixote 
vpon the honert landlord of the first hostelry he entered. What most 
men got into their minds was that 'iioi^ft V?^^ ^^&\.vwl11y said he did 
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>iut deny the accusation, the worst accusation, made against him. The 
other accusation he did explicitly deny ; and so there was an end of 
that. The House of Commons, to do it justice, always takes a nian'g 
word. But why not deny the other charge as well ? To the ordinary 
English country gentleman or the ordinary English hank din ctor, an 
attempt to set aside the succession and estahlish a repuhlic in Englaml 
would he ahout as heinous a crime as man could possibly commit. 
The man who would do that would do anything. Why should not 
such a man take foreign gold to hire assassins to stab England in the 
back at her time of uttermost danger ? One crime was no worse than 
the other. Why, then, should a man, if he were guiltless of either, 
deny the one charge and say he would not deny the other? Almost 
incredible as it may seem, the fact is that the great majority of the 
House of Commons believed that Morse refused to disavow the worst 
of the crimes ascribed to him because he felt that he could not disavow 
it. For the House had simply lost its wits. A day or two after, 
when the truth became clearly known, the dullest squire or city roan 
wondered how he had failed to understand Morp*^ rightly, and was 
sorry for the failure, and felt ashamed and penitent. But for the 
moment there was a misunderstantiing, and the majority of members 
actually roared and howled with fury against Mor>e, as he rose c«'m- 
posedly, and, bowing to the Speaker, left his place and walked down 
the floor. A little crowd of members who could not find seats on the 
benches of the House stood b .low the bar and blocked the way. Morse 
had to pass through them. Many of them glared fiercely at him, and 
there were murmurs and grumbles of wrath. Morse blandly apologized 
for having to crush his way through them. All the time the furious 
outcry of the majority of the House was ringing in his ears. Suddenly 
Lord Arden appeared among the little crowd at the bar, and held out 
his hand. 

" My dear Morse, how delighted I am I You said and did just the 
right thing. Deny a blackguard charge like that, made by some 
nameless scoundrel? By Jove, I wouil as soon deny a charge of 
picking old Roderick Fathom's pocket 1 I congratulate you. Let the 
confounded fools there howl as much as they like. They'll be sorry 
enough when they come to their senses to-morrow.** 

"They talk of our House of Representatives— our chamber at 
Washington, you know" — Mr. Paul ton said to the young Envoy, his 
neighbour in the Ambassadors' Gallery, **but I never saw such 
rowdyism there, nor such a scene as this ; nor a whole mob howling 
a . one man because he refuses to degrade himself by denying an out- 
rageous charge." 

"That is what your representative government comes to," the Envoy 
answered blandly. "Li my country, that man would be understood 
and appreciated by his sovereign, and he would not be left to the 
mercy of that howling mob — to use your expression — which I think 
is a very appropriate one." 

" I am sorry for Mr. Morse," Paulton said. "¥tom ^'v:i"aX.\'^KCksy« ^V 
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him I belieTe in him and I respect him. He ought to go out to the 
States; we should make much of him there." 

*• I know him well," the Envoy said, " He is a patriot and a loTer 
of his country. He ought to come out and settle among us. He would 
have a career there ; our Emperor knows a great man when he sees 
ym." 

** Ah, hat yours is a despotism," Mr. Paulton observed, with a smila 

''Call it anything you like ; only tell me what you call the sort oi 
thing that has been going on below us for the last few minutes. But, 
pardon me, you have given it a name. You have called this assembly 
a howling mob. Bien — would you rather have the despotism cf a 
calm wise sovereign or that of a howling mob ? For me, I prefer the 
despot sovereign to the despot mob." 

The incident was over. The Speaker called upon the clerk to " pro- 
ceed to read the orders of the day ; " in other words, to go on with the 
regular and routine business of the sitting. It was getting towards 
seven o'clock. It was about time to think of going home and dressing 
for dinner. Members hurried into the library, the reading-room, and 
the lobbies, to scratch off hasty letters, in order to catch the last post. 
Strangers got up and lounged away, casting parting looks on the 
emptying house. The ladies began to stream, a vivacious and chatter- 
ing crowd, out of their gallery. KoorAli and Lady Betty found them- 
selves side by side, driven together by the stream. Neither had known 
before that the other was present. They stopped in the lobby for a 
moment, and looked into each other's eyes and claiped their hands. 
Their hearts were beating loudly ; each could hear the pulsation of her 
own. Each woman had tears of emotion sparkling in her eyes. It 
might surely have been supposed by any looker-on that their feelings 
were in absolute sympathy. 

" Dear, dear Lady Betty I " Koor^li exclaimed. 

•* Oh, Mrs. Kenway 1 Itt it not terrible ? You heard " 

«* Oh yes, I heard." 

" How they all hate him ! " 

** Yt s. "What cowards some men are I " 

** He did not deny it," Lady Betty said, with a sob. 

** Deny it ! " Koor^i said with a tiu:5h of surprise and anger. " Of 
course he didn't deny it. Why should he ? Imagine Mr. Morse — ^your 
husband — stooping to deny a charge like that, made on the faith of 
some nameless slander I " 

Lady Betty looked at her with wonder, in which there was a trace 
of resentment. "You — don't— believe it?" she asked. 

" Believe it 1 " KoorMi exclaimed. " Oh, my God! " 

The exclamation was forced from her by the intensity, the agony 
of her feelings. The agony was not because of the public attack made 
ujxm Morse, or . because of any trouble that might come upon his 
parliamentary career. But the thought that his wife could even for a 
moment admit in her mind the poaaibility of such a charge hemfi, true, 
irao of such a man, true of her ovm \i\ia\i«iTv^,^^'& \«tfC«^^\RkY;.QRi^ilL 
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Why, it might well break even his brave and strong heart if ho were 
to come to know it. 

** Oh, Lady Betty," she whisperi d, in fervent appeal, '* if you have 
allowed such an idea into your mind, pray, pray don't ever let him 
know of it.*" 

She spoke in low agitated tones. At that moment it was impossible 
to command look or voice. She had caught Lady Betty's hand in 
hers, and the two women stood close together. Suddenly Koor^li felt 
the hand wrenched from her own. Lady Betty uttered a little inarticu« 
late cry. 

"Oh, but — ^you—from you," she bei^an, and stopped. She con Id 
not ])^t into words the passion, the reproach, the jealousy, the wounded 
pride which swept over her like a rushins^ flood. Her vairue dread had 
become a crushing reality. She knew with the most intense conviction 
that KoorMi loved Morse. Deep in her heart there had lain for some 
time the fear that Morse loved EoorMi. Her slow imagination ran 
riot now. In this hour of defeat and disgrace a still worse humiliation 
was to befall her. She turned her eyes upon the woman preferred to 
her with one quick scathing flash of indignation. There was in the 
look more of wrath than of pain. She said not a word. They were 
parted. 

Koor^li hurried away. She had not taken in the full meaning of 
^hat strange look. She was thinking of nothing at first but of the 
appalling Ifact that Lady Betty evidently believed there was some 
foundation for the charge against Morse. " She can't love him ; she is 
not capable of loving hinj," Eoorkli sa'd to herself in generous angi^r. 
" He has no one — no one — no one to love him. His own wife turns 
against him." If at this moment another thought should force itself 
in'o Koorili's mind; if for an instant she should allow her heart to say 
to her, " Oh ! if you were his wife, how you would have loved him, 
and trusted him, and clung to him, and cleaved to him at a time like 
thisl" is there any moralist so stern a« to find much fault with the 
fond and faithful Australian woman, gifted with such an unused wealth 
of affection, tried just then by such strong temptation ? 

At the entrance in the courtyard, Lady Betty, when she came down 
all fiu>hed and agitated, found herself seized by her father. He was 
fearfully excited. 

** Come home with me, Betty," he said in shrill tones. " Get into 
my carriage. Come to your father's house, my child. You never could 
live with that man again. A daughter of mine can't stay under the 
same roof with a seditious anarchist and an avowed enemy to his 
sovereign and his country 1 " 

Lady Betty cast a wild glance at him and then at the place she had 
left. She was trembling with conflicting emotions. In that backward 
glance there seemed something of the wife's impulse to face the worst 
by her husband's side. So Lord Germilion interpre^d it. His grasp 
on her hand tightened. At that instant Lady^Betty a.:ain saw KooriLli 
in the thinning crowd — Koor^li, whose eyes Taftt Iww^ mXk W^ \aw^ 
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BteadfriBt look which seemed to Lady Betty, in this moment of tortu'e 
and humiliation, the look of a triumphant rival. 

** What shall I do? What can I do?" she asked in a passionate 
whisper. " He dees not love me any more. It is not for my opinion 
that he cares. Everything is changed between us.** 

"How could it be otherwise? You— my daughter — your instincts 
—your training, did not fit you to be the wife of such a man as he.'' 

Lord Gerrailion was intensely moved. The wounded pride, the 
anger against Morse, the deep tenderness for her which showed in his 
fiico were in a strange contradict >ry way a stimulant and a comfort to 
Lady Betty. Here she was understood and prized. She was justified 
in her own sight. Here was a haven, a strong arm of support. Only 
the stress of great eiuotion could have made her confess, even to her 
father, that she had lost her husband's love. But now it seemed to 
her that tiie-e two — father and daughter, of the same race and order, 
stricken in like manner — ^must needs cling to and uphold each other. 
She had always been more or less pliable in his hands. She ha^l always 
followed his advice and leaned on his judgment. She su:fiered him to 
lead her to hip carriage — her own was in waitincr, but Lord Germilion 
waved the footman away. There was no time for argument, nor was 
Lady Betty capable of it. Her mind was in too grent a tumult. She 
had, indeed, a frenzied longing that Morse should know at once to 
what he had brought himself and her. He should see that the people 
she belonged to would not allow her to be outraged, but would protect 
their own. She got into the carriage. There was a little delay. 
Lord Germilion gave the order to his house — ^not to hers. Lady Betty 
leaned back and burst into a flood of tears. He tenderly pressed her 
hands. 

" Your place is with me,** he said. " Your husband must clea' 
himself of this shameful accusation and show that he has no part in 
treason and conspiracy before he ventures to claim his wife from hei 
father." 

Just then Lord Arden came to the carriage window. He had hurried 
round to the entrance of the Ladies' Gallery to speak to Lady Betty 
and Koor^li. He had seen the agitation of Lady Betty, and he had 
heard some of the words spoken by Lord Germilion. He knew that 
the movement was critical, and that if Lady Betty left her husband 
now she might all her life regret the step. He pressed forward. 

" Lady Betty," he exclaimed, " I want to speak to you. I shall find 
you at home later ? " 

"No," Lord Germilion interrupted harshly. "Lady Betty is going 
to my house. She will not return to her own yet — not till all this 
matter is cleared — ^if it can be cleared. My daughter is not a republican. 
She will not have any dealings with anarchists who plot against their 
sovereign and their country." 

Arden buret into an angry laugh. ** Good heavens I " he exclaimed, 
"You don't believe that? Oh, Lady Betty," he cried imploringly, 
**aure\y, surely " 
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But his voice was lost. The horses made a movement forward as 
the block gave way, and FiOrd Germllioo, annoyed at the remonstrance 
and anxious to spare his daughter, ^ave the order to drive on. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

crichton's revenge. 

At the door of the Ladies' Gallery Koor^li found Ken way waiting for 
her. There was a glitter in his eyes which it hurt her to see. His 
face was flushed, 'i'here was something strange and inexpressibly 
distasteful to her in his look and manner. As he came near her and 
drew her rather roughly out of the crowd towards the -carriage, she 
noticed about him a sickly smell of spirits — which, indeed, she had 
remarked more than once of late. Kenway, fairly abstemious when 
the world was going well with him, occasionally allowed his coarser 
tendencies to get the better of him when he was troubled and, as he 
expressed it, ** down on iiis luck." Just now, however, he seemed in 
exultation. He said nothing until they were in the brougham, driviog 
homeward. 

** Well, there has been a jolly row downstairs," was his first remark. 

Koor^li was too much ta^en up with her own emoti<»ns to notice the 
form of his comment. She felt so strongly that words seemed forced 
from her ; she had to S})eak even to him. 

** Crichton," she «aid in a kind of awe-stricken tone, " do you know 
— would you ever imagine it? — 1 think Lady Betty Morse believes 
that shocking caluniny against her husband. Yes ; I am afraid she 
does. She almost said so 1 ** 

" Does she, really ? By Jove, I shouldn't have expected that \ I 
am devilish glad to hear it. How like a man's wife— to believe any- 
thing against her husband I I am so glad. Well, KoorMi, I think 
I have had my turn out of him — and out of you too, old girl! I have 
made your friend Morse sit up a bit. 1 told you I would have my 
revenge ; and I have had it 1 He'll never get over this. He has had 
his day ; this is my day." 

Koorili turned cold all over. She felt her flesh creep. She stared 
at her chuckling husband. 

" Your day — your revenge ? Crichton ! what do you mean ? " 

*• I mean what I say. 1 have had my revenge." 

Koorili did not answer him or say another word while they were 
driving home. She remained in silence, not even looking at him. 
She had a perception somehow that his eyes were fixed on her, and 
that he was enjoying what he conceived to be a triumph over her. 
She gazed steadfastly out of the carriage window as they were driven 
through the hghted streets. A light shower of snow had begun to fall, 
and the air was piercingly cold. It was the first snow of the winter — 
the first snow Koorilli had ever seen*, bvit tVie\^^«& n^vj\vVOs& ^\.\\ 
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yet. Let her live as long as she may she will never forget that short 
drive home; nor the loiik of their house as they came to it; nor 
Kenway's manner of formal and put-on politeness as he offered to help 
her out of the carriage. SShe ran upstairs 8wi:tly before him. They 
were engaged to dine out this evening; and it was getting late already. 
She went into the sitting-room. 

*' About time to dress, Koor^kli," Crichton said, pausing at the door 
of the room. " Look at the clock." 

His strange manner, so composed and yet so malignant, gave her a 
miserable feeling of dread and absolute insecurity. And yet she had 
the instinct of Imttle ; she seemed to know that the crisis of her fate 
had come, and that after this there could be no half- measures. She had 
an impulse to denounce him as traitor and liar. But the very strength 
of her suspicion horrified her. She clung to the last shred of faith. 

** Crichton," she said, turning to him, " Crichton — my husband **— 
she seemed to use these words for her own sake, to herself, to remind 
her that after all he was her husband, and was entitled to at least a 
chance of clearing himself in her mind — ** is there any real meaning in 
what you said? Have you anything to do with this attack on Mr. 
Morse? Do you know anything about it? Oh, you don't; 1 am 
sure you don't 1 Tell me I ** 

He came into the room as she spoke, and closed the door behind 
him. A bright fire was burning on the hearth. He went towards it, 
and stood facing her. 

" Of course I know all about it. The whole thing is my doing. I 
don't mind your knowinoj it; not one bit I would rather you did 
know it; and at once. It will teach you, Koor^li, that I am a man of 
my word ; it will let you know that I am not a person to be played 
with or fooled. I mean what I say, and when I threaten, I strike. 
That's about it." 

"But I don't understand," Koorili said, with a stony calmness 
that might have surprised herself. *' What have you to do with it ? 
What have you done? Please, Crichton, tell me in plain words. I 
am very stupid — you have often said so — I can't guess things or explain 
mysterious hints. What have you done?" 

" ril make it plain enough," he answered with a laugh. " It was I 
who supplied the information to the Piccadilly Gazette ; it was I who 
wrote the letters; it was I who persuaded the editor to back them up. 
Alone I did it, Koor^li. That was my revenge!" 

** Revenge ! " she cried. " For what ? Crichton, do you mean that 
it was you who made this charge against Mr. Morse ; against our bene- 
factor ; against our one only friend V " 

" Benefactor be hanged ! He hasn't been much of a benefactor to 
me. He kept me hanging on in expectation until I am pretty well 
ruined ; and then he throws up the whole thing, and forces on me this 
Farnesia appointment, which I hate. I don't know how far he has 
been a b( nefaotor to you. You know your own affairs best, I suppose. 
/ speak for myself." 
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" It was you who got up this charge against Mr. Morse ? " she asked 
ttgain. 

" Why, certainly. Haven't I told you that it was my revenge ? It 
would never have been heard of but for me. I have been pipe-laying, 
as the AmericHus say, for it this long time. I began keeping an eye 
on your friend's movements long ago, thinking it might be well to find 
o^at something — to have something in readiness. The very first night 
that we dined at his house, I followed your immaculate hero to a 
meeting of socialists and foreign spies. I waited outside the house, 
and saw him walk away. I spotted him in the company of those 
very men who provoked the riots." 

** Do you believe the story — yourself?** 

" Why not? Why shouldn't it be true? You heard what he said. 
You didn't bear him deny it, did you ? ** 

" If some one were to accuse you of forging a cheque or swindling, 
would you deny it, Crichton?" 

" Of course I should. All the more loudly and readily, I dare say, 
if the charge happened to be true." 

"Well, I asked you a question, Crichton. Do you believe the 
Btory ? " 

** That doesn't matter. The House of Commons believed it ; the 
country believes it." 

** Again, Crichton " — and she looked him fixedly in the face, the 
pupils of her eyes enlarginoj and contracting with intense emotion — 
"do you believe it — ^yourself?" 

** Well, if you put it that way, I don't think I do. But what about 
that ? Any stick will do, you know, to beat a dog.** 

** You know it isn't true." 

•* Yes ; I suppose so. I fancy it isn't true. But it will smash him 
for the moment" 

** For the moment, perhaps. But do you suppose there will not be 
a revuls-ion ? Do you suppose that the country will not soon do him 
justice ? Your revenge will not be a very lasting one, Crichton. But 
no matter " — she moved back a step or two, and let her arms fall with 
a gesture of passionate di>gust as if Fhe would shnke herself free of 
defilement — "you have done a thing which has settled the question 
for ever between you and mo." 

*'Wbat do you mean? "he asked savagely, and he came close to 
her, 80 close that she could again notice the fumes of brandy in his 
breath. He had been drinking at intervals all day — not enough to 
cloud his brain, but enough to make him no longer master of himself, 
'i'here was a fiery gleam in his eyes, and his voice was rough and 
harsh. 

** Vou have committed a crime as great almost as any that a man 
could commit. I had rather hear you confess you had done a murder. 
You — an English gentleman ! " she said, in cold measured tones which 
fell Uke drops of ice- water. " You — followed a maxi ^\vq.%^ ^^%X.^<5sci. 
had been, who had none but kindly iee\\ii%a \o '^viM «xA ^^>«*% «Q^ 
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«pied upon bis secrets, meaning to turn them as a weapon asrainst liiia 
And then you met him day after day, and took his hand, and pre* 
tended to he his friend ; and would have set your wife to huy favours 
from him 1 " 

All the time that she was speaking, her eyes, clear, dilated, and full 
of unutterable contempt, met his straight, A spirit of defiance, of 
scorn, of hatred, hivd risen within her and taken possession of her soul. 
She was completely adrift from her moorings. She cared not what 
might happen to her. Her words goaded him to fury« 

•*By Godl" he exclaimed, "1 believed you an honest woman till 
now, and now I know that you are Sandham Morse's mistress." 

Koor^li shrank back, put ring up her hand with a quick gesture, as 
if she bad been stabbed. Her iace was white as death, her very lips 
blanched. 

** Deny it," Crichton exclaimed, with a laugh which seemed to her 
like that of a fiend or a madman, " you cannot." 

In an instant she recovered herself, and faced him again, her small 
form reared, her head erect, and her eyes wide and glistening, not 
blenching before his. She let her arms fall again, and they hung 
straight at her sides. Something in her attitude and expression 
reminded him of Morse's look when he silently faced his accusers in 
the House. 

•* I see," he said, with another coarse laugh, "you take pattern from 
your lover." 

" I do," she answered steadily, not lowering her gaze. ** I will not 
deny such a charge." 

Crii hton sprang foiivard and seized her arms. He uttered a low, 
deep oath. 

** If you look at me like that," he said, **ril turn you into the 
street." 

At that moment Koorkli was hardly conscious of Crichton's gi^p, 
or of any strong feeling (tn her own part. She had no vivid conception 
of the situation. Sensation was numbed, and for the time she had 
lost her reasoning faculty. Even her maternal instinct was in abeyance. 
She was at the white beat of emotion. She seemed to know only that 
some influence stronger than her own will was framing the words in 
her mouth, and forcmg her to utter all that had been pent up during 
years of wretchedness and self-repression. 

** Yes," she said, " put me out of your house. Strike me, if you 
please. I am not afraid of you^ now that 1 know what yon are — a 
coward, a spy, and a liar." 

For a few seconds there was a breathless pause, like that which in 
an encounter with a beast of prey may precede the fatal spring. Koo- 
rali felt the graap on her arms tighten as if they were in a vice. She 
thought they were being broken. Her eyes clung with a horrible fas- 
cination to his lace. Everything swam before her. She saw nothing' 
but those fierce reddened eyes gleaming with rage and hate. She 
thought for an instant that he wo\Ad kViWiec. 
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Suddenly the hold relaxed completely. Her arms fell nerveless, 
Crichtoa moved back a step or two. She staggered. A sensation of 
giddiness and deadly sickness came over her. She did not know 
whether she had fainted or not. Everything was dark for a moment. 
When she became conscious again she was leaning against the grand 
piano ; and there flashed through her memory an odd, inconsequent 
vision of Morse as he had leaned over the instrument and had watched 
her while she put together the bulrushes and daisies. And then she 
seemed to hear the breeze rustling the reeds on the bank of the river 
Lynde ; and with a swift sharp pang she felt the conviction that she 
would never again see the sunset— the old gods transformed into even- 
ing clouds, as Morse once told her Heine had called them — floating 
across the meadows at the Grey Manor. 

Presently she knew that Crichton was speakinsr. He was standing 
now away from her, and almost as quiet as herself. He looked no 
longer violent, but only hard and sinister and resolute. His self-con- 
que-t gave him a sort of d'gnity that deepened in Koor^li's mind the 
sense of irrevocableness. There had been said and done that which 
could never be unsaid and undone. His very recognition of this fact, 
which she saw in his face, lifted him in her estimation to a higher 
level. He seemed something more than a cowardly cur. 

** You're a woman," he said, " and I can't strike you. I can't put 
you out of my house into the night. But I'll not sleep under the 
same roof with you again." 

It had come— the release! For the moment, it was as if there had 
been an inrush of pure air and glorious sunlight — and then black 
terror like the falling of the stone upon the mouth of a tomb. She 
straightened herself a little and bent forward with parted lips. The 
anxious questioning in her gaze sharpened to agony. 

** I may go," she said ; then paused. " And the children ?" 

" You may go— where you please. To Morse, or to your father. 
The children will stay with me. 1 do not know yet what I shall do 
with them. Probably send them both to a strict school, where they 
will be well brought up." 

" You cannot put me out of your.home," cried Koorkli. " You can- 
not part me from my children. The law would defend me." 

" The law does not forbid a father to send his boys to school," replied 
Crichton coldly. "The law, 1 believe, may, under certain conditions, 
compel wliat is called a restitution of conjugal rights. You have that 
alternative." 

KoorMi uttered one low cry and was silent. She had Xhe impulse of 
a mother who've actions have unjustly condemned her children to death, 
and who will save them at any cost. Her resolution was taken. 

" I am willing to come to any reasonable arrangement about money," 
i«aid Crichton. " In the meantime, you will require some, whatever 
your plans may be. You will find here rather more than is needed 
■for yojr passage to Australia." He took out a pocket-lxjok e& ha 
spoke, and opening it, divided a bundle oi \>aEk.-Tio\fts^V^iM ^l ^\ivj2?x 
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he han<1ed to her. ** It's only right," he added, with that horrible 
laugh, " that you should have your share of the plunder. This is the 
price which the Piccadilly Gazette gave for — ^my information." 

Courage flamed in her. She came forward and took the bundle from 
his hand. She moved back a little, then before his ^yes deliberately 
tore the notes across, then across again, and flung the pieces on the 
floor. 

He made a gesture as if he would have fell upon her and throttled 
her there and then ; but a^jain by a violent effort he restrained him* 
self, and abruptly turning he went out of the room, leaving her stand- 
ing there with the shreds of the bank-notes scattered round her. 

She remained in a dazed way, incoherently thinking. Exactly at 
eight o'clock she heard Kenway leave the house to go to his dinner- 
party. She could picture him to herself entering the drawing-room of 
the house where he was to dine, advancing all smiles and grace to his 
hostess, and making some sweet apologetic explanation of dearest Koo- 
r^li's absence, and convening the expression of her regrets, and regards, 
and loves, and so forth. Koorkli could not help letting her thoughts 
wander in this idle way and painting for herself this unimportant 
little picture. When he was gone, she dragged herself upstairs, still 

Ehysically weak, and too bewildered quite to realize what had 
appened. Her boys' voices in the nursery seemed to call her there. 
They were amu^ing themselves alone. Lance was tinkering up a 
battered steam-engine, and Miles was spell ng out a nursery rhyme 
from one of his toy-books — 

*' A carrion crow sat on an oak, 
Derry^ derry, derry^ decco ; 
A carrion crow sat on an oak. 
Watching a tailor shaping his cloaks 
Heigh hoi the carrion crow, Derry, derry, derry, deoooj* 

KoorMi stood for a minute in the doorway and looked at her children. 
All the tragedy of the situation rushed over her in stranc^e contrast 
with this homely little scene. An exclamation like a groan broke from 
her. The boys looked up and saw her standing there, still in her street 
dress. 

"Mother," said Lance, "aren't you going to the party with 
father ? " 

** No," she answered. " I'm going to stay — with my children." 

Something in her voice startled both the boys. Lance put down his 
steam-engine, and Miles crept up to her, his book in his hand. 

" Mayn't we come down, then, mother, to the drawing-room ? No 
one will come to undress us for ever so long yet." 

** We will stay here," said KoorMi. 8udd( nly she began to see, 
from their wondering faces, that her look and tone were giving them 
the impression that something was amiss. She roused herself to a 
kind of hysterical sjaiety and interest in their amusements. First, 
LaDce would have her play at lotto with them, and then Miles begged 
for one of Grimm's fairy tales. 
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KoorMi went through the game, and then read, read on mediani- 
cally. And all the time her despairing resolve was becoming fixed into 
an unalterable purpose. She did not know whether Grichton had 
really meant what he said, and had gone from the house not intending 
to return till she had left it ; but she knew that she meant to take 
away her children, and to hold them till they were actually wrested 
from her. 

She asked, putting down the book, '* Lance, should you like to go 
back to Australia ? " 

" Oh, jolly ! " cried Lance. " It's ever so much better than Pamesia, 
I am sure. I say, mother, father showed me some snakes that had 
come from Farnesia in the Zoo — weenie things, not much bigger than 
slow-worms. I say, do you know that if you cut a slow-worm in 
pieces, itll join togetb jr again ? " 

*' If you put one l/it in Asia and one in Africa, it wouldn't join,'* 
said Miles. 

" Oh, bother ! " exclaimed Lance. 

Just then their nurse, who was Koorkli's maid as well, came in, 
full of concern because her mistress had not gone to dress. The 
woman guessed that there had been a quarrel. It was not the first 
time that KoorMi had tiiken refuge in the nursery after an unpleasant 
scene with her husband. 

" Oh, ma'am ! " she exclaimed, " I was afraid you mightn't be well. 
Shall you dress later? " 

" I am not going out this evening," answered EoorMi, commanding 
her face and voice. ** I shan't want you, Amelia." 

"If you please, ma'am, cook (iid not understand that yon would be 
at home, and would like to know if you will require dinner." 

" No," answered Eoor^li, '* I'm not feeling very well, Amelia. I 
couldn't eat now." 

** You're tired, ma'am, and with one of your headaches, I expect. 
Won't you let me run down for a glass of wine and a biscuit. You do 
look so pale," the maid m'ged. She was really attached to her mistress, 
and distressed at her appearance. 

She went away without waiting for permission. Koorkli drank the 
wine, and ate the food that was brought her. They did her good and 
revived her faculties. She let Amelia take oflF her out-of-door things, 
and then she kissed her children and went downstairs again. She had 
a great deal to think of and to settle. She could think better now. 
The drawing-room was just as she had left it, and the torn notes lay 
still on the floor. She wondered if it was snowing still. She went to 
the window, and, drawing aside the curtain, looked out into the night. 
Great flakes like white feathers were falling thickly and noiselessly. 
The ground was quite white, and so were the roofs and projections of 
the houses opposite. The trees in a square at the end of the street 
looked like huge branches of white coral. She had seen such coral 
growing beneath the ocean away near the Great Barrier Peef. How 
Btranffe it was .' How beautiful I It awed\iw, «:tA \stvsws^\. "Ooa Xsas^ 
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nishiDg to her eyes. She, who was bom in an almost tropical region, 
had never beheld such a scene. The strangeness, whiteness, and 
weiriness ot it seemed in keeping with the crisis in her own life. 

The sound of traffic in the streets was muffled, but she could hear 
the shrill shouting of the newspaper boys, and gathered word by word 
the shrieked- out announcement, ''Great scene in the House of 
Commons 1 Serious charge against Mr. Sandham Morse." 

She turned hastily from the window, and leaned against the 
chimney-piece, her head upon her hand, till long after the cry h&d 
died away, thinking-^thinking. She was indeed perplexed in the 
extreme. Yet she had got up a sort of marble composure. Her 
purpose was fixed — was adamant. Nothing on earth should induce 
ner to live with Grichton Kenway as his wife any more; and she 
would not give up her boys. She was not thinking of giving them 
up; she was only thinking of how they were to be got away. It 
came into her mind that Kenway could be easily induced to take 
what he had himself once called, " a financial view of the situation ; " 
and that he could be bought off; that he would let her take her 
children if she could give him money for them. But to whom could 
she turn ? She had no money. Uer cheeks flamed at the mere idea 
of turning to Morse. Oh, how gladly he would do it, she knew, if she 
could only turn to him — and she could not. Any man on earth 
rather than him — after what Grichton had said; and after Crichton's 
crime against him. The clock struck nine. 

She heard the bell at the street-door ring. Who could be coming at 
that hour ? 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

**N0 WAT BUT this!" 

** Mb. Morse." 

Koorkli stood motionless with the shock of surprise. He of all men 
was the last whom she could have expected to see. She looked at him 
with a sort of terror in her eyes. Her greeting was one of absolute 
silence. Nor, for a moment, did he speak. The door closed again. 
He came straight to where she stood, but he did not hold out his 
hand. 

** KoorMi ! " He had never called her by her name since the day, 
too well remembered, on the terrace at the Priory-on-the- Water. 
"Koorkli, are you shocked at my coming so late? I felt that I must 
come ; 1 have news to tell you. But stop I 1 see by your face that 
you have news to tell me ; I see it in your eyes, and in these tell-tale 
half-circles round them. Something bad has happened to you too. 
Well, I will first have your story, and then you shall have mine. May 
I sit down?" 

Re drew a chair and sat down. "S.\a ioxGe^ wycK^^xjct^^hia manner 
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of assnmed levihr, were ominous and terrible to her. His fiuje was 
kept rigid as a mask ; but his eyes spoke of some giim event which he 
was compelling himself to endure. 

** Tell me first," Koorkli said tremulously. 

" No ; I must first hear what you have to tell me. Go on. Some^ 
thing has happened. What is it?" There was a touch of almost 
tragic imperiousness about him which mastered her. It was bewilder- 
ing, tempting, and yet inexpressibly sweet to see him so near, with his 
eyes fixed upon her, and something in them which had never been 
there before. "Sit down," he said; "we have a great deal to talk 
alx)ut — you and I." She moved from where she had been standing by 
the mantel-piece, and sat down on a low sort of ottoman in front of 
the nearly burnt out fire. As she did so, her dress brushed the little 
sheaf of crisp paper on the carpet. She saw his eyes attracted to it by 
the rustle, and stooping, suddenly gathered up the torn notes, and with 
a passionate gesture fiung them upon the coals. " Those are bank- 
notes," he said, still in that abrupt way. '* Why do you want to bum 
them?" 

"Because they ar« the price** — she began impetuously, with 
heightening colour, and then stopped, drawing herself toc;ether with a 
little shiver, while a curtain seemed to fall over her flashing eyes and 
moved features — ^" because my husband gave them to me," she said in 
a tone of repressed bitterness. 

At that instant the pieces of paper flamed up. The glow striking 
her face or the momentary change in its expression made him start 
forward and look at her searchingly. 

" You have been ill," he exclaimed. ** Oh, how altered you are 1 " 

He had not seen her, except upon that dusky afternoon in the Park, 
isince they had parted so conventionally at the Priory-on-the- Water. 
As she bat there in her black dress, it seemed to him that her form 
was shrunken ; that her cheeks were more wasted than he had fancied 
on first entering; and that the circles round her eyes were larger and 
hollower. 

** I've not been ill," she said, in a manner of the deepest dejection ; 
and then, looking up at him with a quick, most pathetic glance, she 
added, " Tve only been — unhappy." 

He made a sound like a groan. " Unhappy 1 These months! I 
knew it. And I couldn't do anything. No matter now. Tell me 
what that means," and he pointed to the blackened paper. " You have 
quarrelled with your husband ? " 

" We have quarrelled," Koorhli answered quietly. " He is sending 
me away from him — for ever. 1 shall never live with him again." 

A melancholy smile passed for half an instant across Morse's face, 
and then was gone. He was thinking, *' Is it much of a banishment 
for such a woman to be sent from such a man?" The smile gave 
place to a peculiar expression. He bent towards her. "Then, 
Koor^i," he said, in a strange, low voice, " you are free to ^o whera 
you will." 
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No covert meaning in his words struck her. 

"My children," she went on simply, "my little hoys. He 8ft}S I 
must not take them ; hut I wUl take them/* 

" Do you really mean that your hushand is turning you out of bii 
house ? ** Morse asked fiercely. 

" I do. He has turned me out of his house ; he has told me that ] 
must go ; that I must he gone helore he returns ; that he will no< 
oome under one roof with me ever again. See ** — she made a gesture 
towards the fire — " there is the money which he gave me, that I migki 
go away.*' 

"Where do you propose to go to, Koorali?" Morse leaned 
forward, his chin hurled in his hands, his elhows on his knees, and he 
gazed fixedly, anxiously, into her face. 

" I am going back to my father — in South Britain. I have nowhere 
else to go to. I must go. I wiU find a way. I wUl take my little 
boys — nothing shall prevent me from doing that — ^I will do that I " 

" Ye8,'* said Morse, " wherever you go your children shall go with 
you." 

" Thank you ; oh, thank you ! " Koor^li exclaimed fervently, as if 
he had given her some great gift. He had, at least, approved of her 
resolve. " He will be glad in the end," she said. ** He is going out to 
his new government, and he will feel all the happier for being free from 
us. He has never cared for us. He only said — what he did — about 
the children to frighten and torture me." 

" Tell me — was the quarrel very serious ? ** 

" We can never come together again — never, never ! It's all ended. 

I'd rather die than go on. I " she faltered from old instinct of 

reserve, then spoke a?cain recklessly — " I wanted it to end. I tried for 
a long time to bear all and say nothing ; but there came a time when 
I could Ijear no more. He made life very bitter to me." 

" I know it. I know it, KoorMi." 

" To-night there was said what can never be forgotten as long as we 
two live. I am goino: away to-morrow — I and my children. I will 
hide them from him till we are out of England, and then-— then, if he 
wants them, he must drag them from me. He won't do that. It 
would not be worth while." 

There was silence for a moment. Then Morse asked — 

" Can you tell what it was about ?" 

She only shook her head, and again there was a moment's silence^ 
a"Qd then Morse said — 

" If I can guess, will you tell me then ; will you say * yes ' or * no ' ? 
Was the quarrel — about me ? " 

Koorkli looked at him in a wild, beseeching way. The faint flush 
which had come over her face was quite gone now ; she was deadly 
pale. The steadfastness of his gaze seemed to compel a truthful 
reply. 

" Yes.** She spoke in a mere whisper the one word. Then she rose 
Kid went to the chimney-piece, and tooV. m^ oxift ol>i)ci^ <i«c^^^\.^^A* 
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lying there, and turned it over, and read and re-read its inscription, all 
unconsious of what she was doing. 

** He accused you " 

Withuut looking round, without putting down the card she appeared 
to be studying, Koor^li answered, " He did." 

**My God!" Morse said, with a groan. The purest, truest, most 
loyal woman he had ever known ; and she had to bear all this 1 This' 
was her reward ! 

**lle doesn't believe it," Morse exclaimed; "he knows what a liar 
and Klanderer he is 1 " 

" He does not believe it," KooriLli said simply. ** Oh no ; he knows 
it is not true. He only wants to drive me from him. Do not think 
altogether hardly of him,*' she added, impelled by an instinct of justice. 
" I angered him. I — I — lost myself." 

Morse gave a bitter little laugh. ** There is something more, 
Eoor^li, I am sure. Something that I do not know," he said with 
sudden energy. 

** There is," KoorSlli answered. Her face seemed to grow still paler. 

** And am I not to know it? " 

** No ; not through me. Never, I hope, through any one. It would 
not be right for me to tell you ; you will not ask me ? " She turned 
round to him now with beseeching eyes. 

" Still I think I ought to ask you " 

" No, no. Oh, pray don't press me. I could not tell you. It was 
something told to me which I ought never to tell again. Jt did not 

really concern me ; except that No. I must be silent. You will 

not let me say what I should hate myself for saying ? " 

Wronged though she was, KoorSdi shrank, as from something dis- 
honourable, at the thought of letting Morse know of her husband's 
unparalleled treachery and ingratitude towards him. 

" Well," Morse said, drawing a deep breath, " if it does not concern 
you, Eoor^li, it does not concern me; I shall not ask you any niore 
about it." His impression was that Koorkli had found out some 
wrong-doing of her husband, something of the too-familiar kind, and 
that she thought she ought not to tell of it, and he felt that she was 
right. ** Come, you have told me your story. Your husband has left 
you." 

" He has told me I am to leave him for ever." 

** Yes. Now, don't you want to hear my story ? " He got up as he 
spoke, and stood grim and Napoleonic before her. 

" Yes," Koorkli said, taking new fright at the strange expression on 
his face. 

" Well, it is your own over again — in a different way. My wife has 
Jeft me." 

"Oh no!" Koorkli exclaimed. "Lady Betty left you? It can't 
be!" 

"She has left me, KoorSlli ; she has gone Wck VoVet \'!^^i^«^^^is^s^^'^- 
She declares she will never come under my Too^«tg,ai«i — mi^ \as^^ \s^ tv^dJv 
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Id that:* he added grimly. '* She believes that I was really the leada 
of a plot to stab England in the back with a foreign dagger; by 
assassins hired with foreign money.** 

Koorkli broke into a cry of horror and shame. '* She believes that— 
of you — ^your own wife ? She says so? She herself; her very self?" 

** She has written it down here ; with her own handL See — you may 
read her letter. I found it waiting to welcome me when I reached 
home^I mean the house that was my home." He drew out s 
crumpled sheet, and held it to her. She did not move her hands to 
take it With a bitter laugh he tossed it into the fire. *'Tou teach 
me a lesson in loyalty,** he said. "Well, it*s late for that now. 
Yes ; ** hebroke out wildly, " she believed it 1 And Arden — the young . 
man I never much liked, and he didn*t like me, 1 know — he didn't 
believe it for one second 1 He came out of his way this evening to 
speak to me and shake hands with me and tell me I had said just the 
right thing! And his father. Lord Forrest — that cold, stately old 
man, who would not diverge one inch from the most scrupulous prin* 
ciple to save the empire — lie came to me, and held out his hand and 
he told me I had spoken like a man of honour and a gentleman — and 
that means so much with him. He did. He was hardly ever in the 
House of Commons before, and he came to hear me; and he approved 
of what 1 had said and done ; and said he would have done just the 
Fame himself! And you — well, of course, I need not speak of you — 
you couldn't believe such a tale of me." 

He had moved in an excited way while he had been speaking, and 
now he stood by the piano, and leaned over it in the attitude she 
remembered so well. 

•* Oh no,** she said quietly. " No matter who believed it, I couldn't 
believe it; I never thought about it at all— except that you were 
right in not condescending to deny it. I was almost afraid at first 
that you were going to give it a serious denial ; but, of course, 1 might 
have known that you would do just what was right.** She remem- 
bered then Lady Betty*s strange looks and strange words as they 
were leaving the Ladies' Grallery. Her heart was swelling with gener- 
ous anger. 

" Well, I have said enough about that,** Morse declared ; and he 
made a gesture with his hand as if he were waving it away for ever. 
He left the piano now, and went over to the chimney-piece and stood 
by Koor^ii. ** I didn't quite know while 1 was coming here, KooriUi, 
what I was coming for. 1 suppose I followed my star, as you said that 
Australian morning, long ago — don't you remember ? Yes ; I must 
have been following my star! Now it shines on me quite clearly, and 
it shows me the way. When I came here I did not know that you were 
without a husband, as I am without a wife. Have we not borne 
en()U:zh ? Have we not kept from each other long enough ? EooHdi, 
let us not stand apart any more." 

His manuer was not in the least like that of a wild lover in a melo- 
dranm. He was standing compoae^y oti >iJci^\ifi5ix>iki\\i^^«si.^\!>3& voice 
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was low-toned and quiet; his whole hearing that of restraint and 
reserve. She looked up in wonder to his face. Did she really under- 
stand what he meant ? 

** Come to me, Koorili," he said ; ** the fates have thrown us to- 
gether. Is it not so ? Let us go together, or stay too^ether, just as 
you like. Your children shall be my children ; and I will try to make 
you happy, for all that has come and gone.** 

Koor^li's eyes were downcast. She stood very still. Only the little 
tremor which passed over her frame told of the intensity of her feeling. 

He watched her with breathless anxiety. " Jt is to be," he said in 
quick incisive tones. '* You and I look straight into the soul of things. 
No fine talk — ^no playing with the conventional scruples. We've been 
driven out of all that. You trust me ? I needn't ask. It's enough. 
Give me your hand on it." 

At his command she lifted her eyes and let them meet his full ; but 
she held her hand back. Her composure was marvellous. It seemed 
to her that she was pressing down weights of lead on her soaring heart. 
Had it been only a question of herself, the world might go. She knew 
her weakness. But she must be strong — for her children — ^for him. 

** My friend, why have you said this ? I would give all the world, 
if it were mine, that you had not said it. I have lost you now — I have 
lost you for ever ! " 

" Folly ! " Morse said impatiently. " Idle folly. We only take what 
lies at our feet. Yesterday 1 felt as you do ; but everything has 
changed to-day — ^for both of us. What have you got by your purity, 
and I by my scruples ? Your husband accuses you of crime, and turns 
you out of house and home ; and my wife ileserts me in the hour of 
battle ! She leaves it for you to fight with me. Ah, you can be loyal 1 
Tell me. Did I not do well to you ? Did I ever say what I felt about 
you ? Did I ever speak of love to you ? " 

"Oh no, indeed; you never, never did. You acted like a true 
friend; and I — ^yes, I adored you for it." Koor^li let herself go for a 
moment, and spoke out her heart with a passionate energy. 

" Well — and what did we get by that ? Did I not encourage you to 
leave London ? Did I not do all I could to help you to get away — 
and you knew how I felt to you all the time ; yes, and I may say it 
now, I knew how you felt to me — Koorili ? " 

"Yes," said Koortlli, still with passion in her voice. **It is all 
true. I honoured you for it ; I do still. I honour you now for your — 
for-—" Her voice broke altogether. After a moment she went on, 
** Some day, some distant day, I shall own to myself all that I felt to 
you." For the first time, while they were speaking, the tears came 
into her eyes. " Oh, don't you know that it is something precious to 
me-— something to treasure up all my life, to make me feel a better 
woman— tne thought that you have cared for me?" 

** An exceeding tenderness came into his face. He made a move- 
ment toti-ards her, but her very trust was a bamet* ^<^ \^%\x"^\ftsA 
himaeiL 
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" And what have we gained by that ; what have we got ? ** 

"Gained? Got? My friend" — KoorMi's melancholy earnestneea 
Boemed to widen the distance between them — "we have saved our 
honour and our conscience ; we have kept the whiteness of our souls ! 
You, my dearest friend, you who think it nothing to throw away a 
great career for a principle — you ask me what we have gained, you 
ALd I, by keeping the whiteness of our souls?" 

"We owe something to ourselves," Morse brol<e in. "This hna 
been forced upon us ; we haven't sought it. Gome, Eoorkli," he spoke 
to her very gently now, " there is a crisis sometimes in people's lives 
which can't be disposed of by reference to the canons of any casuistry. 
You and I love each other — yes, we may say that now— we are suited 
to each other ; we seem, as the romancists say, made for each other. 
I think that even on that Australian morning I had some dim percep- 
tion that you and I were somehow destined to htand side by side, some 
time. I wish I had never lost sight of you. I am my true self only 
with you. Gome. We need each other. The world has thrust us 
both outside its dehors ; let us go together." 

" Go where ? " Kooriili asked. " Is there any place where I could 
forget that I had brought dishonour on my boys ; or where you could 
forget that you had brought disgrace on your name and your career — 
where I coidd foiget that I had helped you to do it? Gh, do take pity 
on me — you, my only friend; and do not let us speak of this any 
more ! " 

" I do take pity on you, and so I take you away from this place 
where you are insulted, and degraded, and miserable." 

"Ah," she pleaded softly, " can a woman ever be really degrade but 
by herself?" 

" Let us go to America," Morse said ; " a great career is to be made 
there by any one who has brains and energy. KoorSdi, they shall hear 
our names in Europe again 1 " 

" And your country, Mr. Morse ? Your people ? " 

" My country,' he said, with a scornful and bitter laugh, " will for 
aught I know echo the yells of the House of Commons 1 My people? 
I am the most unpopular man in England now." 

" It is only the madness of a moment," she urged. " Every true 
heart in England will rally to you ; you will stand higher than ever. 
U'his will be forgotten." 

" It will not be forgotten by me." 

" Yes, yes ; you wUl see that the country, the English pgople, have 
never for a moment lost faith in you. Why, even in that House of 

Commons, those whose opinion you cared for were with you " 

KoorMi stopp. d in sudden embarrassment. Morse saw what had made 
her feel embarrassed. 

" And my wife ? " he asked. " What about her opinion ? " 

" Gh, that was some sudden, extraordinary misconception ; I know 

it was. Already, perhaps, Lady BeUy understands. Gne must 

remember how she has been brou^t >3l^ *, a^tA. \iQi^ ^'ssqJvk^ ^<ak Sa^ \ft 
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the Princess and the Court. Oh, believe me, that wound will be 
healed. You and Lady Betty will be friends again.'* 

Morse shook his head. "You do not know what it is for a man 
like me to have it blazoned all over town to-morrow morning that his 
aristocratic wife has left him for ever, because she believes him to 
have been an associate in an infamous plot. Only one thing on earth, 
Koor&li, can make life a good thing to me; and that is your com- 
]ianionship. Gome with me. Come 1 Let us give up all this noisy, 
empty world of politics, if you like. Let us live in some quiet place 
and dream." 

** A dream, indeed ! " said KoorMi sadly. 

" Let us watch the sunsets. Let us live in peace and honour — yes, 
honour; I repeat it. Let us be everything to each other. I know 
now what you are worth to me, and what the world is worth to both 
of us ; and I shall make myself worth something to you. You shall 
never be sorry for trusting yourself to me." 

" 1 know it ; in that sense— oh, I know it," she said. She clasped 
her hands on liie mantel-board before her and leaned her head upon 
them. At that moment the dreariness of the strnggle came upon her 
with deeper and sadder meaning. For an instant she allowed herself 
to drift towards the dreamland he pictured. But in a moment she 
was facing him again, moumf'lly resolute. "I know that all that 
kindness and gentleness and chivalrous afl'ection could do for woman 
would be done by you for me — to the end," she went on, ** to the very 
end, wherever and w hatever that might be. But you could not turn ' 
wrong into right or shame into honour. Soon you wouW be sorry on 
my account, and I should be sorry on yijurs. We should end by 
making each other unhappy, ju^t because we are not bad enough to do 
wrong and feel no remorse. See what it has come to already," she 
added plaintively ; " J can't even ask your advice in my sad strait." 

"1 am selfish in this — 1 know it," Morse said; "but v\ho could help 
it ? Who would not pity you and love you that had seen you as I 
have seen you ? I never said so while you had a husband. Now that 
you have none, Koor^li, I will save you from yourself; 1 will prevail 
upon you ; I will make you go with me." 

His manner was entirely respectful ; he did not stand close to her ; 
he did not even take her hand. But there was a strength of etnotion 
in his looks which frightened her, and although his voice was calm, his 
eyes and his words were wild. Koorkli fuund the truth forced in upon 
Ler that in that crisis hhe could not rely on his man's strength for a 
support ; that she must think and act lor both ; that she alone must 
0a ve herself and him. 

** At least," she said, '* you will not press me now ; this moment ? 
You will not ask me to decide to-night ? Oh, you do not know how 
serious this is for a woman with children — with sons who will one day 
grow up and know all about their mother. You will give me to-night 
to think ? Ah, indeed — ndeol, if I hesitate It \a TiOX. V^^-axiSA <2i^ ^s:^:^:^ 
want of trust in you. But you will not pteaa "ma — ^vi'Si'^ \ia\, \ft-\:iv^5^ 
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my only friend?" She now showed her trust in him so far that she 
I tut her hand tenderly into his for a moment. He raised it, touched it 
softly with his lips, and let it drop again. 

" 1 will come to-morrow. When ? " was all be said. 

"I will write to yon,** Koorkli answered. "Do not try to see me 
till you have my letter.** 

They parti d without another word. Her eyes followed him as he 
moved to the door, it was wdl that he did not see the anguish io 
them. It was well that he did not hear the low cry which broke from 
her when the door shut behind him, and she was left alone. 

She heard him go downstairs. She heard his step in the hall below. 
He trod firmly and lightly, she thought; there seemed to be even 
something of elasticity and elation in the tread. Perhaps she had 
made him hopeful for the moment ; perhaps he was thinking of a new 
life to l)e begun by him and her together. She heard the door open 
and then close. It closed, not with a clang, but gently, as if in that 
very moment he were tender of her nerves and her feelings. 

At the sound she Hew to the window, and, drawing aside the curtain, 
slipped out on to the little balcony. She watched him as he walked 
down the street, silently, like a ghost. The snow had ceased falling 
now, but everything was covered as with a sheet. The lamps cast a 
bluish light upon the pavement. She watched him disappear in the 
shadow of a church at the corner of the square. It was a saint's day ; 
there was service going on within, and the sound of the organ came to 
her and seemed to solemnize the decision she had made. The devo- 
tional straine and the tall dark building, with its snow-fiecked spire 
and all its Gothic arches and projections traced in dazzling white, gave 
her a feeling of stay and anchorage. At best or at worst, how short 
and poor was life 1 how great God's goodness ! how vast the Infinite ! 

She went back again and closed the window. The air felt very cold. 
It had made her shiver. She sat down miserably on the sofa, and then 
hid her face in the pillows and broke into unrestrained tears ; for she 
knew that she was not to see him any more. 

When she had for the moment no more tears to shed, she crept 
upstairs to the room where her boys were sleeping, and she knelt 
beside them and prayed. Her mind was made up; she knew what 
she had to do. Not for one instant did she doubt as to the path she 
was to tread. She was to save Atm, and her boys, and herselt^ But 
she prayed for guidance as to the manner in which this was to be 
doncj, and for strength to bear up and to do it. Truly, if one but* 
sincerely wishes to walk the right way, "light ariseth in the dark- 
DeM " and the path is seen. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 
koorIli's letter. 



Cbichton did not come home that night. He did not coifie home the 
next morning. Almost the first news that Eooikli heard on waking 
was that one of the servants had received a message from him ordering 
that his letters should be sent to the Grey Manor. 

Koorkli slept late, and started up with a sense of guilt and dread in 
the bright light of a frosty morning. There was so much to do. She 
c*)uld not see her way in front of her. She must go away that very 
day — before Morse could come to her. She must steal her children, 
and hide herself and them before there was time for her pur|>08e to 
dawn upon Crich ton's mind. But how? Where? She had no money. 
She had no friends — ^none at least to whom she could apply in such 
emergency. In her bewilderment she could only think of Zen. She 
would have died rather than be indebted to one of the family ; but 
Zen, somehow, was not one of the family — ^honest, impulsive Zen, who, 
on her own part, had some experience of suffering. KooiMi resolved to 
seek assistance from Zen. But, again, how ? Of Zen's generosity and 
loyalty she felt assured ; but how could her plans be kept secret from 
Eustace, and would not that involve their betrayal to Crichton? How 
could she write or telegraf^h to Zen without the risk of endangering 
her own and her children's liberty ? 

Two letters were brought to her. The handwriting of one seemed 
familiar and yet strange. She opened the other, of which she knew 
the 8uperscrii)tion too well — too well. 

" I will come for you, KoorMi, to-morrow at five o'clock. 
We will take the boys with us. I think of going to Dover by an 
ordinary train. We shall leave England at once, either for Calais or 
Ostend. Wh'ere to go next I have not thought ; but we can settle 
that after. For the present it is best to have no plans. Trust your- 
self and your boys and your luture to me, as I trust all to you, 

" For ever yours, 

« S. M." 

She kissed the letter tenderly and put it in her bosom. ** I may do 
ihaty' she said. With it pressed thus to her heart she could have 
dreamed herst If into Paradise. But there must be no dreams. 

She dressed in a mechanical way, and as mechanically submitted to 
her maid's last touches. Amelia's curiosity was rampant when her 
mistress said, "I am going to take the children away for a while. 
Have their clothes packed as soon as possible." 

** Shall you take me, ma'am ? " asked the maid. 

" 1 don't know. No," answered KooTMi absently. 

"And your own things, ma'am?" puravied Ajav^V^au **"^*'»SL'OaK^^\» 
way evening dresaea required? '* 
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Koor^li gave her directions calmly and minutely. Ob, the moclccry 
of such details! It was not till she was alone again that she recol- 
lected the other letter she had received. As she looked at it once 
more, it flashed across her that the writing was Lord Arden's; and 
then she remembered, with the sudden sense of a saving hand stretched 
out to her in her need, their conversation at the Priory-on-the- Water, 
and the promise she had made him. She hastily opened the letter. 
It ran — 

"Forrest Honse^ Tuesday, Midnight. 
•*Dbar Mrs. Kenwat, 

" I was in the House this afternoon, and I saw you and tried 
to get at yon as you were leaving the Ladies' Gallery, but there was 
a crush, and I lost you. I want very much to speak to you, though 
I know, of course, what your opinion is of the infamous charge every 
one is talking about. Tou must feel as keenly as 1 do the fact that- 
Lady Betty Morse has forsaken her husband in his trouble. It must 
not be. We, who are friends of both, must not let it be. I fear that 
Morse, in a moment of disgust, may throw up his political career. 
We know that in a little while — a few days, perh^ips — the country 
will do him justice; England cannot spare such a man; he must be 
saved to her. 

"May I come to you about midday to-morrow? If I get no 
telegram to the contrary, I shall be at your house, and, as always, at 
your full service. 

" I am, your faithful friend, 

" Abden." 

There was something in the tone of Arden's letter which brought 
the blood rushing to KoorMi*s cheeks. Had he seen Morse ? Did he 
guess the truth ? Why did he take it for granted that she knew of 
Lady Betty's departure? Why did he call upon her to mediate 
between husband and wife? Why did he appeal to her to save to the 
people (he statesman who could lead them to honour? The very way 
in which he subscribed himself suggested that he fancied the time had 
come in which she mi^ht redeem her promise, and in which he might 
be able to help her. 

These questions revolved in her mind while she went over her 
papers, and, as methodically as she could, made preparations for her 
departure. She did not telegraph to Arden. Of course she would see 
him. She could not help looking; to him in some sort of undefined 
way for aid in this emergency. She did not know how he could help 
her, unless in seeking out Zen — this was the one plan which took 
shape in her thoughts. She did not even know what she should say 
to him. She could not make up her mind to tell him in plain wordl 
that she had quarrelled hopelessly with her husband and that she 
mmnt to steal away her children; but it seemed to her, looking back 
nu'v, that he had all along Yjeeii ^esXVafi^ Vo q^tsi^ Xa V^a ^s^v&tAnce, 
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ft seemed to her, as she pondered in a confused way, mixing up 
present and past, that when they had talked together at the Priory and 
he had asked if he might be her friend, she had foreseen this trouble, 
then dim and shapeless in the future, and for that very reason had 
hesitated to take him at his word. She had felt, then, that she could 
not lightly give a promise which some day might mean a great deal. 

At a little after twelve Arden came. He was shown into the front 
drawing-room. She was in the back room, with the door between 
closed. Presently she came in to him. As she pushed aside the 
portiere, and advanced, a little wasted figure in a black dress, with 
pale and resolute face and deep sad eyes, all his previous suspicions 
were confirmed, aud he saw that something momentous had happened 
to her. 

She shook hands with him, but did not sit down. The room seemed 
cold and cheerless, and the fire was unlighted. Arden looked a little 
awkward and embarrassed, and his eyes met hers searchingly. 

** Mrs. Kenway," he said, without any conventional preface, " I wish 
that I could have seen you last night." 

A rush of colour overspread her face ; but she did not answer. 

** I have a great deal to say to you " he began. 

She moved to the door through which she had entered. " Come in 
here," she said. " There's a fire. It's cold in this room." 

He followed her, and threw a swift comprehensive glance round. A 
look of apprehension came over his face. The place was all a litter 
of papers — packets tied up and documents of different kinds. The 
drawers of the writing-table stood open and were in confusion, and 
shreds of torn letters over-filled and lay round the waste-paper basket. 
Koorili moved some books from a chair and motioned to it. 

He did not seat himself. As she stood by the mantel-piece he made 
an abrupt movement towards her, as if he would have entreated or 
implon d her to desist from some cour&e to which he guessed. But he 
restrained himself. 

"Mrs. Ken way," he exclaimed, "what does it mean? You are 
making preparations for a journey at once ? ** 

" I am going away," she answered quietly. 

Arden gazed at her in pain and bewilderment. "What does it all 
mean?" he repeated, and gave a strange little laugh. "Every one 
is going awny. Lady Hetty has left her husband. I met Morse last 

night. He, too, said that he was going away. And you " He 

advanced a step, and his eyes rested full upon her with such anxious 
questioning in them that her own^rQQi)§^. " You haven't got any 
rash project in your mind ?^*l^^ffn^f;^^^r^y©iLand your husband 
intended to leave England iniKfew weeks, ^ftV^lv that something 
has occurred to hasten yo»%)yage tOLj'arnesia^ all4 you are getting 
ready. That is all?" J ju^ .. ~^"^ '- \ 

"No," she replied, still cgpix)s'69ljr." ^*It isn't, thftt, Y^o^ 
I'm not going to Famei|jp^th my husband. We ate ^ui% tA 
Australia — my hoys and I. ' ^ 



298 ''THE RIGHT HONOURABLE^ 

There was still alarm and perplexity on Arden's face, "AlA 
Morse?" he asked involuntarily. " Where is Morse going?" Then, 
a moment later, he hated himself for having said the words and for 
the implication they conveyed. Kooriili became as pale as death. 
She knew that A>den had discovered her secret. She understood noin 
his letter — his strange manner. For a moment he thought she was 
going to faint. The emotion she showed deepened his almost frenzied 
anxiety. He dreaded the worst And yet something: told him that, 
at whatever cost, (>he would be true to her womanhood. It was \ 
relief when she raised her head with a quick prouti gesture that ho 
knew. Her face was less ashen now ; but the strained look about her 
mouth told him how hard it was for her to keep the muscles in check, 
and her eyes were bright with tears as she turned them to his and 
then averted them. 

"I don't know where Mr. Morse is going,** she saM, bringing out her 
words with difficulty. " I hope — I believe that he will «tay in England, 
and show the people that he is not to be crashed by calumny. It 
would seem cowardly in him to go away. It would be wrong; and 
if he can get to feel that, he will never do what is wrong. Oh, Lord 
Ar.len, his friends ought to urge this upon him ! " Her voice faltered. 
** They ought to point out to him what madness it would be to throw 
away his career in. a moment of anger and disgust." 

" You are right," said Arden. "He is a statesman, with a duty to 
liis country. Whatever his theories may be — and they are not mine 
— he is a far-seeing, noble-minded man, and he has England's greatness 
at heart. 1 did not do him justice before the test of the elections 
came. I believed him to be merely an ambitious politician eager for 
power. I do him better justice now." 

Koorkli's eyes glistened. " You will tell him this," she said, and 
raised her hands in a gesture of appeal. ** The storm will blow over. 
In a little while he may be contented again — ^it will take a little 
while." She seemed to be speaking less to her companion than in 
argument with herself. " His career, his ambition, his cause, will fill 
his life and make up to him for everything. And his wife will go 
back to him. He mustn't be hard on her. Oh, Lord Arden, you will 
speak to him. You will tell him all this ! " 

There was jzenuine pity in Lord Arden's face. ** And you yourself, 
Mrs. Ken way ? You, too, will speak to him ? " 

" No," she answered, with a strange solemnity in her tone ; " I shall 
not see him again." 

She turned her head, and, covering her face with her hands, leanal 
her forehead against the mantel-piece. The strain was relaxed at lasr. 
Ho saw that her frame shook with suppressed sobs. His heart ached 
in compassion for her, and yet he could not by word or gesture attempt 
to comfort her. 

He moved away, and stood with his back to her, looking lixedly at 

the stained-glass window above her writing-table. For years and 

yesLts ArdfiXi. remembered lYie ^aiTWcvAax c.oVi\it\xi% %isA ^<?«a%ii of that 
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window, acii he associated it always with one of the most sorrowful 
moments he had ever known. Presently the convulsive sounds ceased, 
(ml he knew she was calm again. When he went to her once more 
she had raised her face. It was wan and piteous, hut except for a 
slight trembling she gave no sign of agitation. 

**I am ashamed of myself for breaking down," she said, with a 
pathetic smile. '*But I've had a great deal to try me the last two 
days. I didn't sleep much last night; and I think I'm \yom 
out." 

He took her hand as if she had been a child, and placed her in a big 
arm-chair close to the fire, seating himself near her. 

" I don't wonder that you are worn out," he Hwd. " You are ill. 
Tou have looked ill for a long time ; and yesterday upset you. It 
upset every one. We won't talk of Morse now, Mrs. Ken way, but 
about you. You may depend upon me to do my best — my very best 
-^to bring his wife back to him, and to keep him true to his country 
and to his real self. That is what you and 1 — ^what a11 his real friends 
must wish. I think that I can understand your feeling." He waited 
for a few moments, not looking at her. 

EoorMi leaned back in her chair and wearily closed her eyes. His 
words brought a sense of relief, but one of pain and strangeness too. 
It was as though she saw everything slipping away from her. 

Arden went on. **I want to know al)out yourself. I am sure that 
you are in trouble — trouble of some definite kind that perhaps I can 
help you in. Mrs. Ken way, don't you remember our talk at the 
Priory, and your promise that if you ever needed a friend's help you'd 
let me give it? - You said then that the time wasn't likely to come; 
but I felt somehow that it would. And, 'hough Pm sorry to find my 
presentiment verified, still 1 am glad to be here now. 1 a.sked you to 
let me call this morning because 1 had a kind of instinct that you 
wanted somebody. Will you trust me?" 

KoorMi leaned forward and looked at him earnestly, her arms clasp- 
ing her knees in that childlike attitude of hers. 

"I will; I will, indeed 1" she said brokenly. **I think you can 
help me. I am in great trouble, and I have no relations and no friends 
— except Zen. I can't write to Zen because of Eustace. I dare not 
run any risk of my husband finding out where I have taken my boys, 
till we have gone quite away. He would try to get them from me. 
But you will go to Zen, Lord Arden, and tell her; and she will come 
to me. I can trust Zen. I know she will gladly help me ; and she is 
the only person I could take help from— of that kind." 

Lord Arden understood her meaning. He dreaded to say a word 
which could wound her sensitive pride. ** I am certain you may rely 
on Mrs. Eustace's good heart," he said warmly. " I will gladly go to 
her and exf)lain everything. But, Mrs. Kenway, I don't know yet 
what has happened. 1 can only guess." He hesitated a little, then 
he saw the faint colour rising to her cheeks, aivd xseiikX. ^\v\iN5XYsft.^^A 

You h&ve not been happy with your Viu^^oau^ ^\ift\^ >aakSi \««a ^ 
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disagreement ; and you want to go back to your own people and tak€ 
your chihiren," 

" Yes," she answered simply. " I'm going away. My marriage 
has been a terrible mistake. It*s all ended now. We have both 
agreed that it is best sa We can never come together ag\in — 
never!* 

"But," he said, hesitating again, "if you have agreed, there might 
be some settlement — some arrangement. And the children ? " 

"Oh," she cried passionately, "don't you see? We can't lire 
together agam — he does not wish it. But he wants to punish me by 
separating me from my children." 

" Is there no alternative ? " he urged. " Your friends — ^your family 
might mediate." 

She shook her head. " It's no use. Fve thought it all out. There's 
nothing for me to do but to go back to Australia. I must leave this 
house at once — this very day. I must hide myself somewhere till the 
steamer starts. He doesn't think that I will take the bo^ s, because 
I have no money. But Zen will give me some, and I shull be free." 
The yearning of an imprisoned soul was in Koor^li's tone. Arden 
was inexpressibly touched. " I can't give up my children," she went 
on, with gathering agitation. " No one could have the heart to tell 
me that it would be right. No one could tell me that I must go on 
suffering — go on living a life of degradation. I have borne so much ; 
I can bear no more." She covered her face with her hands for a 
moment, then looked at him again. " I am not altogether selfish," 
she added more quietly. ** It is for their sake as well as for my own. 
I should deserve punishment if I allowed my boys to grow up into 
men like their father." 

Her lips tightened resolutely. Her face had lost its expression of 
pathos and helplessness. It was hard and cold ; the face of a woman 
who has endured the utmost possible to her and will bend no more. 
He saw that she had taken the law into her own hands, and that 
whatever her case might be she would admit no argument upon it 
It was his assumption that she was justified in the course she meant 
to take. He had no good opinion of Crichton Kenway, whose 
character, he had learned by one of those accidents which reveal 
something of a man's private life, did not bear scrutiny. He had 
watched Koor^li in her relations with her husband, and had admired 
her loyalty and her patience. H/» knew that only strong provocation 
could have forced from her the words she had just uttered. He felt 
that he had no right to ask any questions. There was a short silence. 
Koor^li broke it. 

" I see that you doubt whether I am acting wisely," she said quietly 
** You do not know everything ; and I cannot tell you. I can never 
tell any one. If you knew, you would see that there is no other life I 
can lead. I am not grasping happiness at the cost of duty. There 
can be do happiness for me in tbla -woild except what comes through 
i^y children. I have a right to take \kera. \S(i \)sie^ «ce 0^^ ^x^^^sv^^gpL \a 
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be brought up at school. Then, perhaps, something may be an'anged ; 
but not now. I don't claim more than ray right. I don't forget what 
they owe to their father, or what I owe to my husband." 

She spoke rapidly, with undertoned decision, and her eyes met his 
fixedly. He seemed lost in thought. Suddenly he got up and stood 
over her. 

" How soon do you want to leave this house ? " he asked. 

*' T(vday ! to-day I As soon as ever I can. I must get out of this 
place before many hours ; before an hour, if I can." 

** But, tell me ; why are you in such haste ? Can't you wait even 
until to-morrow ? " 

** Oh, to-morrow, to-morrow ! " she exclaimed passionately ; " there 
is no to-morrow for me — I must go at once. Now, now, now ! " 

" Are you afraid," he asked, " that your husband will come back and 
do you some harm ? " 

** No, no ; he will not come. I was not thinking of him. Oh ! " 
A cry broke from her, a cry of alarm lest she should have betrayed her 
secret. She had betrayed it. Arden knew now why she was eager to 
go at once. He, too, felt that she must go ; that she must not stay 
one hour longer in that house. 

" If you knew all," she cried impatiently, " you would know that I 
am doing right, and that there is notliing else for me to do." 

"I am sure you are doing right," Arden said; "I am sure there is 
nothing else for you to do, since you tell me so." 

" Oh, thank you, ever so much ! " She could have kissed his hand 
in the fervour of her gratefulness to him for his belief in her. So 
narrow is the horizon of humanity's mood of joy or sorrow, that the 
rush of a sensation almost like delight filled and flooded her soul at the 
mere thought that in that hour of trial she was not utterly alone ; that 
the sympathy and the trust of one generous heart sustained her. 

** I understand enough," Arden said. " There's no need for roe to 
tell you that I feel for you deeply. I was not thinking of whether you 
are right or wrong. I take your word. I'm only concerned as to how 
I can best help you, and a plan has occurred to me. You are right ; 
you must leave at once. Have you any idea when the Australian 
steamer starts ? " 

" Yes. Next Tuesday, I think— the 22nd. I thought," she added, 
after a moment's pause, " that I could find some lodging where no one 
would think of looking for me." 

**0h no," he exclaimed, "that wouldn't do. You must not hide 
yourself in that sort of way. There must be no suggestion that you 
are leaving England under a cloud. Don't you see," he went on with 
gentle imperiousness, for she had looked up at him in a pained, won- 
dering way, " that you are a woman who has attracted a great deal ol 
attention, Mrs. Ken way, and society won't be content to let you slip 
out of its sight unnoticed? It is very important that people should 
not be allowed a chance of saying ill-natured t\iVDLO%,,»» 

Yes—1 inow," she taid; "but 1 catxi't \i^\^ Vc, wAX Tssasi^^N. 
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oiiod. I am leaving my husband, and of course ** She broke off 

abruptly. 

" 1 want you to come to my father's, and stay there with your boys 
till you sail. I will bring your sister-in-law to you." 

KoorMi starte<i and shrank back. '^Lord Forrest. Oh no! I couldn't 
What would lie think ? " 

" Nothing except what is kind and chivalrous. It would be a delight 
to him to be of service to you, Mrs. Kenway. He has the greatest 
hking and admiration for you. You would not be safe at your sister* 
ill-law's. I mean that your husband— or— or — any one who wanted 
to find you would naturally look for you there ; and l)eBides, society 
doesn't know very much about Mrs. Eustace Kenway. No ; you must 
think of your children and your father and your friends ; and you must 
leave this country in such a way that spite itself could find nothing to 
say against you. Now, Mrs. Kenway, my father has odd, eccentric 
ways, and he does not fall in with the new times or with 8«»ciety ; but 
I am proud to be able to say that what you do with his sanction and 
under the shelter of his authority and his care will be held by society 
to be well done. No one living will suspect him of countenancing a 
wrong thing or helf»ing man or woman who did not deserve the help of 
every gentleman and every Christian. Come, you see that I am right." 

She put out her hand in silent gratitude. He took it in his, raised 
it chivalrously to his lips, and then only said, *' Come, let us make our 
arrangements." 

She felt that he was right. He had removed the one difficulty out 
of her path. She would be safe in every way under Lord Forrest's 
roof until she could sail with her boys. There was a streak of melan- 
choly humour in the thought which came into her mind that Crichton 
Kenway might be trusted not to say a word in disapproval of any 
an-angement which was sanctioned by Lord Forrest; indeed, would 

Srobably feel rather proud that his wife had found shelter even from 
im under the roof of this grand old Jacobite peer. She felt safe now. 
She knew that she could save herself and Morse. 

"You would like to be alone now for a little?" Arden said, after 
they had settled about her going to his father's house. 

"Yes," she said; "I should like to be alone for a little — just a little." 

She had still something to do. Perhaps Arden could have guessed 
what it was. 

Koor^li's arrangements were made, her trunks were packed, her 
children, wondering where they were to be taken, were dressed and 
wailinjj in the nursery. There still remained some little time before 
the hour Arden had fixed for her to meet him at Forrest House. He 
had thought it wiser that he should not return for her, but that she 
should leave her husband's roof alone. 

She had looked round the familiar rooms, and had wondered vaguely 

what Crichton would say and do when he came back and found them 

empty. iShe had said her farewell to them and to the associations j>f 

her married Jife. She had nolmgevm^ Te^Te\%,\iQ ^\iN:\\sivi:sv\a^ ^t^<^^ 
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to dally with the situation. ITiere was in her heart no feeling of ten- 
derness towards her husband, of pity or peisonal sorrow. She had got 
beyond all that. The greater had swallowed up the less. Had she 
ever loved him there might have been room for wifely emotion. As it 
was, it seemed to her now that she had never been his wife at all in 
the real and noble sense of the word ; and tliis severance of their lives 
was a saving operation in life-surgery rather than a catastrophe. She 
had passed beyond the limit of conventional feeling. She was experi- 
encing an ordeal in which only the ruling instincts of her nature sur- 
vived — duty and love. 

There was one last task to be performed, the bitterest, the hardest. 
At five o'clock Morse would come. He, too, would find the house 
empty of her. She had not ventured to write to him at his own house, 
or his club, or to the House of Commons. She did not know what his 
movements might be^ and feared lest her letter might not reach him. 
She went into her own little sitting-room, where she had received 
Arden, and set herself to write. But the pen dropped from her fingers. 
She leaned her elbows on the writing-table and buried her face in her 
hands. It was over — the bright dream which had first shone upon her 
girlhood, and which had come again shedding such radiance over her 
grey life. Before her all seemed black as night. She could imagine 
no future. The conflict she had gone through was as the wrench 
between body and soul. It was like death — now that the struggle 
was over. The soul had parted from the body ; a corpse remained. 

Put the work she had yet to do must be done. She rallied all her 
strength of heart and mind, and she wrote a letter to Morse. She 
gave herself no further time to think; she wrote it at breathless 
speed, though the tears sometimes blinded her. Then she gave it to 
her maid and told her what to do. 

At five o'clock Morse came to the deserted house. He asked for 
Mrs. Crichton Kenway, and was shown upstairs into her little sitting- 
room. He assumed that she was waiting for him. His heart was 
steel in its determination. Nothing on earth was worth much to him 
any more but only EoorMi. He closed his mind against all thought 
of what the world would say; all that was over. He had resisted 
every impulse to seek her love until fate threw them together ; left 
them side by side and alone. They were as two who have been put 
ashore on some desert island in the midst of a vast ocean and left 
there alone. What were society's laws, conventionality's laws, for them? 
All he wanted now was to get out of England with her, caring little 
where they went, so that it was out of England. In the bitterness of 
his heart he hoped that he might never see England again — never, 
never again. 

A woman's step was heard. Morse was standing with his back to 
the fireplace. He made a movement forward ; but it was not Eoorkli 
who came. It was KoorMi's maid. 

" Please, sir," she said, " Mrs. Kenway baa \as\> ^xv^ wiX.\ Vs^* 'Sba 
Bsked me to give you this letter.'' T\i© ^\i\ ^m\. «Afi\Xfcx m\.<2k"^^^'e?i% 
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band, busied herself a moment in brightening the light of the lamp^ 
and then left him alone. 

Morse looked at the letter. Too well already he knew what it would 
tell liim. She was gone from him for ever I It did not need a pro- 
phetic soul to tell him that. With an iron composure he drew iho 
lamp nearer to him, and he read Koorkli's letter, 

"My Best, almost my Only Friend, 

"You will not be angry with me for what I am doing—I 
\ now you will not, when you think it over. There is nothing else for 
me to do — and for you. I am going away ; I am going back to my 
father in South Britain. I am going to begin life all over again — with 
what a diderencel 

" You will not try to see me again ; I know you will not, since I a«k 
you. It would not be possible for us to meet again just now. I have 
thought that it would not be right to put you to the useless pain of 
seeing me — since we must separate ; and so I have taken on me to 
dei ide for both. 

** Think of yourself, my friend — of your career and your country. 
Ah ! even if I could forget myself and my children and my Grod, I 
could not forget you! 1 could not forget what is due to you and 
your future aud your fame. You will forgive your wife ; it was only 
a moment*s weakness. You must remember her associations and her 
bringing-up. She is not to be tco much blamed ; and, then, are we 
not all to be blamed ? 

" Perhaps, some time long distant now, when you are older, when I 
am old, you will come out to South Britain again and see the places 
you knew there and some of the friends. Perhaps we shall talk over 
all this, and then I shall be able to tell you all I feel^ all I have felt, 
without fear or shame. 

" I could keep writing on and on, but to what end ? You know all 
that I CO'old say. I pray lor you ; I hope for you. Good-bye ! 

" KoorAll" 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

•*I WILL ORDER MY HEART TO BEAR IT." 

Dusk was gathering when Morse left KoorSLli's house. It was a 
gloomy evening, and the sky was heavy with gathering snow. Here 
and there lamps twinkled, but the western horizon was red still, and 
the old grey church at the end of the street, its spire and battlements 
outlined in white, stood out venerable and solemn against dull copper- 
coloured clouds, and seemed to rebuke the fever and fret of human 
passion. Yesterday's snow lay yet on the ground, and hung on the 
trees, but its beauty was gone, its purity sullied. 

Norse walked on like a man in a dream, his footsteps crunching the 
umwept buow with mouotououa te^^>3Xa.t\\.^. "SL^ ViXiXk.^ \mqs^\ ^KKs^Rr 
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how in the Green Park. For a while he was hardly conscious of his 
movements. He was making for his desolate home, but he scarce 
knew why he was going there, or, indeed, whither he was going. 

Presently he got into the streets again. An old crossing-sweeper 
whom he knew touched his hat, looking as though he had something 
to say, and Morse, still in a dream, found himself stopping to speak to 
the man. 

** Bad times these," Morse said mechanically, as he put a coin into 
the sweeper's hand, and then he corrected himself with a harsh little 
laugh. "Good for yon, my friend, and more dirty weather coming. 
You should be thankful." 

** Thank you, sir," said the man ; and he looked at Morse with that 
odd, wistful, moralizing expression which may be noticed sometimes 
on the faces of those who have seen better days but are resigned to 
circumstances. "Life is as it comes, sir. It has its pains and pleasures, 
and a deal more pain than pleasure. But you're in the right Thank- 
fulness is the cheapest sauce for both." 

" You've seen a good deal of life, and that's your conclusion ?" said 
Morse. 

" Yes, sir, close on sixty years, and thirty of them married years, 
that came to an end yesterday." 

" What do you mean ? " said Morse again with his harsh laugh. 
" Has your wife run away from you ? " 

"No, sir; she went straight all her life, and she brought me a 
family that's dead or gone crooked. And there was only us two left, 
and she died yesterday. We never had a quarrel all those thirty 
years, and that*8 more, sir, than most married couples could say — high 
or low." 

The man turned abruptly away, and began to sweep vigorously. 

"You're right, my friend," said Morse in a bitter tone. "That's 
more than many a married couple can say, even after ten years or less. 
You have had thirty — thirty years of confidence and afl'ection. Well, » 
as you say, thankfulness is the cheapest sauce for either pleasure or 
pain. Pm very sorry for you," 

He put some more money into the man's hand, and passed quickly 
on, with the thought biting his heart that parting by death from some 
loved one is not the worst trial that can befall a human companionship. 
Then he seemed to lose self-consciousness again until he became aware 
that he was in his own study and that he had taken a volume off the 
table and was looking into it. It was a volume of Horace. He had 
opened it at the filth satire of the second book, and his eyes rested on 
certain words — ^** Portem hoc animum tolerare jubebo." 

" I will order my stout heart to bear it." Such is the noble language 
in which Horace, not always one to appreciate high resolve, makes 
Ulysses answer to the question, — "What will you do should cruel 
misfortune blight your dearest hopes?" Will Morse now order his 
stout heart to bear the sudden blight that has oim^ q^^x Vvs* ^^'kr^hSw 
hopes? WUl he crush down his ardent \oTi^\i^s&\ TaMa^\\\x^*^^'«^^^«^ 
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hfifl dream of perfect union in 8ome fiEir-o£f Eden, and seek consolation 
in all the cynical commonplaces which proclaim that there can be no 
abiding happiness, no enduring harmony of souls ? Will he go back 
to his " world of men," determined to forget the woman he loved and 
for whom he would have given up all ? A man of high purpose, who 
at least wishes always to do right, will stoutly bear such a blow. He 
will refuse to seek any relief from pain, and will go on as before with 
the business of his life, suffering indeed, but unsubdued; or else, 
admitting that he cannot quite endure it for the time, will seek dis^ 
traction, perhaps in travel, with the sincere, strong wish to find healing 
of his wound and to come back and do his duty in his world of men. 
When the first shock and pain were over, Morse in his heart acknow- 
ledged that Koor^li had done right ; acknowledged that her woman's 
nature had taught her a higher lesson of duty than he had learned ia 
all his man's experience and from man's code of honour. 

But he had been hit hard. When, standing in her room, he first 
read her letter, he flung out both arms like a man who had received a 
bullet in the chest. He had known what was coming ; yes ; but he 
felt the shock all the same ; even as one who goes into a battle with 
full foreboding that he is to die there yet tosses up his arms convul- 
sively when the bullet comes that kills him. 

Now that first shock was over, and he was once more in his lonely 
room brooding over all that had passed. He bad thrown himself upon 
the broad leather couch near the window, aiid'was sitting, his elbows 
on the back of it, his chin upon his hands, his eyes aimlessly attracted 
by that painting of a desolate, snowy landscape that hung over the 
mantel-piece opposite. The light of a gas-jet fell on the picture and 
gave it a startling prominence. The long, straight, lonely road which 
cut it in two and stretched to the red horizon ; the waste of untrodden 
snow on either side ; the gnarled willows in the foreground ; a solitary 
figure outlined against the sky ; a certain weirdness and melancholy 
suggestiveness in the whole conception, simple as it was, all caught 
Morse's mood, and seemed to him typical of his own condition. It re- 
minded him in some strange way of the wide stretch of meadow below 
the Grey Manor where he had walked with Eoord,li. He imagined the 
meadows now, snow-covered, bleak ; stricken, like his and her feeling 
for one another, >\hich had then been so innocent of wrong, so tender, 
so sadly sweet. He thought of her bright, gentle ways that afternoon; 
of her girl-like pleasure in her reeds and flowers ; of the light that had 
come into her face at the sight of him. He thought of her with her 
children; and into this recollection of her there stole a feeling of 
sanctity, and then a deep hopeless regret. Oh, what unfading happi- 
ness for both, had she been his wife, the mother of his children I How 
tenderly he would have guarded her against any shadow of pain. Into 
what fulness of beauty and perfume would her nature have blossomed 

under his loving care. While the good to himself Are not such 

women as Koor^li heaven-sent guides to lead men to noble things ? 
And novf he must never see laev moTe, TVie^ xsixyeX ^»j^ ^ \ki&\i ^lijj^ 
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aod nothing would remain for either but a seared memory. He must 
travel his road in loneliness, and she in worse than loneliness. Better 
they. had never met. He had meant her so much good! He had 
brought her only sorrow ! 

A groan burst from him. He covered his face, and in the solitude 
of the rix)m a great sob shook his strong fr^me. Soul and body seemed 
to spend themselves in the cry, ** Koor&li ! Koorik-li ! " To think of 
her cruelly treated, misprized, when to him she would have been the 
very light of life. God! it was maddening. Could there be any 
pcheme of an overruling Providence in this phantasia of existence — 
this meaningless tangle of incongruities and contradictions? Either a 
set of devils had the management of affairs and were playing at an 
infernal game with hiunan hearts for counters, or everything was 
chance, and love and belief and all the deeper emotions of humanity 
mere pans of the ghastly joke. 

While he thus brooded, a hush seemed to fall upon bim as though 
an invisible hand had been laid upon his shoulder or a presence in the 
room were in some way making itself felt. He looked up suddenly and 
wildly. All was as it had been. The light still shone brightly upon 
the picture, and on that lonely figure plodding on through the snow. 
Only the fire had gone down. He must have been sitting there a long 
time ; he wondered mechanically how long, and got up and looked at 
the clock, though a moment later the hour had passed from his mind. 
He seated himself again, and, as he did so, said aloud, with a bitter 
hard laugh, ** There's an end of it." 

His own voice startled him. It was as if another voice had spoken. 
The hush deepened. Then there came upon him an experience not 
common with him. He became aware of the presence of that subtle 
and mysterious influence which even many a cold materialist must at 
some time have felt, the power without oue's-self working not for good 
but for evil. Strange promptings rose in Morse's mind. It was as 
though they came not from the depths of his own nature, but were 
whispered to him from without. It was as though there were truth in 
the theory which he had sometimes slighted, that the human spirit 
must force its w;iy through beings and powers of the unseen world, of 
which any hostile one may in moments of depression or mental sick- 
ness creep near and make its evil influence felt. A voice seemed to 
speak to him, and to argue with him. 

" Why try to rally against this blow in the old way of stoics and 
philosophers and Christians ? " the voice said to hhn. ** Let it pass ; 
it is nothing to a man of spirit. No woman is worth all this ceil. 
She would have disappointed you, or you would have disappointed her. 
She would have grown tired of you, or you would have grown tired of 
her. See what has come of your marriage; where is your wife now ? 
Women are only meant to be the amusements and the playthings of 
strong and sensible men. You are young enough yet ; you have time 
for enjoyment and ambition ; nothing else in life is worth. th.wk\ja.s^Q.C 
Ambition was your idol ; make it your \vio\ s^^^xii. Qcq va.'VQt '&\iRR-^^'^\ 
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become great in the way that other men become great Is it noi the 
height of folly and vain-glory to imagine that you ai^ nobler, more 
disinterested than the politicians around you ? You know that your 
belief in yourself is false. You know that egotism is the root of your 
patriotism. You know that your love for the people is only another 
name for love of power. You know that in your heart you arc not 
really devoted to any pubUc cause; this very day you would have 
flung up every cause, every public object, for the sake of a woman. 
Why sacrifice any more for what you are not devoted to in your heart? 
Why pretend to any regard for virtue and duty and all the rest of it ? 
You are not virtuous ; you are iu love with another man's wife. You 
would have gone otf with her, only she would not. Duty ? you did 
not think much of your duty to your own wife— the wile of your 
youth. You are just as bad as other men. Don't be a hypocrite ; go 
in for taking life as other men take it, and get all the enjoyment you 
can out of it. Go and see Lady Warriner to-morrow " — this was a 
pretty and clever woman who openly professed a great admiration for 
Morse, and had tried in vain to get up a flirtation wiih him — " she 
will amuse you ; and you need not restrain yourself as long as nothing 
gets into the newspapers. When you are tired of her you can drop 
her and take up with some other woman. Go in for success in politics, 
and make yourself Prime Minister, never mind by what means, and 
have all the enjoyment you can meanwhile. The world that howls at 
you now will applaud you then ; and, as for your conscience and your 
soul, see what you have done with them sdready I It is of no use 
trying to be any better than the rest of the world when you are not 
any better. Other men get power and pleasure l)y being bad ; you are 
bad ; you know it. Why not have the power and the pleasure too ? " 
That subtlest, most demoralizing form of temptation to the really con- 
scientious nature, the temptation to think that retiieval is hopeless, was 
rung with pitiless iteration into Morse's ear. ** You have fallen ; you 
cannot be again as you were ; be content to be just as bad as others, 
since, afier all, they are no worse than you ! " 

Every one is familar with the struggle that takes place within him- 
self — the struggle of the two sides of the one nature ; the deliberate 
weighing of right and wrong, of present gratitication against after- 
penalty. But the temptation to Morse seemed to come distinctly from 
without. All the time he knew that his own soul held no such 
struggle as that now forced on him ; he knew that the promptings he 
beard were not the promptings of even the worse part of his nature or 
any part of his nature. They came from without. That was as clear 
to him as any physical fact in the material world around him. Of 
course his nerves, his spirit, his senses, his heart, had been put to the 
severest strain by the events succeeding events of the last few days. 
The riots ; the death of Masterson ; the odious charges against him- 
self ; the scene in the House of Commons — only yesterday, and seeming 
already so far away ; the desertion of Lady Betty, about the mitigating 
features of which he knew nothing as ^ft\.\\v\a «AA^«5?c^,^^^^$^<as^^vL\i;4^ 
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effort to prevail on KooriOi to go away with him ; the shock of herdia- 
appearance ; the pathos of her letter ; — all this was too much for even 
his strong frame and hrave spirit to bear. He was in that condition of 
mind and body which blurs and confuses the distinction between the 
within and the without ; between the real and the imreal ; that con- 
dition to which, in the words of Schiller, the kingdom of the ghosts is 
so easily opened. Morse did not believe even then, even for the 
moment, that a voice was actually speaking to him as he stood in his 
lonely room ; and yet the words seemed to sound in his ear as if they 
came straight from the lips of some tempter in bodily presence. 
Again and again the suggestions of evil poured in upon him, and all 
the time he kept saying to himself, ** These promptings are not mine ; 
they come from no part of my nature; they are foreign to me." No 
man was less open in his ordinary condition to the influences which 
make men credulous and supply the demands of the mesmerist and the 
sorcerer ; and even now, even in his present condition, Morse tried to 
pull himself together and composedly examine into the real source of 
the appeal thus sotmding in his ears. But the more resolutely he 
watched, the more coolly he listened, the more distinct came the 
promptings from without. ** Enjoy life ; live for power and pleasure. 
Your life, so far, has been a failure every way because you vainly 
fancied you were better than other men. 1 hink nothing of any parti- 
cular woman. Shame for a strong man to make himself the dependent 
of some one woman. Take women as they come ; make playthings of 
them ; treat them as other men do. If life must end in remorse, let it^ 
at least, be lived out meanwhile in gratification of the only impulses 
that make it bearable. You have earned for yourself remorse in any 
case. Since you are to pay the forfeit, why not enjoy the game ? " 

Then, as one shakes himself free of a nightmare and breathes deeply 
and awakes, Morse got up suddenly, flung the mood and the tempta- 
tion from him. '* I will order my stout heart to bear it,*' he said to 
himself. *' I would have committed a crime— yes ; but she has saved 
me. 1 thank her, and I thank Heaven that made her. I will live 
as she would have me live. She shall see that I am not imworthy to 
be remembered by her." 

He biuied his head in his hands and tears came into his eyes. The 
tears softened, relieved, and made strong his heart. 



CHAPTER XXXVm. 

ZEN COMES. 

KoobJLxi and her children were met almost at the entrance to Forrest 
House by the old peer himself and a stately ancient dame, his house- 
keeper. He received Koor^i with a chivalrotis coiui^sy, a protecting 
tenderness that in her forlorn and miserable ^\;sy.\A xsiCi^^^V^s^T^si^^ 
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to tears. Her nerves had been so cruelly wrung, she had felt so keenly 
the sting of her dependence when brought face to face with the position, 
and forced, now that the moment for action had come, to realize her 
utter helplessness without money and without relatives who would 
take her part against the world, that to find herself thus lifted into 
a secure refuge, befriended and honoured by one whose very name 
would be a shield against calumny, was relief so intense as to break 
down the grim composure which had sustained her in her hard resolve. 
A sob shook her voice when she tried to utter her thanks for Lord ^ 
Forrest's greeting, in which he begged her to consider his house hers 
and to command his entire service. She could only look up at' him 
with dimmed, frightened eyes and gratefully press the hand that had 
taken hers. She had the feeling of one in a dream when the massive 
doors closed behind her on the outer world. The square hall, lighted 
by stained glass windows emblazoned in armorial designs, the rich-hued 
tapestry, the strange carvings, the fifteenth-century cabinets, the 
Gubbio plaques and Palissy ware, the array of portraits that looked 
down from the walls like living people of a bygone time ; even the 
stately old nobleman, with his white pointed beard, his deep-set dark 
eyes, his courtly bearing — all seemed part of her dream. The servants, 
grave and digoified, in harmony with their surroundings, stood back 
as the old man offered Eoor^li his arm, and led her up the broad stair- 
case, and along a corridor, to the suite of rooms which had been hastily 
prepared for her. 

The boys were a little awed and frightened by the strangeness and 
solemnity of it all. Miles clung to his mother, gazing up at her with 
scared, wistful eyes; and Lance uttered a dismayed ejaculation as she 
moved away with her host. But there was something in Lord Arden's 
cheery hand-clasp, and he walked on and looked bravely round him 
at the paintings and the hric-cL-br<ic, and asked no questions, like a 
well-mannered child. 

The sitting-room into which Lord Forrest took Koorkli had, too, 
an old-world flavour of memories and associations. It put her in mind 
of one of the rooms she had seen in the Little Trianon, and there was 
a melancholy suggestion of something feminine in the decorations, 
which were after the style of the French Regency — in the faded blue 
satin hangings, and in the arrangement of the furniture. 

The old man glanced round with the air of one to whom the place 
was unfamiliar, and in whom it had awakened tender and half-painful 
recollections. 

*' This was my daughter's room, Mrs. Ken way," he said, " and it is 
yours as long as you will honour my house by staying in it. You'll 
let me come and see you here sometimes, and you will pay nie a visit 
by-and-by in my bookworm's comer ? I am an old recluse, as you 
know, and I don't interfere much with Arden, who entertains his 
friends in his own fashion ; but you are my friend and my guest aa 
well as his, and I shall claim my rights over you." 

He raised her hand to )i\a Wpa aa Yift Xi-aA. o\ic» V^^ot^ done^ and was 
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taking Lis leave. KooriLli found words now. She clasped his hand in 
both of hers, and her pathetic eyes, wet with tears, met his. 

" Oh, Lord Forrest I *' she exclaimed, with a soh, ** I don't know 
how to tell you what I feel. I don't know how to thank you for being 
so good to me. I had nobody. I was in trouble — " her voice broke 
for a second — "I did so want help — and you have helped me. A.nd 
I have no claim on you— or anything. But I shall think of you and 
be grateful to you when I am far away. I shall never forget ! " 

Lord Forrest looked at her gravely and tenderly. " My dear," he 
said, "a man of my years and my ways, who has left himself so little 
chance of doing good to any one, finds a benefaction conferred on him 
by any one who wants a helping hand and allows his to be the hand.'* 
With these words he left her. 

Presently a maid, who seemed already established as KoorMi's atten- 
dant, took the children away. The home-likeness deepened her sense 
of strangeness and desolation. She leaned back and drew a quick 
breath like a gasp of pain. A clock on the mantel-piece struck five. 
The knell — ^it was a knell to her — seemed a knife-thrust. She gave a 
start, and pressed her hand to her bosom, as women do when they 
suffer. Her soul was in her own little room at home — the home she 
had left for ever. It was with Morse. Ah 1 did she not know that he 
would be punctual to his tryst. It shared his anguish. He would 
read her letter. Why had she not written more tenderly ? Why had 
she not poured forth all the yearning and the sorrow that were in her 
heart? Why had she not taken that p(X>r comfort since she had so 
sternly denied to them both all other comfort ? 

Arden suddenly came in. 

" Mrs. Kenway, I am going down to the Priory, and I shall bring 
your sister-in-law back with me to-morrow, I hope. My train leaves 
in half an hour." 

Koorilli gazed at him in a bewildered way. She half rose. " You 
are going " — she said, in a strained voice, and added helplessly, ** I 
don't know whether Zen is at the Priory." 

** Yes, she is there," replied Arden. " I telegraphed to her and have 
received her answer. Tell me, i«i there anything special you wish 'me 
to say to her, or will you trust me to do what I think best, and to bring 
her in spite of any obstacle ? " 

EoorMi got up from her seat and stood before him, her hands 
clasped nervously. Hu saw that hhe was trembling with suppressed 
emotion. 

" I don't know. I can think of nothing, except that I must leave 
England at once ; there must be no delay. Zen will come to me. Oh 
yes, I know that she will come, and that phe will help me to go away, 
and to take my children. And I can trust her not to l>etr»iy rce te my 
husband. Oh, Lord Arden, nothing must itoj; me—" she spoke in a 
passionate undertone — *' I'm trusting everything to you and Zen ; and 
my peace — the peace of others — ^more than you can e\cr know, depend 
on my going away quickly." 



JI3 ''THE RIGHT HONOURABLE."* 

He took both her hands in his and pressed them, releasing them 
again in a moment. 

•* You shall go," he said firmly but soothingly ; ** and in peace and 
safety. Tour steamer sails in three days' time ; I have found this out 
for certain, and all shall be arranged as you wish. I pledge myself. 
And now, ^ood-bye till to-morrow. 1 will bring Zen." 

When he had gone the stately housekeeper herself brought Miles 
and Lance to their mother. She stayed a little while and talked about 
her master and his lonely life, about the dead girl who had long a^o 
occupied tha^ rooms which had been given to EooriLli, about the 
pleasure she felt in seeing a lady in the house, and one ot whom Lord 
Forrest thought so much. No one, she said, ever stayed in Forrest 
House, except Lady Betty Morse, and she but once in many years. 
Perhaps Mrs. Kenway did not know that Lady Betty was a connectioD 
of the family, which had not altogether approved of her marriage with 
Mr. Morse. To be sure, that was not to be wondered at, seeing how 
things were, and that Lady Betty had, so to speak, been trained to 
love the Queen and royal family. Every one knew that Mr. Morse 
wanted to abolish monarchy and the House ot Lords, and had secretly 
incited the rioters in the recent outrages. Had Mrs. Kenway seen the 
evening papers, which were full of such dreadful things about him? etc. 

Later, KooiAli dined alone with Lord Forrest. He too spoke of 
Morse and Lady Betty, though in difl'erent fashion. He was deeply 
concerned at La«iy Betty's attitude towards her husband. He had 
learned that she intended to leave town immediately with her father, 
and to stay at Lord Germilion's place in the country. " Poor pretty 
butterfly ! " he said musingly. " I'he bright wings are not fitted for 
a rainy day. They can only flutter in the sunshine." Koorkli could 
not trust herself to speak of Lady Betty. She had a sensation of 
sufibcation. She scarcely dared raise her eyes. She was glad when 
Lord Forrest went on to talk of the political situation. London, he 
said, was alive with rumours. There was one that the ambassador 
had been recalled from the capital of that State which was England's 
enemy, and that the Mediterranean squadron had received orders to 
m6ve. The Ministers had been in close conclave that day. The papers 
were howling at Morse, calling upon him to defend himself, lamenting 
in terms, some ironical, and som& sincere, the downfall of a statesman, 
the ruin of a career. "We are ruled by passion and panic," Lord 
Forrest said. "Mob law prevails in Downing Street as well as in 
Hjrde Park. The dynasty of a revolution must do homage to revolt." 
So the waking nightmare wore on only to repeat itself in her broken 
slumbers. All through her dreams she was with Morse and yet apart 
His sorrowful eyes gazed at her through mist and gloom. ]n the 
distance she saw his face, stern and impassive no longer. She heard 
his Toice as from afar, shaken in passionate pleading. She struggled 
to reach him, to touch his hand, to utter but one word of love and 
consolation. She could not speak. A force stronger than herself bore 
her aw&y. I'he dumb y earnmg ^a.^ ?i%oTi^ . 1\. ^«a as though her very 
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being were rent. She awoke with a cry, awoke to silence and darkness 
and loneliness intense. She stretched out her arms wildly. Were 
these limbs flesh and blood, with power to move, a force in nature ; and 
was this mighty love a mere exhalation, an unreality ? Was there no 
life for It, and no immortality? Did this wondrous affinity of soul 
mean nothing? In the eternal code was there no law for spirit as for 
matter, which should command like to like in everlasting union ? Was 
there no solution now or in the hereafter of the terrible enigma of love? 

Zen looked shy and not altogether like herself when she was ushered 
into one of the great sombre rooms of Forrest House where KoorMi was 
sitting. Lord Arden had brought her almost to the door of the room, 
but he felt that his presence might then be an embarrassment to Koor^li, 
and he left Zen to go in alone. 

The two women met in the middle of the room, and KooriLli was 
clasped in Zen's sturdy arms. 

"Oh, Zen," K^orkli said, **I knew you would come. I knew that 
you'd stand by me and help me." 

Zen released the fragile form, and, holding \t at a little distance, 
gazed at Koor^li, her own brown eyes lull of tears. 

** Well, now," she said at last, in her spasmodic fashion, " 1 shouldn't 
have thought it wanted much knowing to make certain that I'd be a 
good pal to you, KoorMi. Didn't I always say that it was you and I 
against the Family ? Of course I'll stand by you, dear ; and, what is 
more, I have brought Eustace to stand by you too." 

A blush came over Zen's face as she s|)oko, but KoorMi was too fiill 
of her own tn^uble to notice it. 

** Eustace," she exclaimed, shrinking visibly. ** Oh, Zen, I didn't 
want you to tell him where I was." 

** I had to tell him," said Z^u, She paused a moment. ** Eustace 
and I have had a mutual explanation," she added solemnly; "ain't 
that the way to put it ? But never mind about the explanation now ; 
it will keep. You needn't be afraid. I will say for Eustace that he 
is not one to split on a bargain ; and he and I have made a bargain." 
Zen paused again and blushed, with her grave yet somewhat em- 
barrassed air. 

** What sort of a bargain, Zen ? " Koorkli asked nervously. She 
began to fear that she had been the cause of a quarrel between the 
two. Zen undeceived her. 

" Never mind. We'll come to that presently. Anyhow, it has 
very little to do with you, and you're what we've got to think of now. 
Tell me all about it ; you've quarrelled with Grichton, and you are 
revenging yourself upon him by running away and taking thfr 
children ? " 

" I'm going away, Zen ; but it is not out of revenge. And Grichton 
does not care so much as I do about the children. He will not miss 
them — or me." 

" I believe you there," said Zen. " He won't break his heart and 
cry his eyes out. And I suppose you Kav^ ^o\. «a 5g»^ ^ fv^j;^ \s^ 
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them as he has. I don't think he'll try to get them back once be 
finds they are out of sight. If you want to get off in the dark, Koo- 
ridi, ril manage it for you ; but I'd like to know what you really are 
up to.* 

Zen seated herself in a decided manner in one of Lord Forrest's 
antique chairs, the arms of which penned in her abundant draperies, 
while the straight back threw out her feathered French bonnet into 
startling relief. A queer little smile flickered over Zen's face, which 
had hitherto been l«comingly serious. ** I think Lord Arden would 
say that I was tolerably incongruous here," she said parenthetically, 
her eyes roving round over the quaint carving and the tapestry upon 
the walls. •* I'd dean up all that pretty quick, or I'd have it down 
and put up some nice smart plush. Come, Koorkli, what does it all 
mean, and why have you taken the bit between your teeth ? He told 
me not to ask questions, and \ won't / shouldn't want to go with 
Crichton to Farnesia. I'd make myself scarce. Crichton is mean and 
he is a bully. But why don't you stop here, and let him be king of 
the Cannibal Islands all by himself? Why don't you stop and fight 
it out? I wouldn't go to Australia when I could have my fun in 
London. I wouldn't climb down if I were you. Eustace and I will 
stand by you ; and as for the Family, why it will give them some 
occupation praying for the recjeneration of your soul. Think of all 
the friends you've got here. There's Lord Forrest, the Morses, and — 
Koor^li, does Mr. Morse know what you mean to do ? " Zen's brown 
eyes gazed at her sister-in-law with a suddenly puzzled expression in 
which there was a trace of alarm. 

•* Yes," replied Koor^li steadily, " he knows." 

Zen did not speak for a moment or two. KooriLli could not bear 
her steady gaze tor long, though she met it now without flinching. 
She kneeled down suddenly before Zen, and, taking Zen's hands in 
hers, said, without raising her eyes — 

•* It's no use trying to argue with me, Zen dear. My mind is made 
up. I don't mean to accuse Crichton — to you or other people. Yon 
must all think what you please ; and if you blame me, perhaps I 
deserve it, though not as much as you fancy." 

" I shall not let any one blame you," exclaimed Zen impetuously. 
** You may be sure of that. It would take nothing short of a miracle 
to convince me that you were in the wrong." 

•* I can't explain things to you, Zen. You must only believe that 
there is nothing else for me to do— nothing. I am very unhappy, and 
my life is broken. I want to go away with my children, who are all 
I have got in the world now, and be at peace for a little while. 1 
mean to stay in Australia among my own people till the boys are 
older, and then something must be settled. I can't tell what. I am 
too miserable and perplexed to think ; but I will try to do whatever 
is right and just for them. I will not let my boys' prospects be 
injured through me. You must just believe all this, Zen. I am going 
in secret, because if Crichton kneNv \iQ >no\M. \.-a^<^\}GA c]cL\V^x«(i€com me 
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— not because he cares, but because he — " she stopped for an instant 
— •* Never miud that— <)nly, if Eustace betrays me — oh, Zen, he won't 
betray me ? " 

"No;" replied Zen sturdily. "I have squared Eustace. I left 
him in the hotel with a French novel, and he*ll read that till I come 
back ; and then, if I teU him, he'll go and take your passage and see 
about making you comfortable. That's part of the bargain. Oh, my 
dear, go on and say whatever it is a relief to you to have out. I 
won't ask any questions, and 111 forget it all again ; but it must do 
you some g(X)d to know that you've got a sister who feels for you 
from the bottom of her heart." 

Zen stooped forward, and, putting her arms round Koorkli's neck, 
laid her cheek against KoorMi's hair. The two women clung to each 
other, and tears fell from Eoorali's eyes on Zen's costly velvet and fur. 

'' I never had a sister," said Koorkli. ^ It seems as if I had been 
alone all my lite. I sent for you, Zen, because I knew your good 
heart, dear, and because I had no money and not a friend in the world 
I could ask to help me except you and Lord Arden. And I remem- 
bered what you had said to me, and Lord Arden went for you." 

" You did me the best service one woman could do another," ex- 
claimed Zen, with a passionate vehemence that made Koor^i loosen 
the arms which held her and gaze up at Zen with eyes gleaming 
through tears; but Zen tightened the embrace once more, and went 
on hurriedly, with her face against Eoorali's. " Look here, I must 
tell you, even in the middle of your own trouble — ^I know it will please 
you. You have brought Eustace and me together — you and Lord 
Arden between you. He's a real good fellow, Koor^i — Lord Arden, I 
mean — and 1 liked him. I always thought that if there was a man on 
earth who could make me better, it was he ; and so I hung on to him 
all the autumn, and we had no end of schemes for doing the people 
good. I didn't mean any nonsense, though I dare say I was foolish ; 
and he was always as nice and as friendly and respectful as if I had 
been one of those old frumps of ancestresses in rail's and farthingales 
hanging up in the hall here. Well, some nice, good-natured persons 
— and Crichton Ken way was one of them ; so now you know one of 
the grudges Pve got a<i;ainst him," added Zen savagely, straightening 
herself as she spoke — " went to Eustace in a mean, underhand way, 
and put nasty things into his head ; and Eustace was too high and 
mighty to have it out fair and square, but started off to Paris in a 
hi:^. If there's one thing I can't stand, it's being treated as if I were 
ft& umbrella — put in the rack when not wanted, and only taken out 
on a rainy day," said Zen frankly. " After Eustace came back, we 
had a row — ^about nothing; we never got near the root of it all. I 
made sure that Eustace was sick of me and that he had come to 
the conclusion I was dear at the price. I felt like praying that I 
might be twenty-one in an hour, and have the right to pitch all my 
money into the sea. And, oh, EoorSdi, I was wrong all the time. I 
hadn't been doing myself justice 01 Eu^taice «i^<&x« ^V^\l ^<s^^ 
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Arden teleprapbed yesterday to ask if I could take him in, as Le 
wanted to see me about something particular, and I answered back, 
* Yes, of course,' Eustace was jast starting off for a family shooting- 
party. I begged him not to disarrange his plans on my account, for I 
really preferred entertaining Lord Arden alone." Zen gave a queer 
little laugh, which had in it something like the sound of a sob. '*! 
never saw Eustace so moved, KoorJlli. He turned white with n^. 
He ordered the carriage round again, and he dropped his eye-glass and 
paid that thou ah I might choose to court ill-natured gossip, it was hiif 
duty as my husband to protect me ao:ainst it. Well, then, I stormed 
and cried and he listened. I told him that I knew he didn't care for 
me, and that he had only married me for my money, when he was in 
love with that horrible woman in Florence. I told him all that my 
stepmother had said to me; and then he was awfully horrified, and 
we had such explanations. And somehow it came out that he really 
did care f)r me, but thought I didn't care any more for him; and I 
told him I thought he didn't care for me — and, anyhow, it's all risiht 
now, and I am su ha])py about myself and so miserable about you, that 
I don't quite know whether I am laughing or crying." Indeed, poor 
Zen was actually laughing and crying at once. "And it was all 
through you, KooriHi," she contrived to say between smile and sob, 
" that Eustace and I came together again. And he spoke out like a 
man about you, and said Ken way was a c-cad, don't you know, and 
that you oughtn't to live with him any more; and that he would 
stand by you asjainst all the Family or fifty families combined. And 
when he snid that, didn't I just give him a kiss? So it's all right now 
between us, anyhow." 

Even in her trouble Koorilli felt her heart thrill with delight at the 
prospect of Zen's happiness ; and she said so with an earnestness that 
was almost passionate. 

" I don't know how it is, Koorkli," Zen said, " but no woman ever 
impressed me as you did from the first. I felt drawn to you that night 
of the family dinner in the most extraordinary way. You always 
made me feel thnt there is a lot more in life than one can see from the 
outside if one could only get at it. I saw directly that you weren't 
happy, and that Crichton was a brute to you, and was only running 
you in society to get what he could through you. I saw it all — every- 
thing — and I think I know why you are going away, and I honour 
you. Yes, I do." Zen's voice faltered. *' Go, dear, and Gkxi bless 
you ! " 

Zen came again, later in the day, to report that Eustace had ta\en 
Koorilli's passage. She came many times during the following days, 
and was soon on quite friendly terms with the hall porter at i^orr»?8t 
House. She was not brought into contact with Lord Forrest, who in 
truth had a somewhat nervous dread of robust Mrs. Eustace Kenway. 
Arden managed the whole situation with commendable tact. He 
Bhielded^ Koorkli, encouraged Zen, and brought Eustace to the fore in 
a manner which waft gratifying to evet^ oiift. Ta^cl \ftK3«^\iT^'^hftr8elf all 
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the arrangements that bad to be made. Zf n was notbino: if she was 
not practical ; and half her impoitance in lifQ was gone when she was 
not buying things. So she bought a great many things. Sbe provided 
outfits for the boys which would have carried them through a three 
years' cruise. She exhausted the resources of Cremer's in the purchase 
of toys, and she invested in a small library to cheer Koorali*s dull 
hours. 

She did think of buying in Tottenham Court Road, and surrep- 
titiously shipping • furniture for Koorali's home in Australia, but 
desisted on Eustace's representation that KoorMi would stay with her 
father, and that she could not keep her boys out there, and that some 
sort of reconciliation would probably be patched up when Crichton got 
tired of a bachelor life in Farnesia, though Eustace shrewdly opined 
that Crichton would be pleased enough for a year or two to pose as an 
injured and implacable husband, and enjoy his salary all to himself. 
Zen had a faint notion that Koor^li might be persunded at some future 
day to come back and take up her alx)de at the Priory, but she said 
nothing about it now. She had the quickness to perceive that her 
cheerful energy and preoccupation with material ministrations were 
more soothing to KoorMi than any amount of spoken sympathy or 
high-minded sentiment, which was not much in Zen's line. As Zen 
expressed it, there was nothing to be done now but to let virtuous 
considerations slide, and trick Crichton and the Family. 

Zen took a malicious pleasure in foiling Crichton. He came up 
to town on learning of his wife's flight, jfurious against her, and 
threatening to set the detectives on her track. It was then that 
Eustace played a stroke of diplomacy. He met Crichton raging and 
declaring that his name had been dragged in the mire, and that 
KoorMi had disgraced herself before London. 

" I don't quite see what you are driving at," said Eustace, quietly 
fixing his eye-glass after he had let Crichton storm for a while. '* I 
suppose you and your wife have had a difference of opinion. Zen and 
I often have differences of opinion. She runs away, ox 1 run away, 
and we make them up again after a bit. You'll make yours up after 
a bit. As for dragging your name in the mud; why, it needn't be 
dragged. All that London thuiks about your wife is that she must 
be a very charming and clever young woman to have got into the 
good graces of that exclusive old Jacobite, Lord Forrest. Ask Kitty 
Nevile-Beauchamp if she wouldn't give a year of her life to be invited 
to spend one hour at Forrest House, to cheer Lord Forrest in one of his 
fits of depression." 

" Bo >ou mean that Koorkli is staying with Lord Forrest ?" gasped 
Crichton. 

Eustace nodded imperturbably. 

Crichton found his breath almost taken away. If he had not 
quarrelled with Koor^li, he, too, might have been at Forrest House. 

" Have you seen her ?" he asked in despair, 

"Oh dear, no," replied Eustace, qu\t« U\i\.kl\33\'5^l<5«V^\3a.K^^\.*^^ 
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seen KoorSili ; " and I have not spoken to Lord Forrest either. Zei 
heard it from Arden. I don't think Fd send the detectives to Forrest 
House, Cnchron, if I were you. The old Jacobite mightn't like it" 

** Yes," said Crichton, and his brow was darkened, and Eustace felt| 
as he dropped his eye-glass, the incident being over, that Kooriili's 
wrongs were well-nigh avenged. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

IN THE AUSTRALIAN SUNSET, 

It was Eoor&li*s last day in London. No line or message had come 
from Crichton. As a matter of fact, he had gone back to the Grey 
Manor to be present at a county function ; and moreover, he was not 
particularly anxious to be seen in London while the papers were still 
full of the recent disclosures in the Piccadilly Gazette^ and speculating 
as to their source. He was in a mood of sullen wrath against EoorMi ; 
but he had all the instincts of a bully, and was less disposed to make 
himsflf actively disagreeable now that she was under the protection of 
powerful friends. It would not be pleasant to have any passage of 
arms with Lord Forrest and his son. He half hated and half admired 
Eoorkli for taking up so unassailable a position. He did not for a 
moment believe that she really intended to give up England and the 
social advantages she had gained for the monotonous, uncongenial sort 
of life she must lead if she went out to her father. Besides, she had no 
money, and she must ere long be " starved out," as he phrased it. 
Crichton had a theory that everything must, sooner or later, be levelled 
down to the pecuniary basis. He did not suspect his brother and Zen. 
So he went down to Lyndfordshire in a fairly comfortable frame of 
mind, and was the guest of honour at a banquet given by the Liberals 
of Lyndchester, where he was presented with a silver salver in recog- 
nition of his services during the election, and a congratulatory address 
on his new appointment. He made a pretty little speech, with several 
touching allusions in it to his wife, and contrived to make it generally 
known that Mrs. Crichton Kenway was staying with Lord Forrest, 
and that with Lord Forrest an average viscountess ranked little higher 
than the wife of a provincial mayor. 

But KooriLli was in the dark as to his movements and sentiments. 
When Eustace told her that her husband was aware of her whereabouts^ 
an intense terror seized her. She scarcely dared venture beyond her 
room. She longed with feverish anxiety for the hour of departure. 
She implored Lord Arden to give instructions that if Crichton presented 
himself at Forrest House he should be denied admission. And yet> 
amid all her terror, she had a vague, trembling hope — or was it a 
deeper dread? — that he would write some word of kindness which, 
though it could alter nothing in their relations, might at least softf^n 
the memory of their last terr\\>\e vnXfeXNK^^. YL^x TSiSKra^aii life wjis 
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over. That had been said and done which was irrevocable. She had 
made her soul her judge and its own defender. No conventional 
sophistries would ever change her feeling of rebellion against the 
obligations imposed by a marriage such as hers — a union which was 
a very outrage on nature, a violation of things sacred. 

But this man whom she loathed and despised, at the thought cl 
whose kiss her flesh quivered in repulsion, was the father of her 
children. Her woman's heart writhed, and the iron in her melted. 
This bond was a fact as definite as that of her own existence. The 
yoke might be borne in revolt and antipathy, but it could not be 
wholly laid aside There lay the cruel problem, the wrong not to be 
redressed since Nature herself inflicted it. 

The afternoon was grey and cold. A fog creeping stealthily, 
enveloped the houses on the opposite side of the square. Koorkli was 
restless and excited. The world seemed slipping from her. On the 
morrow she would be on the sea, and everything would be left behind 
— ^her children only saved ; gone all else. She thought of the man she 
loved, and for whom her heart ached in throbbing pain. And yet 
it bounded, too, with something of elation. A little while ago she had 
learned from Ardeu that the investigations taking place concerning 
the death of Masterson were already bringing to light the fact that 
Morse had again and again written to Masterson, warning I dm against 
any association with cosmopolitan and professional revolutionists from 
the Continent, and especially against the very men who were now 
believed to have been in the actual employment of England's foreign 
rival. 

Now justice would be done to him — ^now that the rattle of the war 
drum was sounding; now when panic and passion had taken another 
phase; now when it might be too late to avert the disaster he had 
dreaded for his country ; now when his wife had left him and his 
heart was desolate — now he might step on in his career and serve 
England. 

A wild impulse came over Eooridi — perhaps one heaven-bom. She 
had heard that on the morrow. Lady Betty, too, was going away— 
leaving London with her father. Did this mean that the breach 
between husband and wife was irreparable — that Morse must be always 
lonely, that he also must lose everything ? She knew well that his 
proud spirit would not stoop to conciliatory overtures. Oh, that she — 
KoorJlli — she who loved him, might go to Lady Betty, and plead with 
her as woman to woman, and implore her to return to her husband 
and give him her trust 1 Her resolution was quickly made. She took 
her courage between her hands. She would not wait to reflect and 
doubt and wonder as to her reception. What did it matter if Lady 
Betty repulsed her? What did anything matter which concerned 
herself alone ? The thought of those two other lives was passionately 
present with her, and even deadened her own pain. She felt a fervid 
craving to do something — she scarcely knew what — that might brin^ 
together SLg&m the husband and wiie 'wYio \ia^ o\i$»ViN^^t»iiia. ^Nia.v:t> 
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The very hopelessness of her own marriage, in which there had ^levei 
been any sanctity, made the pity of this marred marrias^e, with all its 
elements of promise, seem the greater. The look in Lady Beity's 6)61 
when they had met in the Ladies' Gallery, haunted her like a spectre of 
her own guilt. It was readily conceivable that Lady Betty had 
guessed the state of Morsels feelins^s, aud that this consciousness, rather 
thau divergence in politics, had been the mainspring of her refusal to 
stand by him in his trouble. Eooridi shivered in shame and remorse, 
that she should have brought pain to another woman. Her generous 
heart exaggerated the measure of blame, and found justification for 
Lady Betty. 

With trembling hands she dressed herself in her outdoor things and 
^ent downstairs, where she asked for a cab. It was not a long drive 
to Lord Germilion's house. She sat quite still in the cab, with her 
hands clasped tightly together. She was buoyed up and stimulated 
by a strangti excitement. Lady Betty was at home, but it was not 
certain if she would receive a visitor. Eoorkli wrote a line on her 
card, " I am going away to-morrow. May I not see you to say good- 
bye ?'* After a little while the man came back, aad she was taken to 
a small room where Lady Betty sat before the fire alone. As KoorMi 
entered, she rose, and the two women stood facing each other ; both 
small and slender and young-looking — Koor^li, in her long winter 
cloak, her hands still nervously pressing each other, her face very pale, 
with an awed expression upon it, and her lips trembling; Lady Betty 
tlie more composed of the two in manner, but with a burning spot on 
each cheek, and a light, half resentful, half wondering, in her eyes. 
The emotion she was trying to conceal prevented the sians of trouble 
and anxiety which her face showed from being too noticeable. Never- 
theless, KoorMi knew by instinct that Lady Betty had wept much 
and slept little during the past few days and nights. 

Lady Betty received her visitor with conventional, almost too 
marked, politeness. She had the formal phrases ready. She offered 
tea, and drew forward a chair. There was a strained, false note in 
Lady Betty's voice that deepened Koorili's sense of misery and help- 
lessness. Involuntarily she undid her cloak and veil, with the instinct 
that makes for breaking down barriers. A wall of ice seemed raised 
between herself and Lady Betty. And ^et Lady Betty was smiling 
in her pretty, well-bred way, and asking easy questions, as though 
she had no part in the tragedy to which Koorali was so keenly 
alive. 

" I had no idea you were going away so soon, Mrs. Kenway," Lady 
Betty said. " It is very kind of you to come and bid me good-bye ; 
but I dare say that you will be tired of Farnesia befcre next season, 
and Mr. Kenway will get leave of absence. His friends mustn't let 
Lord Coulmont forget him. But you and he are not likely to be for- 
gotten, even if, as the papers seem to say to-day, there is a great war 
to distract our thoughts." 

K<x)rMi did not answer. SometibiTi^ ^^^tdl^ V> \a <^\!LQk.\nig her. 
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Lady Betty had seen the papers then. A dumb indi<mation possessed 
Eoorkli. Had this woman been great-souled, she would not play at 
unconsciousness. Lady Betty went on with forced ease. 

" I am almost inclined to envy you when I think of the climate of 
Famesia. It would be pleasant to find one's-self in a sunshiny land 
just now. My father is trying to persuade me to go with him to Nice. 
He always takes flight with the swallows, you know, and he is later 
than usual this year. There has been so much happening— I mean, 
the uncertainty about the war ** 

Lady Betty paused, and gave a quick little sigh. Her face changed, 
and then became hard again. There was a moment's silence. Koo« 
r^li made an abrupt movement, bending forward and lifting her hand, 
as if she would sweep away flimsy pretences. Her sad eyes met Lady 
Betty's in a piercing earnestness that seemed to aim straight through 
the proud reserve in which Lady Betty had wrapped herself. 

•* Oh, Lady Betty I ** she exclaimed with tremulous fervour. ** You 
will not leave England — and your husband who needs you — ^not now ; 
not at such a time. Oh, do not be angry with me. I shall never see 
you again, perha])s, and I must speak what is in my heart. I do not 
care about myselL What does it matter? But I know how hard 
trouble is to bear ; and when it has come partly through one's own 
act— through a mistake. And then to see trouble and division between 
those who have loved each other — and who — People for whom one 
cares, whom one admires and honours ; and not to try and help, even 
when it seems presumption " 

Koorili's words came brokenly. She had lost sight of everything 
but the need, pressing more and more imperiously upon her, to turn 
the suffering outside herself into a corrective of her own pain, and to 
merge the sense of personal loss into sympathy for another's loss and 
suffering. She rose in her agitation. 

Lady Betty, still seated, cast a swift, long look at her — ^a look in 
which doubt, resentment, and some softer, nobler emotion struggled. 
•* You speak of my husband and of me V " she said in darting accents 
that stung KoorMi like the blows of a lash. " Who has told you that 
there is division between us ? Was it he who told you ? ** 

She got up and stood before Koorili. All her calmness, her afl'ec- 
tation of indifference, had gone. She was more deeply moved than 
Koorkli herself. Her breast heaved. The passion and jealous anger 
flamed forth in her eyes. Their steady gaze was scorching. 

** Who told you ? " she repeated. " Was it my husband who went 
to you and told you that I had left him to stand alone?" 

The blood leaped up and suff"used Koor^li's face, dying down asjain 
almost as quickly. This was the moment of which she had had the 
secret dread present with her all through her rash impulse. If Lady 
Betty accused her! She felt like one guilty, arraigned before her 
victim. There was silence for a minute between the two women. 
Koor^li's paleness had become deathlike. She stood <\uite a^eecb^lesa. 
and still. Bhe would have given ber Me «k\. \XxaX. xsiO'Oi'eviN. \ii\» ^i^^ *^» 
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answer that she had not seen Morse. But she would tell no lies. She 
had left deceit for ever behind her, and so 8he remained dumb. 

KoorMi's strange quietude, her pallor, an unconscious dignity and 
mthos which her face wore in all its h>trd misery, impressed Lady 
Betty as no words could hare done. Eoor^li*8 aspect was a rebuke for 
her own want of self-controL She had betrayed herself. She had 
shown that she was jealous. A moment more, and she might have 
spoken words befitting a woman in a melodrama. What was the use 
of pride and reserve now ? She had put herself into a false position. 
She, Lady Betty, who had always piqued herself upon her ready tact 
and her capacity for avoiding scenes. 

She hated KoorMi then. Her beautiful palace of life seemed in 
ruins. She had the feeling that through this woman it had been 
shattered, and she was awakening to find herself in a world of new 
experiences, where her poor little individuality shrivelled into nothing- 
ness, and where everything was harsh and crude. And, amid all that 
was bewildering, she had a vague perception of something in Koorkli— 
some touch of nobility which she had never possessed. 

Her nature was shaken to the core. She had lost all her bearings. 
Her cheeks reddened now. Passionate tears gathered in her eyes, and 
her lips quivered like those of a grief-stricken child. She turned 
away with a half-hysterical sob, and leaned her head against the high 
mantel- piece. 

EoorMi came a little nearer ta her. She put out her hands in a 
generous, tender imf>ulse, and then let them fall again. Her heart 
yearned compassionately towards the woman who was Morse's wife, 
and who was so frail a thing. But she dared not touch Lady Betty's 
hand yet. Her emotion forced itself into her voice and into the words 
she began to speak, scarcely knowing what she said, full only of the 
overmastering desire to give back to Morse something of what he had 
lost. 

"I knew that you were with Lord G«nnilion, and not in your own 
house ; and Lord Forrest told me that you were leaving London. I 
came — it seemed so terrible that Mr. Morse should be alone — now, and 
that you should doubt or misunderstand him. It could not be more 
than a misunderstanding. He is so good, so noble. And his wife — 
oh, to lose the trust and love of one whom we love and to whom we 
are bound — " a sob checked Koor^li's utterance. She could only 
f^eize her thou'^ht^ brokenly. " Nothing could be so bad as that — to 
lose all we cared for most through a mistake. And then to feel, 
afterwards, that we had been mistasen, and had judged wrongly ; and 
to know that but for that, others whom we loved might have been 
happier." 

Lady Betty turned a little. Koor^i, watching her every movemenl 
with intense anxiety, fancied that a slightly changed expression had 
crept over her partly averted face ; but she did not speak. 

Koor^ili went on, her voice vibrating with increasing agitation. " I 
hnow'—l ^now what the miseiy \& ol a^ T£i^\.^^\xi qssl^^ xoaxcia^e — a 
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mistake from the beginning, when it was all done in blindness, and 
there was never any love or any trust. And to think the love should 
have been there at first, and the happiness, as in your marriage, and 
should be in danger nowl Oh, it*s like watching some one drown, 
and not putting out a hand. I couldn't — ^I couldn't go away — for ever, 
perhaps — and not come and speak." 

KoorMi waited a moment; but still Lady Betty said nothing. She 
only looked up, and her eyes, full of tears, met KoorMi's eyes, wet 
too, in a wistful, pathetic glance. Then she drooped her head again, 
Eoorkli put out her hand with a timid gestiure, and Lady Betty's 
closed upon it. Koor^li spoke on — 

**I may never see you or Mr. Morse any more. I'm going to 
Australia to-morrow — back to my father — 1 and my boys. I shall 
never come to England to lead the same life again. That's all ended. 
I've got nothing now but my children, and I want nothing else. I am 
not going to Famesia with my husband. I'm leaving my husband 
because — " she faltered — *' because our marriage was not like yours. 
We never loved each other. He wishes me to go. He has done what 
is base. I will not have my children grow up to be like him. I will 
not live a life of falsehood. But you — it is all different with you. I 
don't care about myself. Fm doing what I know to be the only thing 
I can or ought to do ; and that is the end of it all. I'm thinking of 
you and of your husband. Your place is by his side— oh yes, yes. 
Lady Betty. He must have suffered so much since that day in the 
House. 'J he world is doing him justice now, and you will do hiiu 
justice, too V " 

Koor^li broke down completely. The effort had been too great. 
She sobbed unrestrainedly. Involuntarily Lady Betty made a move- 
ment towards her, and the two women clung to each other for a 
minute, and kissed with a certain solemnity that was in itself a pledge. 
KoorMi knew now that she had conquered. There was no need for 
words. In such moments of crisis women's hearts speak. They were 
both weeping. Presently Lady Betty gently disengaged herself. 

** He would think — if I wrote to him now," she said in a childlike 
way between her sobs, "he would think it was only because people 
thought well of him again. He would not know that I — " she 
hesitated, and the colour deepened in her fjice — '* that I did not stand 

by him because " She stopj^ed altogether now, and instinctively 

drew back a little. 

" Oh, tell him that you love him," said Koorilli in stifled tones of 
agony. It was the last effort of renunciation. She felt her strength 
going. ** You are his wife. He is too generous to ask for more than 
that. What does anything matter if there is love ? " 

She could bear no more. A feeling of dizziness crept over her for 
a minute. She put out her hands blindly. "Good-bye," she said. 
Lady Betty took them in both hers. Koor^li heard her voice as if 
it were a voice in a dream. 

" 1 know that you are a good womaxi * L»«ji^ '^W.'^ ^skl^ ''*' ^^jr^ 
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nye ; I shall never forgot you. I thank you for coining here to-day. 
1 hope you may be haj)py with your children.** 

There was an acceDt of tenderness and of sadness in the last words. 
They conveyed to Koorkli — her sensitive nerves strunoj to keen respon- 
siveness — that she had one blessing which Lady Betty did not possess. 
She had her children. They kissed each other again silently ; and 
then Eoor^ went away. 

That night Lady Betty wrote to her husband a letter full of simple, 
sweet penitence, making no excuse, but only ssking to be forgiven. 
To do her justice, she had only allowed herself to be overcome by her 
father at a moment when she was under the influence of a strain upon 
her feelings which was already dragging her too far away from the 
even conuitions of her life. In truth, she was longing to get back to 
her husband. 

And Morse forgave her, knowing that he, too, needed forgiveness. 
She returned to her home, and very few knew anything about her 
ever having left it Those few who did know or did guess were only 
too anxious to forget. Morse and she will live together — together and 
yet apart, 'i ogether and apart ? Is not that the condition ot many 
a marriage which yet the world calls well-made and happy? And 
Morse goes back to his world of men. He has ordered his heart to 
bear stoutly what has to be borne somehow. He does not forget ; does 
not leel bound to forget. Sometimes perhaps Lady Betty finds in his 
manner to her an especial tenderness, a melancholy protecting sweet- 
ness which she has hardly known before, and which at once pleases 
and puzzles her. Is it a paradox to say that his pure strong love fur 
Koor^li, whom he is never to see again, makes him more gentle than 
ever to his wife; more anxious to do her justice, to shelter her, to love 
her ? No ; it is no paradox — only the truth, the mere truth ; and so 
— hallo 1 

• •••••• 

I'he steamer in which Koor&li and her children had sailed was 
within the Great Barrier Reef. For several days the Australian coast 
had been in view, and all day and late into the night Koorkli had sat 
on deck watching the distant outlines of her native land. 

And now the Gape of Muttabarra and the lighthouse were in sight. 
Koorkli was at tho bulwarks with her boys beside her. She pointed 
out her old home to them with steady hand, and her voice did not 
falter as she told them how she had never been there since when little 
more than a child herself she had put forth in the pilot-boat to see the 
world. She explained to them the dififerent routes to England, and 
how she and their father had gone by way of the south; and then she 
described the life on the station and the pilots. They speculated on 
the changes that might have occurred ; and they wondered if Grand- 
father would be in the boat that was to take them off, and whether 
they would live altogether at Muttabarra, or if a change of Government 
would, bring a Middlemist "MinisUy va "«i%BMi< 
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KoorStli often talked in this way to her boys. It was thus she 
schooled herself to face the new life and to look calmly back upon the 
old. Yet, though there was no falter in her voice as she answered 
their questions and replied to the captain when he came to tell her 
that they were about to signal the lighthouse, her smile and tone 
suggested the " ceaseloss anguish of patience," the endurance of a 
sutl'erer in whom pain has passed its worst. She had wept so many 
tears that now the fountains of sorrow seemed to have run dry. Her 
life was broken, as she had said. It was as though she had touched 
death — the death of soul and affection — and had been allowed to live 
on, but was sent back to the world all chill and numbed. This 
could not always be so. Doubtless, after years, the severed flesh 
would join, and peace, perhaps even a kind of bappicess, would be 
hers. Renewal is in the laws of Nature as well as chancre. The moet 
limited future is full of possibilities, and God, when He withholds for a 
time, may generously add to a late-given gift the rich sense of duty 
fulfilled, or joy foregone for the sake of right. But to Koor^li now all 
was dark ; no speck of light yet showed her the way out of the cavern 
of gloom and death. 

The children left her, attracted by the hoisting of the flag, and she 
sat alone watching the familiar headland as it rose nearer and larger. 
She thought of that morning when in the brightness of dawn she had 
bidden it farewell. She could see in fancy the vanishing boat. She 
could see herself, the slim, bareheaded girl, so light-hearted, so full of 
hope and trust that it was pitiful to think of her now. The old 
phrase came back to her; the mimic title. Poor Little Queen! She 
had gone forth so |:aily to take possession of her kingdom of happiness, 
and she had found, as many another sad woman has found, only a 
kingdom of sorrow. 

Yet some good bad come to her. She had seen a joy, although it 
was unattainable for her. Love had shone upon her as bright, though 
as far off, as light from a star. After all, is it not the greatest good — 
to gain the knowledge of love as an eternal reality, to be allowed to 
bear with one, as a possession for ever, one's ideal, an ideal which age 
cannot wither nor time disfigure nor life's storms wear away ? 

The summer day was closing in. All round, the sea lay still, and 
the red sunset was upon ocean and land. The steamer had slackened 
speed. Now the boys flew back to their mother's side. Koorttli took 
little Miles in her arms, and Lance raised himself on a bench, holding 
for support to her shoulder. A boat had put forth from the cape, 
Koorllli stood with her children clinging to her, and the light of tho 
Australian sunset round her heaA^ 7~ — -—-... 
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